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DALIT 


MEET... Kilkullen, the most contempo- 


rary and warmly approachable of Judith 
Krantz’ heroines. Jazz is humorous, impetuous 
and gifted with a unique talent for photogra- 
phy, a creature totally of the 1990s. At twenty- 
nine, Jazz is still an urchin underneath her 
dashing style, an electric hussy who possesses 
an original and authoritative beauty. She is 
playful and unabashedly flirtatious, yet mature 
and admirable as she fights for her vision of 
the future. 


ENTER Dazzle, the huge photographers’ 


studio in lively Venice Beach, California, 
which Jazz owns with two male partners. There 


she pursues her blazingly successful career, as 
famous herself as most of the celebrities who 
flock to Dazzle to be photographed by her for 
magazine covers and advertising campaigns. 
Her tumultuous life is further enlivened by 
three vastly different and interesting men who 
have only one thing in common—a passion for 


Jazz Kilkullen. 


DISCOVER the Kilkullen Ranch, Jazz’s 


beloved family home, an unspoiled cattle 
ranch that lies on the coast between Los 
Angeles and San Diego. The land, originally a 
Spanish Land Grant to Jazz’s ancestors, is a 
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For Magic Johnson, James Worthy, Byron Scott, A. C. 
Green, Michael Cooper, Mychal Thompson, Orlando Wool- 
ridge, Vlade Divac, Larry Drew, and the other members of 
the Los Angeles Lakers basketball team of 1990. Together 
and individually, inspired by the intensity of their great 
coach, Pat Riley, and the leadership of the incomparable 
Magic Johnson, the ultimate basketball player of our era, the 
Lakers constantly enrich the lives of their fans as they demon- 
strate great-hearted courage, unselfish dedication and breath- 
taking talent. 


For my husband, Steve. All writers agonize. But I’m lucky 
enough to have a husband who listens to my doubts, evalu- 
ates my solutions, puts matters into perspective and banishes 
the agony. When my day’s work has gone well, Steve is the 
only one with whom I can fully share the joy. 
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As I researched the background of Dazzle many generous 
people helped me by providing invaluable answers to my 
questions, others by giving me the chance to observe them at 
work. To all of them, I am wholeheartedly grateful. 


Mrs. Alice O’Neill Avery, a truly great lady of California, 
whose memories of days long gone were fascinating, moving 
and inspiring. 


Mr. Anthony R. Mozso, President and Chief Executive Officer 
of the Santa Margarita Company. Tony Moiso, Mrs. Avery’s 
son, a seventh-generation Californian and a leading force in 
Orange County, is doing much to preserve the quality of a 
way of life that is fast disappearing. 


Dr. William P. Frank, Associate Curator of Western Manu- 
scripts at the Huntington Library, who helped me to solve 
pieces of the puzzle. 


Dr. Judy Rosner, Professor at the Graduate School of Manage- 
ment, University of California, Irvine, who is a wonderful 
friend and a knowledgeable guide into the mysteries of Or- 
ange County. 


Nancy Dackstrand, who knew so much about the search for 
Spanish land grants. 


Gep Durenberger, antiquarian extraordinary of San Juan Capis- 
trano, who opened many doors of Orange County to me. 


Joanne Jaffe, Editor-in-Chief of Angeles magazine. 


Tricia Burlingham, photographer’s representative, a patient, 
enthusiastic source of information and explanation. 


Rick Smolen, editor, publisher and photographer, the guru 
and Godfather of all photojournalists. 


Brian Leatart, food photographer. 
Robert L. Grigg, car photographer. 
Nancy Ellison, painter, fashion and personality photographer. 


Victoria Cameron Pearson, fashion and personality photogra- 
pher. 


Susan Peters, wise woman, photographer and editor. 
Karen Silverstein, photo editor at Condé Nast, L.A. 
Karen Gillingham of Food Pages, food stylist. 


Edwina Lloyd, my assistant and friend who reads all my pages 
first and never panics. 


Medina Rosner and Harris Rosner, who provide pleasure and 
inspiration. 
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L California an earthquake isn’t consid- 
ered to have happened until people are able to get to a phone and discuss 
it. If friends aren’t at home, any stranger who answers the phone will 
provide a satisfactory ear, so long as that person has also experienced the 
quake and can validate its existence. A dentist’s answering service, a 
temporary file clerk, a children’s nurse are all satisfactory repositories of 
post-earthquake exchanges. Only after such a conversation can a Califor- 
nian be satisfied with the earthquake and put it into its right place in the 
scheme of things. 

Today was such a day. There had been a distinct but insignificant tem- 
blor as Jazz Kilkullen drove to work and traffic had been tied up for an 
hour, but, alone in her car, with its long-unrepaired radio, she had only 
the irritated faces of strangers in other cars for verification. Finally Jazz 
pulled her classic 1956 turquoise and cream Thunderbird into her usual 
lot, vaulted out of the driver’s seat and ran full tilt up the street from the 
lot to Dazzle, her photography studio. 

Of all days to be late, she thought furiously, as she barnstormed past 
the occasional strolling couple who stepped back out of her way and 
stopped to stare at her. These tourists in Venice, California, already pleas- 
antly alarmed by the minor but definite movement of the earth, were in a 
mood to be gratified by anything they encountered in this curious side- 
show of a neighborhood. The sight of Jazz only confirmed Venice’s repu- 
tation for eccentricity and authenticity. 

On this slightly ominous but otherwise ordinary Friday morning in 
September of 1990, this girl in full stride, who ran as if the street be- 
longed to her, wore the kind of improbable hat they’d seen in photo- 
graphs of women at Royal Ascot, a big black straw cartwheel, its brim 
laden with giant, floppy red poppies. Her red wool skirt flared five inches 
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above her knees, revealing long, glorious legs in black hose and high- 
heeled black shoes. She must be someone special, they decided as they 
looked after her. Who but someone special would sport such feature- 
concealing, outrageously big sunglasses, who but someone special would 
run with such a singleminded lack of awareness that anyone was in her 
path? 

Jazz arrived at the street entrance to Dazzle, flung open the double 
glass doors and confronted Sandy, the receptionist. 

“Did you feel the quake, Sandy? How long has he been here?’’ she 
demanded breathlessly. “‘Damn! I hate to keep people waiting!” 

“It’s O.K. One of his people just called from the limo. He’ll be late, at 
least another hour, probably more.”’ 

“He'll be late? He’ll be late? After I almost went starkers in that traffic 
jam? Didn’t you feel that quake? He’s got one hell of a nerve, I hope you 
told them that.”’ 

“Sure I felt the quake. It was just your ordinary shiver. I called my 
sister in the Valley and she didn’t know there had been one. Jazz, if you 
had a car phone, I could have let you know that he wasn’t here,’’ Sandy 
complained. She lived basically by the grace and favor of the telephone, 
and the fact that Jazz refused to profane the interior of that old heap she 
drove so proudly with such an indispensable instrument was a constant 
irritation to her. 

“You're right, as usual,” Jazz replied, grinning like a cocky urchin who 
had just committed some undiscoverable mischief. She took a deep 
breath and recovered her habitual insouciance, holding herself with the 
invisible discipline and confidence of a bareback rider in the circus who 
makes the most difficult balancing act look easy. 

She took the stairs two at a time to her second-floor studio where the 
walls of the outer office were covered with large framed photographs. 
Each frame contained two shots of the same subject, one taken during the 
first minutes of a session, when the subject was still suspicious, stiff and 
balky, determined to project a cherished persona, the other taken at the 
end of the session, when the subject had been transformed into a sponta- 
neously reacting, openly human creature whose inner truth had been 
revealed by Jazz’s camera. 

Francois Mitterrand, Isabelle Adjani, Princess Anne, Jesse Jackson, 
Marlon Brando, Muammar Khaddafy, Woody Allen: the more difficult it 
was to establish a relationship, the more pleased Jazz was with the results. 
Pictures of subjects who had already established.a deep complicity with 
the camera, from Madonna to the Pope, were never displayed on the 
walls of this studio in which she had become one of the most successful 
celebrity portrait and advertising photographers in the United States. 
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“Anybody home?”’ Jazz called as she entered the studio proper, kick- 
ing off her Shoes, throwing her hat on the floor, and sinking down on a 
Victorian sofa, an incongruous prop in the enormous white-walled space 
whose huge windows looked out onto the Pacific Ocean, which was flat 
and soothingly blue. 

Five years ago Jazz and two other photographers, Mel Botvinick, a top 
food photographer, and Pete di Constanza, who specialized in car pho- 
tography, with their representative, Phoebe Milbank, had bought an 
empty building built in the style of the Piazza San Marco, on Windward 
Boulevard in Venice, right on the boardwalk, only steps from the beach. 
It had been a bank before it had been abandoned and allowed to run 
down for forty years. They were able to get a good buy on the noble 
hulk, which had been rechristened Dazzle and converted into a complex 
consisting of three large studios, an office for Phoebe, and plenty of 
working room for their assistants and studio managers. 

Toby Roe, Jazz’s chief assistant, a slim young man wearing black from 
head to toe, emerged from behind the door that led from the studio into 
the offices, dressing rooms and filing space. 

“Hey, are you O.K.? Was it the quake that made you late or is today’s 
job that much of a bore?” Toby asked. 

“We didn’t blame you when you didn’t show,” Melissa Kraft added. 
Jazz’s second assistant was dressed exactly like Toby, and like him carried 
three cameras. ‘‘When you think about it, what is he but just another 
lowlife macho creep with a good agent?” 

“Scum,” Jazz agreed. ‘“‘Your basic theatrical slime. Let’s never forget, 
this guy’s an actor. Just an actor. You guys feel the quake?” 

“Yep,”’ Toby said. “‘Nothing to get alarmed about. I called my mom 
but I got her service so I left a message and phoned my brother and told 
him ail about it—he’d slept right through it.” 

They smiled at each other, the earthquake disposed of and already 
forgotten. In spite of the wry objectivity that photographers traditionally 
prefer to maintain toward their subjects, as if they were puppet-masters 
to the world, all three of them knew the others were excited about the 
shoot scheduled for today. 

In a series of startling performances, Sam Butler, an Australian, had 
suddenly eclipsed Tom Cruise as the most seductive and talented young 
actor to emerge from any country in years. Unlike most American stars, 
he had not yet consented to promote his movies with portrait sittings for 
magazine covers, so today’s cover shoot for Vanity Fair was a coup. 

“Sandy says he won’t be here for an hour,” Jazz told her assistants. 

“She let us know when his people called,’’ Toby answered. ‘‘That’s 
why young Melissa here isn’t foaming at the mouth. She’s saving it.”’ 


“Toby’s planning to ask him where he gets his hair cut,’’ Melissa said, 
busy with a lens. Toby didn’t bother to respond. He was looking at Jazz, 
relaxed momentarily on the sofa, as he repeated to himself the mantra 
with which he started each day of work: 

“Thank God I’m never going to fall in love with Jazz. She’s rich and 
famous and she’s my boss. I’m never going to fall in love with Jazz.” 
Armed with this mantra, which he sometimes had to repeat many times if 
a shoot was held up and his concentration on the job slackened, Toby had 
managed to stick out two years of hopeless lovesickness. 

At least she’d never suspected, he thought as he glanced at her, trying, 
as he always did, to understand the riddle of her face. He’d been a 
photographer since his early teens and Toby still couldn’t quite capture in 
his mind’s eye, once and for all, what it was about Jazz that fascinated him 
so. The nature of his work had accustomed him to looking at women 
whose central fact in life was their beauty, many of them more beautiful 
than Jazz, and younger than she was at twenty-nine, but hers was the one 
face that he’d never been able to look away from with a sense of visual 
finality, of repletion, of aesthetic surfeit, as if he had seen as much as he 
needed to see. 

Jazz, creature of flesh and blood that she was, had surfaces that could 
only be compared to a topaz, that rare gem flashing a rich gold with an 
undertone of warm brown, those precious crystals which the ancient 
Scots thought were a cure for lunacy. But had those ancients ever seen a 
woman with golden eyes, Toby wondered? Had they ever looked at a 
woman whose tawny plumage of golden brown hair looked amber in 
some lights and chestnut in another, hair that hung all the way below her 
shoulders in the kind of artless, childlike ripples that other women some- 
times possess, but only at their temples or foreheads? Had they ever had 
to deal with a woman whose skin seemed always faintly tanned, with a 
tint that gave her cheeks the blush of an apricot-hued Brandy rose, a 
golden pink blush very different from that of any other rose in any gar- 
den? If so, he felt sorry for them, as sorry as he felt for himself. 

Above her golden eyes Jazz’s brown brows formed unusually strong 
and level lines, as precise as those drawn by a ballerina. They shot 
straight up when she was surprised, provoked or amused, and often only 
the expression in her eyes would signal the difference in her emotions. 
Below the firm, independent and potentially impudent line of her nose, 
her mouth was a study in contrast, her upper lip delicate, almost childish, 
her lower lip too full, too frank, too swollen for classic beauty. 

For with it all, Toby reminded himself, Jazz Kilkullen was a hussy, an 
electric hussy, a fabulous flirt, a player of games, a mistress of disguise, a 
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creature of many moods, a teller of truths, a lady of accomplishments, 
and as hardworking a photographer as any he’d ever heard of. 

Thank God I’m never going to fall in love with Jazz, Toby repeated to 
himself as he checked the cameras for the tenth time that morning. Jazz 
owned a score of cameras she rarely used but today she’d told them to 
load all six of her Canon T 90’s with the multiple metering system that 
gave her three computerized options for focusing. She was playing it as 
safe as he’d ever known her to, for normally she scorned automatic focus. 

While Melissa counted the host of easily movable lights and tiny 
flashes, all self-powered by battery packs, she observed Jazz’s outfit, from 
the Cecil Beaton hat to the short, skittish skirt and thin red wool blouse 
cut like an oversized smock, apparently held together with one giant jet 
button. She’d expected that her boss would think today’s challenge called 
for the combat boots, the Army-Navy store sailor pants and the five- 
hundred-dollar Harry Truman Hawaiian shirt, worn with dangling an- 
tique garnet earrings and delicate, precious old rings on each finger; one 
of the getups that she sometimes wore to confuse and control a new 
victim. . 

But apparently Jazz had decided on the ladies-lunch-at-the-Bistro-Gar- 
den approach, another manipulation tactic, relentlessly overdressed in a 
way in which no other photographer would feel comfortable. 

Jazz never just put on her clothes in the morning, Melissa thought with 
exasperated admiration, She overdressed, underdressed, fancy-dressed, 
screw-you—dressed or didn’t bother to dress at all in her brightly colored 
rugby shirts that she mixed with jeans when she wanted to look as if she 
could be safely ignored. Melissa was wise to her boss. She knew that if 
Jazz really intended to be ignored she’d wear all black as Melissa did 
herself. One day, when she too was a famous photographer, she’d throw 
out every black thing she’d ever owned, Melissa vowed silently as she 
went to answer the intercom from the desk downstairs. 

“They're on their way up!’’ Sandy shrilled as the intercom rang again. 
‘‘Now they're almost on time—honestly, don’t you think they could have 
called?” 

Melissa hung up without answering. “Battle stations,’ she said warn- 
ingly to Jazz, who was still lying on the sofa. She raced into the office to 
summon Sis Levy, an efficient young redhead who was Jazz’s office man- 
ager. 

“TI was almost asleep,” Jazz protested, yawning, but she got up and into 
her hat and shoes two seconds before a group of people spilled out of the 
elevator. 

“Come on in,’’ she said, as Melissa and Toby faded into the back- 
ground. She had never seen such a large entourage, not even when she'd 
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photographed Stallone and Streisand together for Rolling Stone. And they 
were all female, like members of a cult that dooms young widows to wear 
deepest mourning, skirts falling either to mid-calf and worn with flat, 
ankle-high boots, or cut just below the crotch and worn with black tights 
and spike heels. 

“I’m Tilly Finish, from the magazine,”’ the oldest of them said, coming 
forward to introduce herself. ‘“‘Sam will be right up. He saw some sort of 
car downstairs and he wanted to take a better look at it.”’ 

‘“That’s my punishment for having a car photographer on the first 
floor,”’ Jazz said pleasantly, as she mentally damned Pete di Constanza for 
not hustling the new Ferrari Testarossa inside his shop under wraps the 
way he did when prototypes arrived. Sometimes the cars leaving and 
entering his studio became such an attractive nuisance that she and Mel 
Botvinick had to complain formally to Phoebe Milbank. 

Tilly Finish started to introduce the other women who gradually filled 
the entrance to the studio. Jazz and Sis Levy shook hands all around. 
Three of them came from the public relations agency that handled Sam 
Butler; two more were stylists, each with an assistant, all holding garment 
bags with items from the vast wardrobe Sam Butler might deign to wear; 
Tilly herself had two assistants, both of them carrying cellular phones; 
there was a hair lady and a lady makeup artist. Jazz counted an even 
dozen, all young, all pretty, all smiling tentatively, like a newspaper pho- 
tograph of the wives of a renegade Mormon of the old school. . 

Sis Levy took over the crowd, directing the stylists’ assistants and the 
hair and makeup women to the dressing rooms, so that they could dis- 
pose of their burdens, but the others.refused to move, standing about, 
watching the elevator, like nervous Secret Service men who've lost the 
President. 

Jazz looked at her watch. It was almost lunchtime and they were far 
from starting. ‘Carry on,’ she told Sis as she zipped out and clattered 
down the staircase. On the street floor of Dazzle, Jazz rushed out of the 
building and around to the side where Pete’s studio had its delivery 
entrance. The double garage doors, big enough to accommodate the 
largest truck, gaped open and inside she saw two men walking intently 
around the Ferrari as if it were the first car to have been invented. Henry 
Ford had a lot to answer for, she thought grimly, or was it the Wright 
Brothers? 

Jazz walked up to Sam Butler, as bumptiously as a winning colt. “I’m 
Jazz Kilkullen,’’ she announced, extending her hand. He took it without 
looking at her. ‘‘Right, I’ll be with you later,” he said, and turned his 
back, opened the door of the hundred-and-fifty-thousand-dollar car and 
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slid behind the wheel. “Would you mind if I took this ‘baby out for a 
spin? I’ve been wanting one but I don’t know, it might be a bit too flash.”’ 

“It’s perfect for you,” Jazz said, firmly grappling him by his upper arm 
with her strong fingers, pinioning him by the tweed of his jacket. “‘If you 
don’t drive the best, who should? Let’s come back later, shall we? You 
have a fan-club meeting upstairs.”” Angrily he turned to look at her. She 
gave him a deadpan stare. He was so beautiful that it was simply silly, 
Jazz thought, a minor genetic joke. She refused to try to deal with this 
large blond creature visually until she was behind a camera. 

“They can bloody well wait,’’ Sam Butler said. 

“But I can’t 
“You have all day.” 

“Half of it’s gone. This is a cover shot, remember?” 

“T don’t want to do the thing anyway.”’ 

“But I do.” Jazz tilted her chin so that the brim of her hat no longer 
shadowed her face, looked him straight in the eye and smiled at him, half 
siren, half London bobby, wholly excessive. ‘‘Later you can have all ‘the 
Ferraris you can eat,” she said with a clear-cut twist of promise. “‘Let’s let 
Pete do his job and we'll do ours, so you can come back to this car just as 
soon as possible. All right, Mr. Butler?”’ 

“‘Call me Sam,” the Australian said, leaving Pete without a glance. Jazz 
turned back to the car photographer. “If you do this once more, honey- 
child, I won’t let you help audition the girls for the Sports Illustrated 
swimsuit issue,’’ she warned him before she followed ‘Sam Butler up to 
her studio. 

Five minutes later, as the widows’ club fluttered purposefully but dis- 
tractingly around the actor, Jazz conferred with Sis Levy and appeared at 
Tilly Finish’s elbow. 

“This isn’t going to work, is it, Tilly?” 

“What do you mean?” 

“Now, now, don’t play innocent,’”’ Jazz said with a conspiratorial smile. 
“Obviously you’ve run into this before yourself, a woman of your sophis- 
tication. All these little girls are in heat. One can’t blame them but 
they’re useless. Total brain drain into the lower parts, wouldn’t you 
agree? Look, if you could just take them all downstairs to lunch at 72 
Market Street—I’ve reserved a table, and they’ll put it on my bill—I’ll 
send Sis and my assistants with you and by the time lunch i is over I'll have 
the cover shot.” 

“Don’t you need your assistants?” 

‘‘Everything’s prepared. Six cameras loaded and ready. Anyway, I was 
an assistant for years. . . . I can still load film in the dark underwater 
upside down, and I always do all the lighting myself.” 


“But Sam isn’t dressed yet,” Tilly squeaked. ‘‘I haven’t decided what 
he should wear. New York left it up to me.”’ 

‘He'll look great, I promise. Anyway he doesn’t need makeup or hair 
. . . you know they want a natural look. The important thing is to get 
the cover—I simply have to have the studio to myself for a few hours. 
Don’t forget, we still have another outdoor color shot and three black- 
and-whites for the body of the story and he’s only given us today and 
next Wednesday. We'll be lucky if he even shows up next week—he’s not 
the most obedient boy, your Mr. Butler.” 

“My Mr. Butler,” Tilly Finish said wistfully. ““Wouldn’t that be the 
day?” She clapped her hands. ‘“‘Everybody, lunch break. Sam, I'll leave 
you here if you don’t mind, to get started.” 

In minutes the studio was empty. 

“‘Thanks,”’ the actor said. ‘“They were beginning to make me nervous. 
Why are they all in black? Did somebody die?”’ 

“It’s political,’ Jazz assured him, dismissing the whole question of 
young Hollywood chic. “If you’re hungry I’ll make you a sandwich be- 
fore we start.” 

“IT never eat lunch. It slows me down.” 

“Good. There should be a Versace raincoat in the dressing room. 
Would you try it on for me?” 

“Yeah, right. I fancy that myself.’’ 

And well he might, Jazz thought. Sam Butler was the most astonish- 
ingly handsome actor she had seen since photographs of the young Gary 
Cooper. He must be the beginning of the swing of the pendulum away 
from the actors whose all-too-ordinary faces were described as ‘‘lived in’’: 
Richard Dreyfuss, Al Pacino, Robert de Niro, Billy Crystal and Donald 
Sutherland. He didn’t suffer from the not-lived-in-enough syndrome that 
afflicted the Toms, both Hanks and Robbins, Charlie Sheen, Dean Stock- 
well and Michael Keaton, nor did he come under the heading of the 
neighborhood that was too marginally scruffy to be lived in at all, like 
Mickey Rourke, Patrick Swayze or Sean Penn. 

Sam Butler was flawless, Jazz decided, and shrugged. A Grand Canyon 
of manhood, blond and blue-eyed in a way that defined those attributes 
for all time. Definitely not her type. 

He returned with the raincoat tightly belted, the collar turned up. 

“You're too bulky, Sam,” Jazz said. ‘‘I don’t want a stuffed-raincoat 
shot, I want a Butler shot. But I like the coat on you. Let me think . . . I 
know there’s an idea in here somewhere . . . could you go back and 
take off that bulky jacket and put the coat back on? In fact, take off all 
your clothes while you're at it.” 

“Are you some kind of nutter?” 
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“Think of the raincoat as a bathrobe. You wouldn’t be dressed in a 
bathrobe, would you?”’ 

“Of course not.” 

“So what's the difference?”’ 

“I don’t know, but there’s got to be one,”’ the actor said, puzzled. 

“Oh,” Jazz coaxed, ‘‘just try it.” She spoke capriciously, candidly invit- 
ing him to indulge her whim and join her in her wayward fancy. His 
resistance collapsed. 

““What are you going to take off?’’ The actor was ready to bargain. 

‘““My hat? My shoes? No? Not enough? What about my... 
pantyhose?”’ 

‘Done.’ 

Jazz shook with laughter while he undressed. Sam Butler returned, 
belted, buckled, buttoned, looking fifty pounds lighter. His expression 
was set into a James Bondian toughness. By that time Jazz had rolled the 
Victorian, sofa close to one of the windows. She was barelegged, and 
classical guitar music was playing on the tape deck. 

“Better,” she said, all business. ‘‘Lie down on this.” 

‘Lie down on a sofa in a raincoat? I’d rather stand.”’ 

“T have to use this gorgeous light. See the way it’s flooding in the 
window and pooling on the sofa? You can’t get that quality any other 
place in the studio. The light’ll be gone in half an hour or so and we'll be 
all finished.”’ 

“T had a dentist like you once. Quite like you, and quite unlike you,”’ 
he remarked, sitting down on the sofa, bolt upright. 

“Dentist? Where? Back home?”’ 

‘Yeah. Near Perth. He was my uncle so naturally I had to go to him, 
special family price. He was pretty good, actually. Painless. I’d never be 
in flicks without the job he did on my teeth.’’ Butler’s jaw had relaxed 
and he leaned back against the sofa, as if remembering, not too unhap- 
pily, the cut-rate work that had given him his twenty-million-dollars-for- 
three-pictures smile. 

Jazz took a quick Polaroid and gave it to him. She believed in letting 
the subject know immediately that you were willing to let him see the 
work in progress, and veto it if he hated it. With image-exchanging you 
were halfway home. 

“Not bad,”’ he said, looking at it carefully. “It’s . . . different, not 
one of those Christ-aren’t-I-gorgeous shots that everyone else wants. 
Maybe it’s the raincoat.”’ 

“Something about the neck is still too uptight.’’ Jazz shook her head 
thoughtfully. ““You look bunchy around the throat. Open about five but- 
tons, spread the collar wide and put your head back on the sofa. Maybe 
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put your feet up on the arm of the sofa there and stretch out all the way 
across to the other end—get comfortable and pretend it’s a day at the 
beach, and you're lying in the sun at Surfer’s Paradise . . .” 

‘“‘You’ve been to Australia?’ he asked, following her directions with- 
Out question. 

“Last year... I loved it . . .” Jazz said, moving around with her 
first Canon, shooting quickly, her movements minimal, unalarming and 
all but invisible. She loved what she saw. The open coat revealed his 
magnificent bare chest, the elaborately carved rosewood of the sofa was 
an inspired frame to the sleek Italian coat, his blond hair on the dark 
velvet created a devilishly tantalizing contrast. 

“Don’t you get homesick?” Her voice was low, without emphasis. 

“Shit yes. I go home whenever I can.” 

“Tell me about your family.” 

“They're super. My mother still makes me take out the rubbish and my 
sisters still introduce me to nice girls and my dad still worries about 
whether I’m saving money, so I give him all my business manager’s 
reports. Every weekend I play football for two whole days with the team 
I used to play center for . . . Yeah, I’ve got to go home again soon.”’ 

His homesick voice trailed off, his expression vulnerable, wistful, 
yearning. Sam Butler looked as wildly romantic as Olivier’s Heathcliff as 
he fell quiet, thinking of the great football matches of long ago. Jazz 
padded about noiselessly, picking up one camera after another whenever 
she came to the end of a roll of film. Sam Butler had stopped being 
laughably flawless and become entirely real as his eyes filled with mem- 
ory of a place and people fifteen thousand miles away. 

He utterly forgot that he was being photographed while Jazz worked 
away in a hypnotic silence broken only by the languid melodies of the 
classical guitar. After minutes had passed, his memories suddenly faded 
and abruptly he noticed the intent, mesmerizing photographer, her 
skeins of hair rippling down on both sides of the camera, her tanned legs 
brazen and bare under the short skirt, her full breasts swaying slightly 
under the red wool smock that was almost transparent in the light that 
flooded from the window. Sam Butler moved restlessly on the velvet of 
the sofa, refocused his eyes, returned to the present moment and Jazz got 
an entire roll of the most stunningly sensual and dangerously lustful pic- 
tures anyone was ever to take of him. 

This sitting’s over, she thought in alarm as he began to unbuckle the 
belt of the raincoat. 

‘Time to change film,” Jazz declared briskly, straightening up. But the 
tall Australian had moved quickly and caught her. 

‘Ever tried this sofa?’”’ he asked, pulling her down beside him. With 
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one arm he pinioned her firmly down so that she couldn’t move her 
upper body, and with the other he shrugged out of one shoulder of his 
raincoat. 

“You're being unprofessional.’’ Jazz still spoke haughtily even as she | 
tried to kick away his legs with her bare feet. He laughed, adroitly 
changed the position of his arms, slipped out of both sides of the raincoat 
and threw it down on the floor. 

“I said to take off your clothes,’’ Jazz cried in outrage, ‘‘not your 
underwear.”’ 

“You didn’t ask if I wore any.’’ Now both of his hands were busily 
taking off her clothes while the full weight of his muscular, naked body 
made her struggles futile. She should have taken that self-defense course, 
Jazz thought in panic while she tried to find a way to thrash out at him 
and do some damage. She’d made sure that nobody would hear her if she 
screamed. Too clever by half, she thought confusedly, as she felt him 
quickly undo the one button of her smock and take one breast in his hand 
even though her arms and legs were still helplessly flattened to the sofa 
by the entire weight of his long body. 

“Stop!”’ she shouted, looking for a part of him she could bite. 

‘“‘No woman ever said that to me before.” 

““Egomaniac!”’ 

“Truth,” he said, shutting her mouth with a kiss. 

Suddenly the sofa bucked beneath Jazz’s struggling body, throwing 
them both to the floor. The entire studio swayed sickeningly around 
them, the floor lurched with a rending noise, doors banged loudly, the 
fearsome sound of heavy objects hurtling across the room was every- 
where, and Jazz and Sam found themselves huddled together on the 
floor, clutching each other in speechless, shocked terror for endless sec- 
onds while the upheaval continued. 

“What the fuck?’’ he whispered, when the building stopped moving. 
Jazz jumped quickly to her feet with the aplomb of a native Californian, 
checked first for broken glass and ran to the window, still wearing only 
her skirt. 

“I’m getting the hell out of here,’ Sam Butler shouted. 

“Stay where you are! It’s not safer in the street. These old buildings 
can fall on you. We'd better look and see if a tidal wave is coming—in 
this neighborhood there’s always that possibility.” 

“Tidal wave?’’ His voice rose. 

“Damn right, it should be right out there,”’ Jazz answered with convic- 
tion, pointing toward the ocean and leaning out of the window so he 
wouldn’t see her lips twitch upwards at the corners. Aftershocks, for 
certain, she thought, but not a tidal wave. Not this time, anyway. It 
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hadn’t been the Big One. From the dressing room she heard the unmis- 
takable sounds of a man cursing as he hastily stuffed himself into his 
clothes. 

“If you need more pictures, we’ll do them on high ground,”’ he yelled 
at her as he headed toward the door. 

‘And in a crowd,” Jazz shouted after him. ‘‘Now I know why you have 
a reputation for being irresistible.” 

He turned, indignantly. ‘“‘You haven’t been very nice to me. Not at all. 
If I weren’t too much of a gent, I'd tell you to go fuck yourself.” 

“You, Sam Butler, will never get another chance,’’ Jazz laughed, arms 
covering her breasts. ‘And hey, throw me my hat, will you, on your way 
out?”’ 


X/., would they do without me? 


Phoebe Milbank, partner in Dazzle, and business representative for Jazz 
Kilkullen, Mel Botvinick and Pete di Constanza, asked herself that famil- 
iar question as she spread a thick layer of cream cheese on an onion 
bagel. She envisioned herself wearing the trim, starched uniform of a 
proper old-time British nanny, pushing a large, gleaming, navy blue baby 
carriage, a Rolls-Royce of baby carriages. As she came to a street cross- 
ing, with her three infantile charges safely tucked under a monogrammed 
coverlet, cooing and burbling to each other, she would merely gesture 
with one hand and a policeman would salute her respectfully, bringing a 
line of impatient, speeding cars to a total halt until she had safely, and in 
her own good time, reached the opposite curb and remounted the side- 
walk. 

In her sharply critical mind, which was entirely free of any trace of an 
inferiority complex, there was no doubt that left to themselves her pho- 
tographers would all starve. She was their all-knowing guide in a howl- 
ing, unfriendly wilderness, that of the treacherous, complicated world of 
advertising and magazines in which photographs were offered for sale. 
All their creative powers would be as nothing if she were to desert them, 
for they were essentially helpless and hopelessly unable to manage their 
own affairs, like children in a burning building waiting for a fireman to 
come and save them. This situation was exactly as it should be and as she 
intended it to remain. 

These pleasant thoughts occupied Phoebe during the first of the ten 
minutes that she scheduled for reflection, right before the monthly Satur- 
day-morning meeting of the partners in Dazzle. This pre-meeting time 
with herself was sacred. It put her in the right frame of mind for any 
problems that might arise’ during the conference to come. 
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Phoebe got up and bounced around her office, rearranging the low- 
slung chairs that enabled her to look down upon everyone else from the 
tall chair that stood behind her desk. She was a tiny, shrewd, moppet- 
headed figure, with layer upon layer of bright yellow hair that had been 
fashionably distressed, at great cost, almost but not quite to the point of 
being ruined. 

She was satisfied with her world. Her hair was ideal. Her pert, witty 
face that gave no clue to her crafty brain, was ideal. Her lean body was as 
close to ideal as any Twentieth Century Californian female could dream 
of. Every single one of her vertebrae was visible under her thin sweater, 
her hipbones poked sharp angles in her short knitted skirt, and no matter 
what she ate she never gained an ounce. At thirty-eight she knew that she 
could be mistaken, at first glance, for a cheerleader at UCLA. 

Phoebe chose a fresh water bagel from the pile on the platter on her 
desk and larded it thickly with chive cream cheese. She was not, thank 
heaven, what she ate, she reflected. No, every photographer’s rep was 
who she represented. Like a horse trainer, her own status was established 
by her stable. 

Phoebe, for all her sense of superiority, was free of unwarranted con- 
ceit. She had an acutely accurate notion of her worth, and of that of 
others. Her own charges were the hottest trio in town, each at the red- 
hot peak of the profession. Without her they wouldn’t have reached this 
point. Of course she wouldn’t be where she was without them. But that 
essentially was beside the point. If not Jazz, Mel and Pete, three others 
would be in her stable. 

Phoebe glanced at her watch. The meeting would start in five minutes. 
Still time to take stock, as she liked to do each month, to make sure that 
nothing was gaining on her in a fast-growing business that changed 
month by month. 

Each one of her partners was a maverick, each a demon when it came 
to getting the shot; and each—and this was the most important thing 
about them—each one of them was far, far on the other side of safe. 

Safe, in photography today, was the only four-letter word left, as far as 
Phoebe was concerned. Every photographer with a decent portfolio 
could do safe, but only a few photographers in the game would consis- 
tently push beyond safe, into unexplored territory, and pull it off, with- 
out getting artsy-craftsy or blurring the client’s intention. And when they 
did go beyond safe, didn’t they always turn to her, their rep, to bring 
them back home a little, to keep them from being scared to death? Would 
they dare to be as controversial as they could be without knowing that 
she approved? 

It wasn’t a question of technique, God knew. Two hundred photogra- 
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phers had technique, and another two hundred had taste; many millions 
—even civilians—could take pretty pictures. But her guys? Each one 
produced work that could be identified instantly by all the best photo 
buyers and art directors in the business. They were to the camera what 
any truly original painter was to canvas. 

It had to do with two things, Phoebe mused, with two things she could 
identify: uniqueness of point of view and knowledge of lighting. No 
good knowing how to light anything from a spark plug to Michelle Pfeif- 
fer without having a point of view. No good having a point of view 
without a total command of the almost infinite possibilities of lighting. 

And then there was that third thing she couldn’t exactly put a name to 
and neither could they. It was that third thing—some people called it, 
tamely, originality—but she thought of it as outrageousness—that made 
Jazz, Mel and Pete the best. There were too many merely good, capable, 
proficient photographers around today. Unless a photographer was will- 
ing, no, not just willing, but absolutely desperate to exceed the known 
limits of film, each and every time, he or she could never command the 
highest fees. Mel, Pete and Jazz had equals but no superiors, she thought, 
intent on fairness. A handful of equals each, it went without saying, 
belonging to a rep as good as she, of whom there were but three in 
California. 

Any would-be rep would have found it impossible to find such photog- 
raphers in Los Angeles fifteen years ago, Phoebe thought soberly, glad 
but not surprised that she had been born in the ideal time and place. 

Almost all the top photographers used to live and work in New York. 
But that had changed swiftly, particularly in the fields of food, cars and 
celebrity portraits, and now much of the major talent was concentrated in 
Los Angeles. She had been in on it from the beginning. 

Twelve years earlier, when she had just turned twenty-six, Phoebe had 
worked as photo assistant to Evan Jones, a portrait photographer who 
made a decent living taking flattering pictures of rich women to give to 
their husbands for Christmas. 

His real genius lay in retouching. He never showed raw contact prints 
to his clients. First he made his own selection, ruthlessly throwing out all 
but the best photographs. Then he did some exceedingly discreet work 
with an airbrush, work so impossible to detect that he presented the 
contacts as if they were unretouched. Only after the flattered subject had 
chosen her favorite contact did he really go to town with the airbrush and 
the tiny paintbrushes with which he added and subtracted; longer lashes, 
veinless hands, brighter pupils, thinner nostrils, lusher lips, smaller chins, 
perfect necks. 

Though clever and kind, Evan had had a poor head for business. His 
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accounts were badly kept and, worse, he had no idea of what constituted 
a fair price for his work. One day Phoebe, who had quickly realized that 
she didn’t have the talent or the patience to become an outstanding 
photographer, simply took over Evan’s office and began to run his busi- 
ness. 

In a day she replaced herself with a far better assistant than she had 
ever been. She took his client list and called each of the women on it, 
reminding them that their old photographs were dated. She doubled his 
prices without asking him, knowing that his clients would only assume 
that he was asking more because he was worth more. Phoebe’s sister, 
office manager for one of the top plastic surgeons in Hollywood, and a 
member in good standing of the office-manager mafia, provided an ever- 
fresh list of women who needed new photographs to replace those that 
revealed an older face. 

Within six months Evan had a long waiting list for portraits, and 
Phoebe had tripled his prices, keeping twenty-five percent of what he 
made for her services, a standard amount. 

Now she was ready to move Evan into the film industry. She made up 
presentation books of his most successful portraits and dropped copies off 
at the offices of every publicist, business manager, makeup artist, and hair 
stylist in Hollywood. She quadrupled his prices. 

Female performers of a certain age—an age that began younger and 
younger every year—began to see Evan’s portraits. In less than a year he 
became the most popular photographer of that inexhaustible subject: 
women over twenty-one. His photos began to appear in magazine articles 
and on magazine covers, at the demand of his subjects. A great many 
women had never looked so good, and quickly male performers joined 
their ranks. Phoebe bought herself a two-door Mercedes 560 in bright 
yellow to match her hair. 

Once Evan was firmly established, Phoebe 1eBe interest in him. There 
was only so far he could go, only so much money she could make as his 
rep. He didn’t have the desire to change and only the new and innova- 
tive interested her. She found him another rep in 1980, opened her own 
small office, and set herself to an analysis of the subjects of the ads in 
American magazines. 

There were more ads for food products than any other category in- 
cluding cosmetics. Next came cars. Automotive print ads were every- 
where as soon as she started to look for them. Phoebe made herself an 
expert on the relative merits of food and car photographers and picked 
out Mel Botvinick and Pete di Constanza as the two of their species she 
was prepared to rep. 

She bagged the two men quickly, setting her percentage of their fees at 
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one-third. The more she did for them, the more they needed her. The 
more she extended a hand, the tighter they grabbed on to it. Without her 
prudent management of their careers they would never have dared ask 
for the money they now commanded. Whenever there was a job going 
that they really coveted, they grew anxious and overeager, certain that 
someone else would nab it. At that crucial point they were willing to cut 
their own established fees. 

Fat chance of that while she was around, Phoebe said to herself, smil- 
ing. She kept their fees up at all costs, turning down all lowball offers 
even if it meant an idle day for them. From the time she took them on she 
steadily increased their earnings so that they all commanded the maxi- 
mum in the business. Pete made well over a million dollars a year, Mel 
almost as much. 

Jazz Kilkullen, because she shot so much editorial work for magazines, 
with her name on the photo, was the only famous one of them. She 
earned about four hundred thousand dollars a year, since editorial paid 
so much less than ads. Still, her potential was incalculable, particularly in 
cosmetic ads. If only there were two of Jazz: one who would just shut up 
and photograph models for major cosmetic advertisers, and another who 
could shoot magazine fashion and celebrities to her heart’s content. But 
there was only one Jazz and that one insisted on doing editorial work 
because she liked the freedom. 

In other ways too, Jazz was a different kind of cat than Mel, who did 
only the amount of editorial work Phoebe approved, and Pete, who did 
ads only. Jazz had a tendency toward that quality Phoebe resented the 
most: independence. 

Yes, a damnable tendency, almost certainly due to her background, 
Phoebe recognized in familiar annoyance. Jazz’s father, Mike Kilkullen, 
owned the last great cattle ranch between Los Angeles and San Diego, 
sixty-four thousand acres that remained virgin, intact, and undeveloped: 
a family-run empire as it had been since the days of the Spanish Land 
Grants. Jazz was an eighth-generation Californian, with old Spanish ran- 
chero blood in her veins, as well as Irish and Swedish. She had always 
been a problem to control. Phoebe brooded, greedily eating some cream 
cheese straight, with a plastic spoon. Repping was like being a lion 
trainer. Just enough kindness, steady authority, and fearlessness. But above 
all, control. 


The three photographers straggled into Phoebe’s office, irritated as usual 
at this invasion of their Saturday morning. 
‘“‘How about that quake?” Mel Botvinick asked the group. ‘‘I’d just 
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finished setting up to shoot a double spread on soufflés for Bon Appétit 
when. it happened. We all had to stay till midnight to do it over. Talk 
about miserable timing!”’ 

‘“That’s nothing,’ Pete di Constanza replied. ‘I was standing on a 
ladder looking at the top view of the new Ferrari when the thing hit. If I 
didn’t have such fast reactions, I’d be in the hospital today with a broken 
leg. But it could have been a lot worse—the car could have been hurt. 
Jazz, what happened to you?” 

‘Actually it came at a reasonably convenient time, all things consid- 
ered,” Jazz answered. ‘‘I. wasn’t doing anything special.” 

‘Oh, you’re all such babies,’’ Phoebe said peevishly. ‘‘What’s a little 
local earthquake? In Beverly Hills we barely noticed it.”’ 

“Shopping?” Pete asked. 

“Getting my hair done, as usual. You know my Friday afternoons are 
sacred, Pete.” 

‘Yeah, right. Like my Monday and Thursday hours with my shrink. I 
can’t believe him,’’ Pete di Constanza complained. ‘‘The fucker makes a 
point of driving an old, ugly, beat-up Volvo, like there’s something virtu- 
ous about it. So when I tell him I’ve just got the new Countach Anniver- 
sary account, guess what he says? ‘I thought you only did cars.’ The 
fucker doesn’t know what a Countach is! Lamborghini brought it out in 
1971, nineteen years ago, it’s still the most powerful sports car on the 
road, and he doesn’t fucking realize.” 

‘‘“How come you know what your shrink drives?’’ Mel Botvinick 
asked. 

“T asked him.” 

“And he told you?” Mel said, puzzled. His shrink never answered 
questions. 

“Yeah, he’s not into that Freudian crap. You ask him an ordinary, 
acceptable question, you get an answer.” 

“Why are you so sure he thinks the Volvo is a sign of virtue?’’ Jazz 
inquired, laughing fondly. Pete di Constanza, from Fort Lee, New Jersey, 
dressed like a park ranger, looked like a lifeguard in a soft-porn beach- 
blanket movie, and lit hunks of metal like a god. He was one of the 
world’s good people. 

“T inferred it,” Pete said with dignity. 

“See, that’s why my shrink won’t answer questions,’ Mel said, with a 
superior sniff. ‘‘He doesn’t want me to infer anything, he wants me to 
project.”’ 

“That’s the guy who also told you not to write down your dreams,” 
Pete objected. ‘‘How the hell does he expect you to remember them if 
you don’t write them down?” 
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“He says I will if they’re important.” 

“Boys, boys,’ Phoebe interrupted. ‘Could you save this fascinating 
discussion of your psyches for some other place?” 

Pete subsided into silence. He wouldn’t have to be at this time-wasting 
meeting if Phoebe hadn’t persuaded him to invest in the studio. Sure, it 
was the best investment he’d made in his life, in fact it represented the 
only real money he’d ever kept, but being a landlord wasn’t his style, not 
even of one-quarter of a building. 

Since buying the old bank and converting it had been Phoebe’s idea, 
she made them all show up to discuss the smooth running of Dazzle, on 
the theory that three photographers couldn’t manage to get along with- 
out her monthly mediation. Airs and graces! As far as he was concerned, 
Phoebe had just one clearly defined function in life and that was to free 
him from petty details so that he could come up with killer shots. 

Not just product shots. Any bum in Detroit could take product shots, 
and a lot of bums did, with cheapo colored smoke and firecrackers and 
mirror effects that made the car look as if it were part of a Vegas floor 
show. But if you wanted a shot of a car that caught the existential essence 
of the car? A shot that could convey the ultimate emotional experience of 
driving at 186 miles an hour and get that shot with the car standing still 
in a studio? A shot that was fucking romantic, a shot that was fucking 
poetic, a shot that made the car into a God damned icon? You simply had 
to come to Pete di Constanza. 

By the time he spent a few weeks experimenting with some new light- 
ing ideas he had, the new version of the great classic Countach would 
look as if it had just floated down from a spaceship and was lit from 
within, the kind of car your leading alien gear head would be thrilled to 
drive. If they’d let him take the prototype out on location there’d be no 
limit to what he could do, but this particular prototype was too precious 
to be let out of doors. 

‘Minutes of the last meeting—’’ Phoebe began in an official voice. 

“Read and approved,” Mel Botvinick interrupted hastily. 

‘So moved,”’ Pete and Jazz yelled simultaneously. 

What was it with her, Mel wondered? Did Phoebe think that she was 
running a Fortune Five Hundred company? Come to think of it, with her 
one-third take of everything the three of them billed, she made more 
money than most top executives in big business could dream of. She 
certainly didn’t waste it on their refreshment, he noticed, looking with 
disapproval at the meager platter of bagels, the half-empty plastic con- 
tainers of cheese and the pitcher of iced tea which she always insisted 
she’d brewed but which he knew was Lipton’s presweetened, right out of 
the can, into which she'd brought herself to sacrifice a lemon cut into 
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four pieces and a few ice cubes. She couldn’t give a hoot about food. Mel 
shuddered as he looked at her tiny waist and delicate wrists. She could 
certainly afford to fatten herself up until she’d appeal to a sensible man, 
but no, she’d rather be painfully thin: 

Still, why grumble? Phoebe was worth the money she took from him. 
He shuddered at the thought of having to go out and solicit an account, 
of being forced to venture unprotected into the hard-sell world of Wes- 
son Oil and frozen pizzas and hustle his book by himself. Phoebe didn’t 
mind the horrible humiliation of actually calling up prospective clients 
and proposing him for a job he’d never even heard of. 

Phoebe had a sixth sense that told her exactly when an account was 
looking for a fresh approach to breakfast cereal and she never made him 
do more than two fast food shoots a month. No artist could subject 
himself to the kind of aggravation you'd have without a rep and still keep 
himself in a condition to follow his calling, for that was what it was. Food 
photography was a calling, nothing less, like ballet or brain surgery, just 
different in the details. 

‘Does anyone have any new business?’’ Phoebe inquired. Pete was 
slouched in his chair, making a ridiculous point of looking uncomfortable 
with his long legs in L. L. Bean hiking boots sprawled awkwardly in front 
of him. Mel was sitting, as he always did, as close to upright as he could 
in the slinglike chair, his delicate hands neatly folded on his plumply 
rounded belly, his light gray shirt uncreased, one black-trousered leg 
carefully crossed on the other. He dressed like a defrocked monk, she 
thought, and he looked like one too, with his smoothly barbered hair and 
his bland features in an egg-shaped face. 

“No,” they chorused. 

“T do,” Phoebe said briskly. ‘I’ve learned that the Purple Tostada 
Grande is thinking of selling their place.’ Moans filled the air. 

Everyone who works in a photographer’s studio is utterly dependent 
on take-out food for nourishment. Jazz, Mel and Pete each had a half- 
dozen different menus from local spots from which they ordered every 
day for the people who were working in their studios. The Purple Tos- 
tada Grande, an inexpensive Mexican place with a large patio directly 
across the street on the boardwalk, was everyone’s favorite. Clients often 
walked in the door with their mouths already watering for stuffed 
quesadilla, that flour tortilla grilled and filled with green chilis, onions, 
sour cream, tomatoes and cheese; or the burrito combo with beans and 
beef, to say nothing of the famous shrimp in a basket served with fresh 
guacamole and fries on the side. 

“How can they do this to us?”’ Jazz wailed. 

“It’s a disgrace,” Pete sputtered. ‘I have clients coming from Japan 
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and Germany who are already thinking about their Tostada lunches. I'll 
lose face with them.”’ 

“If we don’t have Tostada, my clients may start eating the stand-in 
food,’’ Mel worried. “‘As if I don’t have enough trouble with clients who 
say they ‘just want a taste’ and pop the hero food into their mouths.”’ 

“Look at it as an opportunity,’’ Phoebe said. ‘“‘Why don’t we buy it 
ourselves? That way we can keep it in business and maybe make a little 
money.” 

“No way,’ Pete said promptly. ‘It’s bad enough owning part of a 
building, but a restaurant, no way.” 

‘‘Jazz?’’ Phoebe continued her poll. 

“T’ll pass. I’m not investment-minded at the moment.” 

“Mel?” 

“You're kidding, aren’t you? I shoot the stuff all day. I have the best- 
equipped kitchen in the world in my studio. I don’t want to go into the 
food business.’’ He looked offended. 

“So you don’t mind if I buy it myself?’’ Phoebe asked. 

“Great!” 

“Terrific!” 

“Good show, Phoebe. Saved by our rep,’’ Jazz applauded. 

“Thanks, people. I’ll make a note of your approval for the minutes.” 
Phoebe looked cheerful. As she had expected, none of them had the 
native good sense to realize that every bit of Venice property was rapidly 
rising in value. Particularly a parcel right on the boardwalk. If she bought 
it today and didn’t do a thing to it, the property could double in a year. 

But better yet, the Tostada, with its big patio, was an ideal location for 
a totally new restaurant, a theme restaurant, something wildly different. 
Wildly expensive. Valet parking, of course, and a young top chef who 
was already firmly established somewhere in the American heartland, 
Chicago for instance, a chef who knew he’d never have arrived until he 
made it in L.A. Financing would be a snap. There were plenty of big 
shots who'd put up the money for the new place; everyone in this town 
wanted to be in on the ground floor of a new restaurant. Tony Bill wasn’t 
the only person around who wanted to own pieces of Venice, California. 

‘Anyone have anything else to say?’’ Phoebe chirped. 

‘“‘Uh,”’ Mel said, and stopped. 

‘Mel? New business? Are you thinking of upgrading your air condi- 
tioning again?’’ Phoebe asked suspiciously. ‘‘We’ll have to change the 
electric panel if you are, I warn you. And we have enough electricity 
coming in here already to operate a hospital.” 

“I’m, uh, getting married.’’ He blushed violently. 

There was a momentary silence of blank astonishment. Mel, with his 
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total devotion to his work, had kept his private life so silent that they had 
finally assumed he didn’t have one. How could Mel be getting married if 
none of them had heard about it on the studio grapevine? 

“Who?” Phoebe said, startled. She should certainly have been sie 
first, before he made such an important decision. 

“Who?” Jazz asked in delight. 

“Who?’’ Pete wanted to know. What kind of guy wouldn’t baits told 
him first, before the others? 

“Sharon. You all know Sharon.’’ Mel was beaming, now that the news 
was out. 

‘‘Sharon—I should have guessed. Who else is good enough for you?” 
Jazz said, struggling to get up out of the chair and kiss him. She doted on 
Mel. Her first job in the business had been with Botvinick. 

“Sharon, what a great idea!’’ Phoebe exclaimed. She should have told 
him to marry Sharon, the best food stylist in the business. Now Sharon 
would know his shooting schedule and would always be available. Some- 
times—not often but sometimes—Mel was smarter than she gave him 
credit for. 

“Sharon! The last time you needed her for that Bon Appétit Christmas 
cover she was busy. I still remember the fit you threw. How come you 
decided to forgive her?’’ Pete wondered, amazed. 

“That was kind of what did it,’’ Mel explained. ‘When she didn’t drop 
everything for that cover, I got too upset. I mean, let’s face it, she’s not 
the only food stylist in the business. I was overreacting. So I talked about 
it and talked about it with my shrink, because I couldn’t figure it out. I 
don’t usually overreact, you can’t afford to with food, you have to have 
an unearthly patience. Anyway, I finally realized that I, uh, felt more than 
just professional regard for her.”’ 

“What does your shrink think?’’ Pete wanted to know. 

“I don’t give a shit,”’ Mel said calmly. “I haven’t even told him yet. He 
probably won’t say anything, anyway.” 

‘Mine would definitely be thrilled,’ Pete affirmed. ‘‘He might even 
ask to see her picture.” 

““She’s a wonderful girl,’’ Jazz said. “‘ Now I understand a discussion we 
had recently. I was saying that Mel Gibson and Mel Brooks had the same 
first name but somehow Mel sounded completely different when you 
thought of them, because you thought of the whole person, not just the 
‘Mel’ part, and she said she thought Botvinick went better with Mel than 
either of the others. At the time I thought it was just a taste for the 
exotic.” 

‘““We should have a drink to celebrate,’’ Phoebe remarked, getting into 
the spirit, ‘‘but I don’t have any more iced tea.” 
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“Remember when iced tea replaced Perrier as the power drink in 
Hollywood?” Mel’s whole body quivered with happiness. 

“Remember when Perrier replaced white wine?’ Pete chimed in. 

“Remember when white wine replaced the martini?’ Jazz spoke 
dreamily. Her father still drank martinis. 

There was a silence as they all remembered the martini, a drink lost in 
lore and fable. Maybe one day it would come back. In New York it had 
never disappeared, but those poor souls back there didn’t care what they 
put into their bodies. Phoebe recalled them to order. 

“If no one has any other business, happy or unhappy, I have a last item 
to bring up. I have more storage room than I need in my office. It’s 
wasted space and there’s a photographer who wants to come in and rent 
it. He’s a photojournalist, does nothing but location work, but he needs 
an office and a secretary. I assume you have no objections to that. Inci- 
dentally, I’ll be repping him.”’ 

“Repping him?’ Three voices shouted at her. Three bodies heaved 
themselves out of her sling chairs. Three photographers surrounded her 
desk and stared down at her in jealous fury. 

“Hold it, children. Just hold it right there. No need to make such a 
thing out of it,’’ Phoebe said in a gentle voice of hidden gratification. She 
raised her tiny hands in a gesture of command that should have quieted 
them but didn’t. It was exactly as she thought. Sibling rivalry in great big 
so-called grown-ups. She had foreseen this reaction. What would they do 
without her when they reacted this way to the threat of having j just a little 
bit of attention withdrawn from them? 

“What do you mean, not a big thing? How many pieces do you think 
you can cut yourself into?’’ Mel said, madder than he’d ever been at 
Sharon. 

‘“*You’re overextended with just the three of us! You'll have too much 
to do!”’ Pete shouted. ‘‘We’ll get the short end of the stick.” 

“It’s not fair, Phoebe, and you know it,’’ Jazz accused her. 

“IT haven’t told you who the photographer is,’ Phoebe said calmly. 
“I’m talking about Tony Gabriel.’’ She looked up at them with her most 
guileless and loving smile. They were all so deliciously predictable. 

‘‘Gabe—but—he’s in Europe, isn’t he? Or the Middle East?” Pete 
asked, suddenly speaking in an excited tone of voice. 

“Tony Gabriel? How do you know Tony Gabriel?” Mel said, fury 
turning to awe. 

“T know everybody,” Phoebe said smugly. ‘‘Gabe’s been working out 
of Paris for the last five years but now he’s coming back. He wants to 
establish a home base in L.A. He’ll be gone most of the time, of course, 
but you guys can understand why I didn’t turn him down.” 
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“Wow, Gabe here. Great. That’s sensational! I can’t wait to talk to 
him,’’ Pete said. 

“I’ve always wanted to meet him,’’ Mel said. ‘“Tony Gabriel, wow, I’ve 
always admired the hell out of Tony Gabriel.” 

‘Then that’s settled and we can adjourn for this month.’’ Phoebe stood 
up as Mel and Pete moved toward the door. 

‘Just a minute,’’ Jazz said. ‘‘This meeting isn’t over.’’ Her voice was 
ringing with rage and she had become ten feet tall. ‘“No way, Phoebe, no 
way you're going to pull this scam, no way you’re going to railroad me 
into letting Gabriel into this building.” 

‘“‘What’s the matter with you?”’ Phoebe blurted, genuinely astonished. 
Mel and Pete were silent in amazement at the metamorphosis that had 
turned Jazz into a pillar of wrath. What was biting her ass? Gabe was a 
genuine hero, one of the greats, to everyone in the business. 

‘“‘Nothing’s wrong with me. I’m the only one of you with any sense. 
Tony Gabriel is pure trouble. He’s a taker, he’s a user, he’s a spoiler— 
he’s a sociopath who doesn’t happen to have murdered aig 

‘Jazz, you’re completely nuts!’’ Phoebe sputtered. 

“T don't give a flying fuck for your uninformed opinion, Phoebe. 
When we bought this building together we decided that if any one of us 
felt strongly against some other photographer coming in here and using 
anyone’s space, that would be enough to stop it. So I’m stopping it. Cold 
stone dead. You cannot, repeat, not, rent or lend one inch of space to 
Gabriel. If he gets a foot in the door of Dazzle, he’ll ruin it for all of us. I 
can’t prevent you from repping him, that’s your business, but if you do, 
I'll get another rep myself. It might even take me as long as one phone 
call. I mean that, Phoebe. Don’t make the mistake of thinking I don’t.” 

“But Jazz, what the—”’ 

“IT don’t have to explain myself to you or anyone else. You can make 
your choice.’’ Jazz turned and slammed out of the office with a vicious 
bang of the door. 

In the beginning, Jazz thought, as she rushed upstairs to her studio, 
shaking with fury, the Devil created the agent and the agent begat the 
rep. 


Naturally he’s late, Phoebe Milbank thought, with patience unusual for 
her, as she waited to meet Tony Gabriel for lunch at 72 Market Street. 
She frequented the restaurant as often as ten times a week. All her 
lunches and dinners were business-related and it was imperative to have 
one excellent place that would always create a table for her at the last 
minute without question, one place close to her office that would never 
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present her with a check, but keep a well-itemized running account for 
her, including tips, and send it to the office each week for her IRS files. 
At Market Street she could call five minutes in advance, knowing that no 
matter how busy they were, they would find a way to squeeze in the 
twelve automotive executives from Japan she’d just decided to invite to 
dinner. 

She ordered another iced tea and settled down to wait for Gabe. She 
could have arrived a half hour later and still been on time, but she 
wanted some minutes of solitary reflection in which to speculate on Jazz’s 
bizarre performance earlier that day. 

Obviously it was a personal matter and she’d get the truth out of Gabe 
when he came. But her own choice was clear. She didn’t intend to lose 
Jazz. Gabe couldn’t possibly make enough money out of photojournalism 
to replace her third of Jazz’s earnings, particularly with her unlimited 
future. 

A photojournalist was the prototypical rolling stone, ready at a phone 
call’s notice to leave for any spot in the world where news was happen- 
ing. Sometimes they got lucky and took a shot that would be reproduced 
in most of the newspapers and magazines of the world. It would become 
a classic. That could indeed mean a bonanza, for the photographer and 
the rep, but it was a crapshoot. Even for someone as famous as Gabe. 

He must be forty now, Phoebe ruminated. Nineteen years ago, when 
he first went to Vietnam to cover the war, he’d been a kid. Twenty-one 
years old when he got there, as every student in every photo school 
knew, and yet, over the next two years, his credit had appeared on more 
of the great Vietnam photos than that of any other of the army of photo- 
journalists who'd lived through it. After that, his reputation made, he’d 
roamed the globe: Iran, Poland, Israel, Nicaragua—it made her feel 
travel-weary just to think of it, but that was the way of his special breed. 
They were never happy except when they were on the move. 

Gabe had an uncanny way of placing himself, camera ready, exactly in 
the right square foot of ground for the unexpected: the explosion of the 
Challenger, the aftermath of the Jonestown massacre, the fall of Saigon. 
There was no place he couldn’t talk his way into, no plane he wouldn’t 
parachute out of, no assignment too rigorous or problematic. And he had 
the essential gift of invisibility, that weird ability that the greatest photo- 
journalists must have to stand inches away from a subject and shoot, 
undisturbed by the subject’s awareness of a camera. Gabe had never 
covered anything as tame as the White House, but he was like that 
legendary Italian photographer who had managed, time after time, to 
become the undetected seventh man in the six-man official White House 
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photo pool, the only one not pledged to share his shots with hundreds of 
other photographers. 

‘Phoebe mine, kiss me quick.’’ Tony Gabriel had materialized on the 
banquette next to Phoebe, although she hadn’t, she was certain, taken 
her eyes away from the restaurant door. 

He kissed her lips twice, with careful attention, and then held her away 
from him at arm’s length and surveyed her. 

“Younger than springtime, you rotten bitch. Can I sleep in the coffin 
with you tonight?”’ 

“Gabe. Honestly.’’ Phoebe heard herself giggling like a teenager. She 
would have blushed if she’d had it in her. 

Tony Gabriel hadn’t changed since the last time she’d seen him, at least 
two years ago. Still the same rumpled, careless soldier of fortune, still too 
thin, with weatherbeaten skin, pockets bulging with God knows what— 
certainly his passport—dark hair that seemed to be mostly cowlicks, vic- 
torious brown eyes, a big nose and those two deep vertical creases in his 
cheeks on-either side of his lips that had driven a hundred women ba- 
nanas. Two hundred. But that didn’t make him a sociopath. 

“What's that stuff in your glass?’’ he asked her. 

“Iced tea.”’ 

‘““You’re sick, poor, beautiful, pitiful child, I’m going to put you to bed 
and make you feel all better soon. Better all over, I promise. Trust me, as 
you people say to each other. Waiter, bring me scotch, neat, double, any 
brand. What’s good to eat here, Phoebe? I’m starving.” 

‘‘Most people order the meatloaf. It’s what this place is known for.” 

‘“‘Ah, Hollywood. The mothers of most of the people who live in this 
place served them meatloaf because they were poor, they left home be- 
cause of that eternal meatloaf, they made millions trying to get away 
from the memory of that meatloaf, and now they come back for it. I'll 
have a steak. Big, very rare. Now, what happened? Is it all set?”’ 

“No, it is not. Just what did you ever do to Jazz Kilkullen? She doesn’t 
have a high opinion of you, sweetie. In fact she won’t let me rep you or 
even let you rent any space at the place.” 

‘Jazz? Who made her the boss of you?’’. 

“It’s not that,’’ Phoebe objected, piqued at his choice of words. ‘‘It’s 
just the way we set things up when we bought the studio as partners.” 

“The renting I can understand. But the repping?” 

“She convinced the others that I wouldn’t have enough time to rep 
them properly if I took you on. What’s the real story on you and Jazz?” 

‘Honestly, if I understood it, I'd tell you. Basically Jazz was another 
groupie. You know about me and my groupies. I don’t do anything to 
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encourage them, but how can I help it if they decide to turn me into 
something I’m not?” 

“You've been known to fuck your groupies, Gabe,’’ Phoebe observed 
gently. 

“T didn’t say I didn’t. That’s why God made groupies. But, Phoebe, 
what are friends for? Friends like us? Did you fight for me?” 

“T totally went to bat for you. But it wasn’t happening. I’m truly sorry, 
Gabe. You’d better try one of the big photo agencies. They’d jump at 
you.” 

“IT don’t want a big agency. I’ve had Gama, I’ve had Sygma, I’ve been 
a part of the best of all that and now I want something else. I want those 
choice fat, juicy assignments that make a ton of dough and I want you to 
pick the best of them for me. I want Smithsonian magazine, I want the 
National Geographic, 1 want Diversions, and all the other slick travel maga- 
zines that you steal from doctors’ offices, magazines that send you to 
some luxurious resort and pay you in solid gold. Maybe I even want to be 
the Slim Aarons of the 1990s.” 

“Jesus, Gabe, you’re a burnt-out case.’’ Phoebe was stunned. She’d 
heard him for years ranting on the depravity of such lush assignments. 

“Right on. You've got it. I always said you were smart. I’ve hit the 
wall. Nineteen years of risking my ass and now there are teams of televi- 
sion cameramen in there before I can even get close to the action. 
There’s no room left for my kind of work, Phoebe. It’s on the news 
before I can get the film back to my editors. Nobody wants actuality 
photographs anymore. I’m a dinosaur but I have the wits to know it. So 
go back to Jazz and set her straight and point me toward the mating of 
pandas, the joys of snorkeling, inside Wimbledon and ‘A Day in the Life 
of a Duchess.’ ”’ 

“I can’t do it, Gabe.” 

“She’s that good, huh?” 

“Yep.” 

“Well, what the hell, she should be. I taught her everything she knows. 
Look, don’t worry, eat your meatloaf, I'll take care of it.” 

“How?” 

‘‘Jazz is a problem. A female problem. And I never saw a female prob- 
lem I couldn’t fix. Just leave it to me. This steak isn’t bad. How’s the 
meatloaf?” 

‘Just like Mother used to make.”’ 


azz shifted back to cruising speed, after 
she passed a truck on the Pacific Coast Highway, driving south to the 
Kilkullen Ranch, and reflected on the job well done for Vanity Fair. 

On the second day of the shoot with Sam Butler she had, in various — 
small and subtle ways, allowed him to feel dominant. She’d worn her 
Ralph Lauren genteel, gentile, gentry gear, the ankle-length white flan- 
nel pleated skirt and high-necked, white Victorian blouse with her grand- 
mother’s cameos, her hair in one long braid down her back, and she’d 
spoken softly and looked at him blushingly and bashfully, and all but 
pawed the floor with her foot. Jazz thought she owed it to him since, on 
reflection, just possibly, she might have led him on. Some degree of 
mental seduction of the subject, regardless of gender, was always in- 
volved in any good celebrity shot, no photographer, male, female or gay, 
could ever deny that, but it was presumed to stop there. God knows, no 
male photographer from Man Ray to Herb Ritts, on his best day, could 
ever have come close to the shots that she had taken on the day of the 
earthquake. 

Why did people say that the camera doesn’t lie? It was ridiculously 
easy to make the camera lie, to protect yourself into the image and create 
it as you thought it should be. Almost every celebrity portrait was a 
cleverly composed lie, hiding behind an appearance of super-reality. It 
was far more difficult to free the camera to tell the unvarnished truth, as 
she had with Butler. Yet there might be small, petty, picky, prudish, evil- 
minded folk who would claim that she should never have agreed to take 
off her pantyhose. 

Sam Butler had shown up at Dazzle on time for the second day of 
photos the following Wednesday, as unruffled as if nothing had happened 
between them and apparently willing to take his chances on another 


29 


quake. Jazz knew that she could never reach his vulnerability on this 
shoot, for he would never trust her again, but she hadn’t needed to probe 
twice into his inner self. The essential elemental image that she always 
sought and always caught in a celebrity shot, that absolute fire of an 
individual personality behind the fame, had been captured in that first 
day’s pictures of the homesick, horny actor. Drilling into the depths of a 
subject’s psyche with a camera was something Jazz did as well as, and 
usually better than, any other great photographer in the world. 

Mel Botvinick had been shooting a fast-food ad when Sam and his 
attendants had arrived on Wednesday, and in spite of the powerful vents 
in Mel’s third floor studio, the smell of frying grease crept downstairs and 
distracted everybody. 

Jazz had taken the actor outside, on the Ocean Avenue boardwalk, and 
let him wander, buying from the street vendors and talking to a flock of 
teenaged girls on roller skates. His face was still not so well known to the 
average movie fan that she couldn’t trust crowd control to her assistants 
and the efficient, willing widows. The big Australian’s beauty had be- 
‘come more animated as he talked to people and at the same time more 
awesome in contrast to the mortals who surrounded him. 

They had finished just before twilight. Thursday had been spent by 
Jazz and Sis Levy, with a group of creative people from Chiat/Day/ 
Mojo, the innovative advertising agency, scouting locations for a new 
campaign for Vacheron Constantin, the oldest Swiss watch manufactur- 
ers. Location scouting was something Jazz usually left to Sis, but the 
campaign was so offbeat for the conservative Swiss that the agency people 
had asked her to go along. On Friday Jazz had decided to book out of the 
studio and leave for the ranch a day early. 

She should be there in less than an hour, she thought, in good time to 
help her father with the preparations for the great annual Fiesta that was 
being held Sunday as it had been every September since early in the 
1800s. 

Jazz’s father, Mike Kilkullen, was the fourth in a direct line of Kilkul- 
len men to own and run the ranch, a hundred square miles of property, 
roughly five times the size of Manhattan Island. This private empire lay 
south of the small town of San Juan Capistrano. It was an almost fan- 
shaped piece of land that stretched down toward the Pacific from the 
mile-high summit of Portola Peak, a summit that could be envisioned as 
the handle of the fan. From the heights of Portola, the boundaries of the 
ranch widened steadily on both sides, descending all the way down to the 
ocean, where the shoreline formed the uneven edge of the fan. Every 
wave for twenty miles crashed on the Kilkullens’ broad sandy beaches; 
on their wide, horseshoe-shaped harbor; on Valencia’ Point, the natural 
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breakwater that stretched far out to sea. Beyond Valencia Point waves 
exploded around large white rocks that stuck up from the ocean floor and 
defied the Pacific to grind their fantastic shapes down into pebbles. When 
Jazz was five and her father taught her how to sail her own small boat that 
was tied up on an inlet at the Kilkullen boathouse, he warned her not to 
venture out too far since the next landfall after Valencia Point was 
Hawaii. 

One hundred and thirty-eight years earlier, in 1852, another Michael 
Kilkullen, Jazz’s great-great-grandfather, had sailed to America from Ire- 
land, an ambitious, industrious, unencumbered young man with a modest 
hoard of savings. Like so many others, he had heard that gold had been 
discovered in California, but unlike most, he was shrewd. Michael Kilkul- 
len realized that he had more chance to make his fortune by selling 
hardware and lumber to the frenzied miners than by joining them in 
their hardships. In little more than a dozen years he had accumulated 
enough capital to venture south to follow his dream. 

Land-hunger had always run in the young Irishman’s blood, growing 
stronger by the year once he left the confines of his native island and 
realized the possibilities of the United States. In the tragic years of 1863 
and 1864 the Great Drought had ruined almost all of the California 
cattle ranchers. Land was desperately cheap and Mike Kilkullen, like a 
few others, took advantage of it, paying fifteen thousand dollars in gold 
for the mas 6 menos sixty-four-thousand-acre Rancho Montafia de la Luna, 
property of the family of Don Antonio Pablo Valencia. The flamboyant, 
hospitable, now-penniless Valencias had owned this land and lived on it 
in near-feudal conditions since 1788, when Teodosio Maria Valencia, an 
Andalusian veteran of the first Spanish expedition to set foot on the soil 
of what was to become California, had received it as a grant from the 
Crown of Spain. 

There had been many other ranchos for sale at bargain prices in those 
days, but Mike Kilkullen fell in love with Don Antonio’s only child, 
Juanita Isabella, who would have been heiress to the rancho had her 
father not been forced to sell. Dofia Juanita Isabella Valencia Kilkullen 
had been Jazz's great-great-grandmother, and Jazz had been named after 
her, although only her father ever called her by that name. 

Suddenly excited by her closeness to home, Jazz turned off the high- 
way below Three Arch Bay and headed toward the ranch, swearing with 
impatience at the fifty-five-mile-an-hour limit. Soon she was on narrow 
inland roads that earlier Kilkullens had built and maintained, but the 
Orange County police were not impressed by history, she reminded her- 
self. Although she couldn't bring herself to part with her T-Bird, some- 
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thing utterly rakish about the car invariably attracted :unwelcome atten- 
tion from the’forces of law and order. 

Jazz kept just under the limit along the miles of strictly fenced-in land 
until she turned in at the massive open gates that were the main entrance 
to the ranch. There, for five miles, she allowed herself one satisfying 
burst of speed down the private driveway. As she approached the haci- 
enda she passed under an avenue of two widely spaced rows of ancient 
and noble Moreton Bay figs, natives of New Zealand. There were ten 
trees in each row, trees so immense that they seemed to come from 
prehistory, dark olive green trees more than thirty feet in diameter that 
arched overhead, branching so vigorously that they touched each other 
and formed an enormous canopy as they led to the courtyard outside of 
the front entrance. 

Although it had been home to the Kilkullen family for more than 
twelve decades, the hacienda, one of the largest and best preserved of all 
the surviving landmark California adobes, was still called the Hacienda 
Valencia and still preserved its basically Spanish ranchero character. The 
one-story, thirty-five room, white-washed adobe had a long facade of 
simple and deeply pleasing proportions. Stretching back from the central 
structure were two wings separated by a large patio and a central foun- 
tain. The dwelling was entirely roofed in old, weathered red tiles; all the 
main rooms opened onto broad, covered verandas beyond which the 
patio, with its flower-filled beds, lay under an ever-changing pattern of 
sun and shadow. The hacienda had always been and still was far more of 
a manor house, a casa grande, than a ranch house. 

The hacienda was surrounded by ten acres of famous gardens, first 
planted by the Valencia wives, and later added to and embellished by the 
Kilkullen wives, the first two of whom had been of ranchero descent. 
This oasis was protected by thick plantations of trees that prevented any 
visible encroachment by the barns and stables that lay beyond their 
boundaries. The working ranch seemed to exist on a planet other than 
that green island on which winding, cypress-bordered walks led to a 
dozen different hidden gardens: a private world where many unexpected 
fountains played, surrounded by cascades of geraniums growing so ram- 
pantly that they almost hid their antique terra-cotta urns. 

Jazz parked her car quickly in front of the hacienda and ran inside, 
delightedly aware of the familiar coolness of the air even in the heat of a 
California September. There was nothing unfriendly or damp about the 
slight chill caused by the two-foot thickness of the adobe brick walls for 
the air was impregnated with nostalgic aromas. In the air floated the 
immemorial scent of centuries of wood fires. Subtle, spicy fragrances, 
impossible to pinpoint, but which she had never smelled elsewhere, ema- 
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nated from the huge Spanish chests, the massive carved sofas and high- 


backed chairs, the mahogany armoires, some still covered in the original _ 


leather, that had been sent to the Valencias on board ships sailing around 
Cape Horn. Persian rugs that had first covered floors of packed earth, in 
the earliest days of the hacienda, now lay over tiled and wooden floors. 
Each generation had added its own furnishings and art to the hacienda, 


but nothing had ever changed the essentially Spanish Colonial character _ 
of the interior, a rustic and solid character that was far more masculine | 


than feminine. 


Today, as happened each time she entered the hacienda after being | 


away from it, Jazz was momentarily reminded of nights of her childhood 
when she lay tucked up snug and warm in a deep brown leather chair in 
the music room, watching the firelight reflected on the beamed ceiling, 


while both her parents listened to Beatles records. How many people felt _ 
a prickle of tears at the smell of woodsmoke and the memory of the | 
melody of “Strawberry Fields Forever,” Jazz wondered, and quickly put | 


the thought out of her mind as she went directly to the kitchen to find her 
friend, the cook, Susie Dominguez. 

“Susie, my one and only, how are you?”’ Jazz demanded, almost lifting 
her up in the air as she hugged her. 

““Overworked for a change,”’ the tiny woman replied with relish. Susie 
was of the breed of cook who was only happy when there was a dramatic 
bustle and flurry in the kitchen. If she had her way, Mike Kilkullen 
would give at least three dinner parties a week. The large kitchen, where 
once several Chinese cooks had prepared three hearty meals a day for a 
large family, would, if Susie had her way, still be filled with voices and 
people. Now her employer usually dined alone except on those week- 
ends when Jazz came to visit, but today’s planning for the Sunday Fiesta 
was up to her standards of hospitality. 

““Where’s my father?’’ Jazz asked. 

“Up at the bowl, kicking ass. I don’t have the time to worry about him 
—I’ve got my big chicken dinner to organize.”’ 

‘But what about the caterer?’’ Jazz asked in surprise. ‘“‘More than five 
hundred people are coming for a barbecue, Susie, not a chicken dinner.” 

‘Oh, the caterer will be on the job tomorrow. His men are starting to 
set up already. But tonight it’s my special saffron chicken with pine nuts 
and grapes, my Italian-style French bread, my multicolored coleslaw, my 
strawberry layer cake with a sauce of—’’ 

“All that just for the two of us? Are you bucking to be voted the 
Martha Stewart of Orange County?” 

“We're expecting company for dinner,”’ Susie said mysteriously, and 
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wrinkled her nose in a secretive way that succeeded in provoking Jazz as 
no man ever had. 

“That's nice,’’ Jazz said, as indifferently as possible. Susie would not be 
rushed when she was in the mood to withhold information. “‘I guess you 
don’t happen to have anything for my lunch? Peanut butter and jelly, ora 
slice of packaged cheese?” 

“Look in the icebox. There might be something for you to pick at on 
the bottom shelf, but don’t dare touch anything else.” 

“Gee, thanks, Susie,” Jazz said, helping herself to a large, carefully 
covered plate of sandwiches and salad. ‘“‘And I thought you didn’t care.”’ 

Sometimes compliments worked with Susie, sometimes insults, some- 
times a judicious combination of both. 

“Nellie and Matilda are coming to set the table tonight and serve,” 
Susie offered as Jazz ate with every sign of incurious contentment. 

“Good. That'll make it easier on you, honey. At your age you 
shouldn’t be expected to do too much. Slowing up is natural, Susie, after 
sixty. You shouldn’t feel badly about needing help with a little chicken 
dinner,’’ Jazz said solicitously. ‘‘I’ll do the flowers for you as soon as I’ve 
finished,’’ Jazz added, ‘‘and then you can tell me if you want me to chop 
the cabbage. Or I could go into town and get you some special-strength 
supplementary calcium. Have you been taking enough calcium, Susie? 
You certainly don’t want to shrink any more. I'll bet you’re low on 
potassium too.” 

“Sixty!” 

*‘Well aren’t you over sixty? Or am I confused?” 

“Damn it, Jazz, all right, I'll tell you. You’ve got it coming. It’s your 
sisters. And their husbands. And their kids.” 

“SHIT!” 

“Well, you started it. Sixty! I’m fifty-eight and you know it.” 

“Who invited them?” 

“Your father. You know how he is about the girls.” 

“*Oh, double trouble, triple shit. Shit in multiples. Shit piled upon shit. 
Towers and turrets and pinnacles of shit.”’ 

“Yep. I agree. We'll be knee deep. But it does give me a chance to do 
a little cooking around here. Thank God I’m not a member of this fam- 
ily.” 

‘“‘You'might as well be,”’ Jazz said gloomily. ““You’ve been around long 
enough.”’ 

“No thanks.” 

‘How wise you are.” 

Jazz’s appetite almost disappeared at the mention of her half sisters, 
who were no doubt in mid-flight at this very moment from their homes in 


34 


Manhattan. Of course she must have known they would be coming for 
the Fiesta. She just hadn’t wanted to face the thought of the two daugh- 


ters of her father’s first marriage: Valerie, who was forty-two, and Fer- | 


nanda, who was thirty-nine. 
Throughout Jazz's childhood the two older girls had spent weeks at the 
ranch during each summer as well as a long week during both the Christ- 


mas and Easter vacations. They had gone to boarding school in the East, | 


although their mother, Lydia Henry Stack, of an old Philadelphia family, 


had moved to Marbella, on the coast of Spain, after her divorce from | 


Mike Kilkullen in 1960. 


There was nothing that coven of two could do or say to her now, Jazz 
thought, that could hurt her as they had when she had been too young to | 


defend herself, but their arrival meant a weekend of false and forced 
politeness covering dislike and mutual mistrust. 

And all the sugar coating was put on for her father’s sake, Jazz thought. 
He had never known how his older daughters treated Jazz. They had 
always made certain to be enchantingly sweet to her whenever he was 
around, and she, proud and stubborn, had chosen never to complain to 


him when they wounded her. Their weapons had been many, including | 


jibes about her own mother, Sylvie Norberg, whom Mike Kilkullen had 


married immediately after his divorce. The Swedish actress, like a shoot- | 


ing star, had changed the face of film for ten years, until her death in 
1969, when Jazz was eight. 

“T forgive you, Susie,’’ Jazz said, getting up abruptly and giving the 
cook a kiss on the top of her head. ‘You were only trying to hide the bad 
news. I thought you were up to your usual intrigues.” 

‘A little of both,” Susie said generously to the young woman she knew 
she loved as much as she would love a daughter, assuming she’d ever had 
one, instead of three sons. 

“Tl go look for Dad.” 

Jazz went to her room to change into jeans, so that she could ride up to 
the wide, shallow, natural bowl in which the Fiesta would be held. The 
bowl lay high in the mesas beyond the hacienda, and her Thunderbird 
was too precious to be used on the dirt road that led to the Fiesta 
grounds. 

In the stables Jazz looked for Limonada, her favorite horse, a straw- 
berry roan her father kept for her although she hadn’t lived at the ranch 
for twelve years. Limonada, he insisted, reminded him of Jazz, since her 
bright coat was a mixture of unnameable colors from dark honey to 
currant jam. Quickly Jazz saddled the fine-boned, alert mare, who curvet- 
ted and stamped and pranced in impatience. Riding like smoke, she 
reached the rim of the bowl in a few minutes. Jazz reined her horse in 
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behind a sycamore above the bowl and, peeking out, surveyed the scene, 
looking for her father. 

Dozens of caterer’s workmen were busy, some hammering on wooden 
grandstands, some erecting tents made of blue and white canvas, others 
busy setting up dozens of round tables and hundreds of folding chairs 
under the tents, so that they would be ready for the blue-and-white table- 
cloths the next day. 

Jazz recognized a few familiar ranch employees among them. She knew 
their names as a child would know her uncles. José had taught her how to 
rope a calf with a reata, Luis and Pedro and Juan had taught her rough- 
and-ready Spanish during those hours when they’d had time to go fishing 
and taken her along; twice she’d been allowed to go looking for a moun- 
tain lion with those great shots, Tiano and Ysidor.. They were all va- 
queros, cowboys who worked on the ranch year round, as had their 
fathers and grandfathers. 

Yet nothing seemed ready, Jazz thought, as she looked at the scene, not 
the dance floor or the horseshoe-throwing contest ground, not the barbe- 
cue pits or the trapshooting area. Even the space for the grand parade 
and roping contest hadn’t been cleared. The bowl looked as if anything 
could happen in it, a picnic, a rodeo or a horse race, but Jazz knew that by 
Sunday night the Fiesta would be as efficiently organized as ever, and the 
guests, many of whom came from out of state and even from foreign 
countries just for the occasion, would never dream of the amount of 
work that went into this one remaining evidence of the scope of old-time 
hospitality. 

She searched awhile for her father, and once she’d found him she 
remained where she was, watching him. Mike Kilkullen was a massive 
man, broader and much taller than any of the other men around him, He 
was so clearly in charge that only the fact that he had been standing 
behind the grandstand until a moment before had kept her from spotting 
him instantaneously. 

He was a chieftain, she thought, a chieftain born and a chieftain bred. 
Could any photographer, even Karsh of Ottawa, who had distilled all of 
Churchill’s fighting tenacity by snatching away the Prime Minister’s ci- 
gar, have managed to search out her father’s essence indoors in a studio? 
Mike Kilkullen was utterly a man of the outdoors. He had been born to 
this land just as he had. been born to command. Right now he was merely 
directing a group of men who were putting up the long buffet tables, but 
from a distance his rapid, positive gestures could have been those of a 
general disposing his troops on the eve of battle. 

His hair, so thick that he rarely covered his head against the sun in a 
place where most other men never went out without a hat, was entirely 
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white and cut very short, but his fierce eyebrows remained as black as 


ever over eyes Jazz couldn't see from the distance, eyes of a blue so 
incorruptible that they seemed ferocious to people who met him for the | 
first time. Below his aquiline nose, his mouth was set in a firmly uncom- — 


promising line unless he was smiling, and he was slower to smile than > 
most men were. To strangers he would seem almost as intimidating as he 


was impressive. Only a few, more perceptive, would sense the hidden 
sadness and sweetness in the man. 


Mike Kilkullen, at sixty-five, cared nothing for the pleasures of any city | 
in the world. In recent years he left the ranch infrequently, mostly to go | 
to the bull auctions in San Francisco’s Cow Palace, or to attend important | 


Democratic state functions. Rarely did he attend the many parties he was 


invited to by the growing number of accomplished hostesses of Orange | 


County. 


Mike Kilkullen had been an only child, his parents had died early, his | 


few friends were drawn from the families of local landowners he’d 


known all his life, but only his daughters called forth those deep emo- | 


tions that otherwise he invested entirely in his ranch. 


The Kilkullens of past generations had produced numerous daughters | 


but just one son in each of four generations. These sons, whether first- 
born or not, had inherited the entire ranch, while the daughters had had 
to be content with gifts of silver and jewelry on the occasions of their 
marriages, and a portion of cash when their parents died. British though 
it was, primogeniture, the aristocratic custom of the eldest male inherit- 
ing all of the land, had somehow prevailed in a now far-from-humble 
Irish family in Orange County. 

Jazz waited a while longer, until she saw her father mount his horse. 
Then she gently gave Limonada a signal and, at a gallop, swooped down 
into the bowl, stopping smartly level with his mount. 

“What were you doing up there, Juanita Isabella, counting the chairs?” 
Mike Kilkullen demanded as he leaned over and wrapped his arms 
around her, almost pulling her off her saddle. 

“How did you know? I can swear you never looked up.”’ 

“T'll teach you how someday. Old Indian lore.’’ He laughed at his 
youngest daughter, kissed both of her fresh, sun-warmed cheeks, and all 
the sternness left his face, all the sadness that underlay his commander-in- 
chief demeanor disappeared. ‘‘What the hell is that thing you’ve got on?” 
he asked. ‘‘It looks like Halloween.”’ 

‘You know perfectly well,” Jazz said, preening in the purple and gold 
satin official Lakers jacket that her assistants had given her for Christmas. 
“You just pretend to be ignorant.” 

“I like to tease you. What else is a worthless daughter good for?” 
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“With Valerie and Fernanda coming, you'll have your fill of daughters 
all weekend,” Jazz answered. ‘‘Why don’t you hold it till they get here?” 

“They'd never rise to the bait as easily as you do, little girl. Anyway, 
they’re perfect.” 

“True, too true,” Jazz said. 

“T hope you brought a dress. We have four bands—two mariachis, one 
for country-western, and another for ballroom dancing.” 

“Why no rock and roll?” 

“It’s my party, Jazzbo, and I don’t admit the existence of rock and 
roll.”’ 

“No reggae? No Top Forty?” 

“T don’t know what you're talking about. Anyway, ballroom dancing’s 
back in style. I read about it in the Register, so I figured I’d make you 
happy.” 

‘ “Bullshit, you hired that band so you can dance for a change. Lord 
save us, the former foxtrot king of Orange: County is back in town, and 
he’s forgotten nothing important. Ladies, lock up your daughters!”’ 

Mike Kilkullen pinched her lightly: “You bringing a boyfriend?” 

“Nope. Hoped I'd pick up some stray fella here. A boyfriend’d cramp 
my style.” 

He eyed her covertly. Still no sign of getting married. What was 
wrong with the girl? Valerie and Fernanda had already produced six kids, 
but Jazz seemed to waft from guy to guy without ever taking one seri- 
ously enough to even think of settling down. It was probably the fault of 
her profession. He was damn proud of her, but twenty-nine was twenty- 
nine. 

“Kid, do you ever give any thought to your—ah—biological clock?” 

“Oh my God! You’ve been reading Cosmo!” 

“No, listening to Susie. She’s my window on the world.” 

“You're indecent! Whoever invented the biological clock should be 
chopped into sushi and fast-frozen.”’ 

“Just thought I should check up, make sure you knew about it. Doing 
my fatherly duty.”’ 

“Consider it done for ities) year. For the decade.” 

“Ts that a hint?” 
“That’s an order. Race you back to the stable!”’ 


Valerie Kilkullen Malvern stared expressionlessly and unseeingly out of 
the glareproof windows of the chauffeur-driven limousine that her hus- 
band, Billy Malvern Jr., had hired to transport their family from the San 
Diego airport to the ranch. She didn’t join in the conversation her three 
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teenagers were having with her husband, but wrapped herself in thought. 
Valerie knew that nothing she might observe on the trip could possibly _ 
interest her; it was an hour and a half to be endured without comment. — 

She sat erect, hands folded calmly in her lap, her profile betraying no — 
emotion beyond a piercing self-assurance. She looked exactly like the 
pictures of her that frequently appeared on the society pages and in 
Womens Wear. Valerie Kilkullen Malvern, that well-known interior deco- 
rator, that powerful presence in New York society, had never been 
caught in an unflattering pose. She was always aware of her physical 
boundaries; she never lost a clearly directed consciousness of the impres- _ 
sion she was making. 

Years earlier she had decided on her look, knowing, as hs all women 
of true style, that only one major visual impression can be made on | 
people without confusing them and dissipating their interest. Valerie had _ 
studied herself and understood that the shape of her skull was so excel- 
lent that it allowed her to.wear her dark brown hair drawn back — 
smoothly, totally flat, tucked behind her ears and fastened by a neat bow | 
at her nape, a severe look that by its classic simplicity would always be | 
above mere fashion. Below her fine forehead, her nose was entirely too — 
pointed, too sharp, and too long for beauty; her chin several millimeters 
too small. 

Whenever she was anywhere near a camera—and she was never — 
caught off guard—she unsmilingly offered it that imperfect side view 
until it became her trademark, and women with lovely noses and charm- 
ing chins longed for an equally distinguished profile. 

For daytime Valerie had adopted a deliberate uniform, wearing un- 
adorned, dark turtleneck sweaters, or collarless blouses, to emphasize the 
length of her neck and the leanness of her torso, making her tiny breasts 
into an asset. She tucked these tops into beautifully cut, totally plain skirts 
or pants, wrapped a wide belt around her slim waist and never wore 
shoes that weren’t flat and brilliantly polished. She pushed her tortoise 
shell-rimmed glasses on top of her head when she wasn’t using them, and 
her collection of barbaric, enormous earrings and wide cuff bracelets, 
studded in huge semiprecious stones, made fine jewelry seem fussy. 

It was an enameled look that owed a lot to Diana Vreeland,.D. D. 
Ryan and Mrs. Winston Guest, Valerie would acknowledge to herself, 
but it worked. The look sent its message to everyone and it awed many. 
Above all it set her totally apart from her clients, those women who, by 
definition, did not have enough style sense to know how to arrange their 
own interiors. 

Her look was inexpensive in the long run, something Valerie knew no 
one was shrewd enough to guess. Not cheap, of course, for each separate 
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piece was the best of its kind, but since everything she bought could be 
worn for years, no matter how fashion changed, she had nothing that 
hadn’t paid for itself many dozens of times over. This left money for her 
viciously expensive, hand-made embroidered evening shoes; money for 
her collection of impeccable Hermés bags and gloves; money for the 
many brilliant evening gowns she wore for charity balls, occasions at 
which she was wise enough to know that her uniform wouldn’t play. 

Yes, she had money to dress in a way everyone associated with riches. 
She had managed that very well, Valerie reflected. 

People thought that Mr. and Mrs. William Malvern Jr. were rich, and 
Valerie intended that they should never know otherwise. She too had 
believed, when she married, in 1969, that she would be rich, for charm- 
ing, handsome, convivial Billy had inherited a fortune from his father, 
who had made a fortune in manufacturing during World War II. 

William Malvern Sr. had been the first and only member of the Mal- 
vern family to emerge from the middle class, and he had taken pride in 
giving his son every advantage; he had shipped Billy off to as good a prep 
school as was willing to admit him; he had insisted on riding lessons and 
tennis lessons; he had sent him to the University of Virginia with a large 
allowance and overlooked Billy’s indifferent marks when his son made 
the tennis team. After Billy's graduation his father had bought him a seat 
on the Stock Exchange. When William Malvern Sr. died in 1967, his son 
found that after the probate of his father’s will he had inherited a tax-free 
income from five million dollars in municipal bonds. 

William Malvern Sr. had achieved his goal of producing a son who was 
undeniably a gentleman and an amiable fellow. If he was aware that his 
son made up in good nature what he lacked in intelligence, he never 
revealed it to anyone but himself. 

Billy Malvern had been a catch for clever, dominating Valerie Kilkul- 
len in spite of his lack of background. She was never pretty unless she 
smiled, but easygoing, rudderless Billy, unlike other young men, had 
been captivated by her air of authority and her look of knowing exactly 
who she was. The Malverns had married only three months after they 
met, and Valerie, who had never dared hope for a handsome husband, 
much less one with money, paid no attention to his basic absence of 
intelligence until long after the honeymoon was over. 

Valerie had been as much in love as it was in her nature to be, and 
during the years when Billy’s income had been riches, more than enough 
to buy everything they wanted, his faults had not mattered. But now, in 
the New York of 1990, there was little room for a man without cunning 
or aggression. 

Billy, for all his geniality, lacked the gut sense of timing essential in the 
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stock market, and he had actually managed to lose money for his own 
account ‘during years in which other men were becoming wealthy. 

He still kept a few clients, old pals who were as conservative as he was, 
but his commissions were negligible. Little by little he had sold some of 
his bonds, and now the Malverns’ unearned income was no more than 
two hundred thousand dollars a year. Inflation had made that a small sum 
indeed in Valerie’s Manhattan circle, which had been infiltrated, and 


quickly taken over, during the last decade, by a class of new people of | 


impossible wealth, wealth on a breathtaking scale that had not been 
known since the heyday of the Robber Barons. 

Incredibly, she and Billy had become nouveaux pauvres. Valerie 
thought, with a familiar pang. Their large Fifth Avenue apartment had 
been paid for in the 1960s, and their house in Southport, Connecticut, in 
the early 1970s, but there was no possibility today that they could afford 
to buy a vacation house in ski country or the Hamptons. The Malverns 
were invited everywhere, of course, but it wasn’t the same as having their 
own place. Valerie had employed all her ability in redoing their no- 
longer-highly-fashionable Southport clapboard house so that it was occa- 
sionally photographed for magazines. In addition they gave two large, 
well-publicized annual parties, one in Southport and one in New York, 
without which they would have no visibility as multiple home owners, 
the new coinage that signaled wealth. 

Billy Malvern Jr. deeply cherished his position in the rapidly changing 
cosmos of New York, still seeing himself as the glamorous young man he 
had been in the 1960s. However, it was the money Valerie earned that 
now permitted them to stay in New York. 

She had graduated from the New York School of Interior Design and 
apprenticed to an older decorator before she opened her own small busi- 
ness. Although Valerie would never have an innovative talent, she was 
able to create and supervise a workmanlike, professional job for women 
who craved the cachet of employing a “‘society decorator’ from an old 
family. 

Valerie charged her clients a straight thirty-three-and-a-third markup 
above wholesale on what they spent, plus a design fee. She did several 
jobs a year, as much as she could handle with one assistant and a secre- 
tary-bookkeeper. As long as nobody guessed that the Malverns needed 
the money, those jobs would continue to come her way. 

Of course, Valerie mused, as the limousine proceeded north, she and 
Billy and their children could move to Philadelphia, her maternal ances- 
tors’ Philadelphia, where she could abandon the struggle to maintain a 
facade, where she never need set her feet in the abominable Decorating 
and Design Building again, where they could comfortably coast along on 
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income and still take their place among the old families of the city. 
There, where New York values didn’t prevail, where Valerie was related 
to half the town and friendly with the other half, they would be per- 
ceived correctly as having as much money as anyone really needed. 

But Billy was the first generation of his family to attain a place in 
society. He had none of the attitudes of an old-money, bred-in-the-bone 
aristocrat, who would have scorned to maintain a position in the social- 
climbing Bedlam of New York in 1990. On the contrary, Billy Malvern 
was infatuated with his niche in society and he refused resolutely to move 
to Philadelphia, a city he considered stuffy, dowdy and unthinkably pro- 
vincial. 

There could be no question of divorce, Marriage to a presentable man, 
however ineffectual, however puffed-up, was far better, Valerie knew, 
than living on her own, earning her own keep as just another divorcée, 
while Billy was snatched up by some Fort Worth billionairess as any 
available man as attractive as he would inevitably be. 

Whenever she thought of divorce, Valerie shivered in fastidious dis- 
taste, wondering how her younger sister, Fernanda, had endured, in her 
careening career, the disruptions of being once widowed, thrice divorced 
and now married to a fifth husband who obviously wasn’t going to last 
any longer than the others. Yet Fernanda seemed to thrive on the hurly- 
burly of marital adventure, buoyed up by the money her first husband 
had left her, and a knowledge that she possessed an indefinable quality, 
beyond charm, beyond beauty, beyond cleverness, that guaranteed that 
she would never be without men vying for her attention. 

It was a lucky thing that magazines and newspapers invariably referred 
to the two of them as the “Spanish Land Grant heiresses,’’ Valerie 
thought with a quickly repressed, acrid twist of her mouth. Most people 
assumed that she and Fernanda had already inherited large, romantic 
funds. All that was very well, except that in both their cases “‘heiress’’ 
merely meant expectations. Neither she nor her sister nor their children 
had had anything from their father, except for the normal birthday and 
Christmas presents. 

Mike Kilkullen’s money was all tied up in unsold land. If you kept an 
eye on Orange County land values, and she did, oh, she did indeed, then 
the Kilkullen Ranch was worth billions to investors who would stand in a 
long line to buy and develop virgin acres on that Platinum Coast. 

But their father would never sell as long as he was alive. He had made 
up his mind to it from the day on which he was first old enough to think, 
and Valerie knew that stubborn, unreasonable, unreachable man would 
never change. His land was himself, and he’d far sooner cut off an arm 
than part with as little as five thousand acres. 
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Valerie glanced briefly at Billy, charming as ever, she acknowledged, 
and still lovable, but in the final analysis a rather disappointing husband 
who worked in a business in which he was not bright enough to compete, 
but not quite stupid enough to be found out. Billy Malvern, whose genes 
had managed to produce three daughters! Not even the grandson who 
might have somehow caught her father’s fancy. 

The last stretch of highway to the ranch turnoff seemed endless. This 
weekend, thank heaven, would be particularly short, involving them only 
until the Monday morning after the Fiesta, since both she and Billy could 
plead their work as a reason for their return, and the children had to be 
back in school. She’d hoped to be able to avoid the annual Fiesta this year 
since there was a particularly good dinner party in New York on Satur- 
day, until her mother had phoned from Marbella and told her that it was 
out of the question. 

“You and Fernanda haven't visited the ranch for almost eight months,” 
she had said sharply to her eldest daughter. ‘I don’t understand how 
either of you girls can be so foolishly neglectful, Valerie. Don’t fall into 
the trap of thinking that just shipping your children out to California 
from time to time is enough.” 

‘‘Father’s very fond of my girls,’ Valerie had objected. 

“Nonsense. You and Fernanda are his flesh and blood, not the girls. 
Why do you think Jazz is down there almost every weekend? She’s no 
fool, she understands that man, and if we don’t take care she’ll turn 
herself into the son he never had. How would you two like to be sup- 
planted in his will by Jazz, Valerie?”’ 

‘Father would never do that,’’ she’d answered, attempting to don the 
confidence of the oldest child, while she wondered, with a familiar rage, 
how her domineering mother, stuck away in Spain, always managed to 
know exactly what was going on in her life. 

“I’m far better aware than you ever will be of what your father is 
capable of doing,’’ Lydia Stack Kilkullen had responded. ‘‘He’ll do what- 
ever suits him and just when you least expect it. How often do I have to 
tell you that he’s a monster of selfishness and a slave to any impulse that 
may strike him? I don’t doubt that as he gets older he gets more selfish 
and more impressionable. He’s sixty-five, Valerie, he can’t live forever.”’ 

“He hasn’t aged a day in ten years. He'll live to be a hundred, 
Mother.” 

“All the more reason to remind him of how devoted you both are. 
Consider, Valerie, what if he should marry again? There will always be 
plenty of women quite willing to become the third Mrs. Michael Kilkul- 
len. How can you forget for a single minute what he did to me?” 

“No one’s managed to catch him in twenty-one years,’ Valerie had 
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reminded her mother, but an irritated hiss had told her, without words, 
how lacking in foresight she was. 

Her mother was probably right too, Valerie admitted as they passed 
the Carlsbad city limits. How many sixty-five-year-old men in New York, 
widowed or divorced, took young brides? It was standard procedure, so 
expected, so natural that it caused next to no notice. If a man of sixty-five 
had married a woman of his own age it would have been the talk of 
Manhattan, a nine-and-a-half-day wonder. Why had she not thought of 
the possibility herself? And Fernanda, that self-educated expert on di- 
vorce, why had she too ignored it? 

Valerie bit the inside of her lip, thinking that she’d allowed herself to 
slip where her father was concerned. 

It hadn’t always been that way. After her parents’ divorce, her mother 
had insisted that she and Fernanda spend weeks out of every year at the 
ranch. It had been banishment for the teenagers to be sent out to South- 
ern California when they had been invited to stay with their relatives 
from Philadelphia during school vacations. In the summers, when they 
longed to be with their peers on the East Coast, sailing and going to 
parties in Long Island or Maine, where so many of them spent the sum- 
mers, they’d been forced to sweat it out for weeks at a time in that old- 
fashioned, gloomy adobe her autocratic father was so ridiculously proud 
of. They’d had to put up with Jazz, that humiliating new baby, and, worst 
of all, Sylvie, her father’s second wife. 

Valerie couldn’t remember a time when she’d believed that her parents 
were happy together. Her mother’s sense of alienation in California had 
been passed on in hundreds of subtle ways to her daughters. Valerie had 
been twelve at the time of the divorce, thirteen when Jazz was born, and 
she had seen it all through her mother’s demonically bitter eyes. Never- 
theless, Liddy Kilkullen had insisted that her daughters ‘‘preserve their 
place in the family.’’ The Kilkullen family! As if she’d ever cared about 
them. 

She, Valerie Malvern, whose mother had been a Stack of Philadelphia, 
whose maternal grandmothers had been a Greene of Philadelphia and a 
James of Philadelphia, who could count among her ancestors five Phila- 
delphia gentlemen—a Dickinson, a Morris, an Ingersoll, a Pemberton 
and a Drinker—five Tory loyalists who had had the class and convictions 
to refuse to bow to pressure to sign the Declaration of Independence, why 
should she think of herself as a Kilkullen? What was there to admire in 
that half of her background? How could a single poor Irish immigrant of 
1852, a shopkeeper before he bought land, compare to the founding 
fathers of the most proper city of the United States, men with such close 
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ties to the great families of England that they refused to revolt against — 
her? 

And what were succeeding generations of Kilkullens but cattlemen 
who had known their share of bad times? She knew little about the | 
Valencias, the faraway source of the Spanish land grant. The family | 
seemed to have melted away after one of their daughters had married the — 
first American Kilkullen. They were lost in the rough stream of Califor- | 
nia history, complicated history that had always seemed too foreign to stir | 
her interest. And as for their taste in furniture! 

‘Mother! We’re almost there,’’ exclaimed Holly, her oldest daughter, | 
who at seventeen showed no signs yet of becoming either a beauty or a | 
brain. Valerie, jolted out of her brooding, passed her hands quickly over | 
her hair in an involuntary grooming gesture, checked her dark red lip- | 
stick and made herself ready to face a father she had been taught to | 
blame for her mother’s unhappiness. Nevertheless, in her unemotional _ 
way she had always longed to love him. She had never been able to admit | 
this to herself, for Valerie had also been taught to believe that he had | 
never loved her. | 


Fernanda Kilkullen Donaldson Flynn St. Martin Smith Nicolini, so often — 
married that she was known to the readers of society pages from Bar 
Harbor to La Jolla simply as Fern Kilkullen, was accompanied by her two > 
sons, Jeremiah Donaldson and Matthew Donaldson, offspring of her first 
marriage, a marriage that had left her, at twenty-five years, a widow with 
a sizable fortune. The boys were nineteen and seventeen, more than 
grown up enough to handle any transportation while she sat in the back- 
seat of the Chrysler Imperial and mentally prepared for the weekend. 

Her father, of course, would want to know why Heidi Flynn, Fer- 
nanda’s fifteen-year-old daughter, had not come to the Fiesta with her. 
He expected Heidi, as usual, and he probably even expected Nick Nico- 
lini, much as he disapproved of his daughter’s latest husband, who was 
only twenty-nine and hadn’t had a serious job in his life. Mike Kilkullen 
would be satisfied by nothing less than the attendance of his entire family 
at the Fiesta, but Fernanda and Nick had reached the point of divorce 
after the battlefield of their two-year-long marriage and she didn’t want 
her father to know about this latest mess until it was necessary. As for 
Heidi, she had simply grown too pretty in the past six months for her to 
be included. 

Only a dermatologist could have come close to guessing Fernanda’s 
age, and only in a bright light. She knew, without vanity, that she looked 
as if she were in her late twenties. But if she were seen next to Heidi? 
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The difference between being far and away the prettiest thirty-nine-year- 
old woman in the world and being a normally pretty fifteen-year-old girl 
is encompassed in just one word: youth. And youth, authentic, heart- 
breaking, flushed youth, was the only thing she could no longer attain. 

Fernanda had never been a great beauty—she was a perfect miniature 
in the sheer intensity of her prettiness, widely skirting the more serious 
realm of beauty—but as far as men were concerned, and her concerns 
had always begun and ended with men—being pretty was far more to the 
point than being beautiful. Beautiful could frighten them, pretty made 
them approach. 

Fernanda had been at her teenaged prime in the mid-1960s and she 
had kept a sixties look stubbornly and instinctively, without any of the 
thoughtful premeditation with which Valerie approached her appearance. 

She was five feet five and her silver-blond hair hung long and straight, 
almost to her waist. She needed to have her brown roots lightened every 
two weeks, but staying blond was worth any amount of trouble, in Fer- 
nanda’s opinion. Shorter strands of hair were encouraged to fall over one 
eye or even into her mouth, to be casually puffed away in charming 
impatience. Her eyes, as bright and vividly turquoise blue as the tile in a 
swimming pool, were always heavily fringed in frank layers of black 
mascara; her small, fine nose and tiny, delicate nostrils had the charm of a 
child’s. Her mouth was dainty yet deeply curved and it pouted in an 
enchantingly infantile way above her well-formed chin. Her skin was so 
perfectly pink and white that it gave her the quality of a very expensive 
doll who had been dressed as a hippie by accident rather than design. 

Fernanda always wore tight, low-slung jeans or the shortest of leather 
miniskirts with close-fitting vests that were cut to deliberately reveal the 
exquisitely feminine curve of her belly and the dimple of her belly but- 
ton. She had dozens of pairs of pointy-toed Western boots in every kind 
of leather, a closet full of lavishly decorated cowgirl jackets, and pounds 
of silver and turquoise jewelry. Her furs came from the Fendi sisters, 
dyed in mad colors, worked with beads and insets of fabric. 

Rounded, appetizing, tiny-waisted, a lush little tidbit of a female with 
delectable breasts and bottom, Fernanda could still display every inch of 
her slender and rigorously trained body. Her midriff, her inner thighs 
and her upper arms, those places where skin texture first changes as the 
tightness of youth is lost, were still in splendid shape. She had worked for 
that body, taking everything nature had given her and maintaining it 
with daily exercise classes and a strict diet, as vigilant as an obsessive 
curator of rare manuscripts. 

She knew, for Fernanda was shrewd, that she dressed right on the 
borderline of bad taste. She produced herself in the wild-thing spirit of 
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the girls in the ads for Guess?, except that she didn’t reveal glimpses of 
her lingerie since she never wore any. When she checked herself out in 
her full-length mirror she made sure that she looked like a biker’s wet 
dream, yet Fernanda Kilkullen could never be mistaken for a slut. Head- 
waiters, doormen and salespeople knew instantly that they were con- 
fronted with the kind of woman for whom they reserved their best ser- 
vice. Only a supremely assured thirty-nine-year-old who looked, in all the 
essentials, like a kid, could get away with that stunt. 

It would, of course, have been simplicity itself to slide gracefully into a 
way of dressing that was fashionable, suitable and yet youthful, but 
youthful wasn’t young. Young was Fernanda’s operative word. Young 
meant men, constantly available men, lighthearted men too young to 
have ever considered that one day they might find themselves on the 
verge of middle age. Everything she put on her back, every hair on her 
head, every fresh coat of mascara, was intended to signal to these men 
that she was fuckable. 

Fernanda was ruled by the pursuit of sex. A few centimeters of flesh 
between her legs explained her Waiok her motives, her directions, her 
past and her future. 

Her earliest memory was of her first orgasm, self-induced when she 
was supposed to be taking an afternoon nap. She could tell, from remem- 
bering the cot and the very color and texture of the blanket, that she had 
been less than three years old at the time, yet as soon as the wondrous 
surprise faded she had realized, with the kind of absolute knowledge that 
is inborn, that no one must find out what she had just discovered. 

As a child she had shared a room with Valerie, and her biggest prob- 
lem had been to find excuses to lock herself securely in the bathroom so 
that she could give herself up to the slow process of bringing herself to 
the peak of pleasure, for an orgasm was never quick with her, but re- 
quired long, gentle, well-lubricated, carefully heightened, deliberately 
quickening strokes of her fingertips, and if she was distracted by footsteps 
in the hallway outside she had to begin all over again. Worst of all, she 
often had to give up entirely because Valerie, impatient, would demand 
to use the bathroom. 

After the divorce and her mother’s move to Marbella, they had. both 
been sent to a strict, New England all-girls boarding school, with room- 
mates and no locks on the doors. There Fernanda discovered the safe 
retreat of the reading room of the school library. She staked out a deep, 
comfortable chair in a half-hidden corner. She would grab a book, throw 
a raincoat or a polo coat over her lap, let the book fall open on the arm of 
the chair, close her eyes as if she’d gone to sleep and, undisturbed, spend 
hours surreptitiously bringing herself to an orgasm. She would pretend 
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her fingers belonged to a man, a faceless, nameless man, a man who was 
her absolute artd adoring slave, a man who wanted nothing for himself, 
who existed only to bring her bliss. No one watching her could have 
guessed what she was doing because she had so mastered the art of 
concealment that when she finally reached the ultimate moment only her 
lips tightened as she held her breath. 

Fernanda’s clandestine activity in the reading room was the focus of 
her days. She did her studying in the dorm, after dinner, with enormous 
concentration, so that her late afternoons were always free. She had little 
spare time to make friends with her classmates. During those heady years 
of change in the sixties that even reached their secluded campus, at meals 
she half-listened to girls debate issues that seemed utterly unimportant to 
her. 

Only sexual gratification interested her deeply, but she never betrayed 
herself. Her need to hide, born in infancy, had been reinforced year after 
year by her mother’s demeanor. Fernanda had been deeply marked by 
the emotional atmosphere in which her mother moved: cool and re- 
served except when she spoke so bitterly about their father. Valerie, in 
many ways an imitation of her mother, only made things worse. Vaca- 
tions and summers at the ranch had certainly not led her to confide in her 
father, and year by year an unreasoning fear of him grew, for, more than 
anyone else in the family, Fernanda had the feeling that he could some- 
how sense her one preoccupation. 

A week after graduation from boarding school, Fernanda met Jack 
Donaldson, who had been out of Harvard Law School for five years. 
Almost thirty, the brilliant lawyer had been incredulous when he realized 
that this ravishing morsel of an eighteen-year-old had never had a serious 
boyfriend. Such girls, in his experience, weren’t supposed to exist in the 
era of Woodstock. He proposed marriage immediately, before anyone 
else found out about her. 

On their honeymoon Jack Donaldson began to wonder if his fantasy of 
awakening an ignorant virgin had been foolish. He used every technique 
that had ever worked with other women, he was as gentle and tender 
with Fernanda as possible, but soon, intoxicated by her body, he 
wouldn’t be able to stop himself from entering her and, aroused by a half 
hour of foreplay, coming quickly. Once he'd reached his own climax 
he’d try to satisfy Fernanda with his fingers and his mouth, but she always 
pulled away. It doesn’t matter, darling, she'd say, it’s just not that impor- 
tant, I don’t care, honestly. 

When Fernanda became pregnant with their first child, Jack Donaldson 
put the problem on hold. Perhaps the hormones of motherhood would 
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provide the answer to her lack of arousal. Was she always going to be © 
frigid, Donaldson asked himself wearily after their first son was born. 

Their second son was born in 1973, when Fernanda was twenty-two | 
and by that time he had almost stopped caring. She was utterly faithful as 
far as he knew, she was always pliantly available when he wanted her, but | 
she couldn’t respond beyond a certain point and there was nothing more — 
he could do about it. | 

Other men lived with the same situation, with wives less adorable than 
Fernanda. He never knew that after he’d'made love to his wife and had 
fallen soundly asleep, she left their bed and made her way to her bath- | 
room—dressing room, where she gave herself the slow, gradual, prac- | 
ticed, stealthy orgasm that she couldn’t have with him. | 

If only, Fernanda would think, oh, if only she didn’t know each time | 
Jack started making love that no matter what he did to her, his aim was to 
come inside her. If only she weren’t conscious of that need beating away | 
under every caress, inspiring his every touch, if only she weren’t so | 
aware of his attempts to hide his impatience, if only she weren't perfectly — 
aware that he was wondering when he could decently allow himself to — 
enter her. Jf only he didn’t rush so. He honestly thought he gave her plenty 
of time, more than enough, but he never, ever did and she really 
couldn’t expect him to, not the way men were. No matter how hard Jack — 
tried, she could never count on him, as she could count on the faceless, — 
nameless, selfless slave in her fantasy. 

When he died in a car accident in 1976, leaving Fernanda millions, 
Jack Donaldson hadn’t worried about her sexual inadequacy in years. He 
had other girls who responded lustily to his advances, and toward Fer- 
nanda he felt only faint resentment, and the love of a man for a sweet 
child. 

Briefly Fernanda had mourned him, or rather she had mourned their 
seven-year marriage, not one day of which had fulfilled her. Then, free, 
rich and twenty-five, she set forth on a quest to find the right man for her 
needs. A young man, a man who could last and last forever. Somewhere 
there had to be a man who would make her have the orgasm she’d never 
had except by herself. 

Why had she actually married any man, Fernanda asked herself now, on 
the way to the ranch, as Jeremiah turned the car radio to one of 
California’s New Age music stations and synthesized harpsichord music 
filled the car. 

Four young husbands and dozens of young lovers in the last fourteen 
years—it wasn’t the life her mother had brought her up to have, God 
knows, but each time she went to bed with a new man some constantly 
renewed spring of optimism, or perhaps mere desperation, made her 
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hope that this time it was going to be right, going to work, going to be 
magic. 

Jim Flynn, Hubert St. Martin, Hayden Smith and Nick Nicolini had all 
been younger than she when she met them. Each of them had been so 
entranced by her exquisitely sexy prettiness that they had been capable of 
miracles. At first each one had made love to her three or four times a 
night. Always, that last time, they were slow to arousal, almost lazy, 
almost not caring, without the fatal urgency that chilled her, and some- 
times she experienced a small, brief spasm that was—almost—an orgasm. 
Perhaps it was actually a real orgasm, she wondered, the kind other 
women had with men, but there was no way to know. Certainly it didn’t 
come close to what she could do to herself. 

Soon, oh much too soon, each of her husbands, like each of her lovers 
—like every damn man in the world—wanted to make love less fre- 
quently. If she was dealing with a lover, Fernanda simply dropped him. 
But with a husband she found herself faced by the need to pretend to 
have an orgasm or else deal with an utterly predictable discussion that 
reminded her of the unbearable tedium of her first marriage. Sooner or 
later, when she couldn’t endure faking orgasms anymore, divorce be- 
came inevitable. 

Thirty-nine, Fernanda thought, and still chasing an experience she had 
to have. Thirty-nine and still feeling that heavy, tormenting, almost 
crampy fullness, like a bow! of warm water carried between her legs, 
whenever she thought about a man who could last long enough in bed. 

Thirty-nine was a sickening age, the worst age she could imagine. One 
day, not so long from now, she’d wake up to find she was forty-three, 
forty-five, even forty-seven. One day she wouldn’t be able to pass for a 
pretty girl no matter how well she took care of herself. And only a very, 
very rich woman could hope to attract young men after a certain age. 

She hadn’t reached that age, not yet, oh no, not nearly yet, that fearful 
juncture of time and gravity was still far away. But a number of Jack 
~ Donaldson’s millions had been spent in the circuit from one playground 
of the world to another. She was still well off, no question about it, still 
able to buy everything she needed, but not nearly as rich as she’d have to 
be as she grew older. Everything was a question of degree, wasn’t it? It 
was unbearably difficult to be facing her fortieth birthday except as a 
very, very rich woman. 

As they turned off the highway and the car began to climb the road 
that led to the ranch, a familiar thought crossed Fernanda’s mind. One 
day, when her father died and they could sell the ranch, she and her 


50 


sisters would become so rich that she could scarcely imagine it. Hun- 
dreds of millions, for each of them. But when? How long would she have 
to wait? Would the money be there before she needed it, while she still 
had her looks? Or would it only come when it was too late? 


A. darkness fell on Sunday night, the 


Fiesta was approaching its height. The big band had struck up a medley 
of Glenn Miller arrangements, and at the first notes of ‘“‘Midnight Cock- 
tail’’ a mob had taken to the dance floor. Each of the families that re- 
ceived an invitation to the Fiesta was allowed to bring all their children 
over sixteen, and the teenagers were wildly rediscovering Swing, their 
parents were energetically trying to remember it from old movies, and 
everyone over fifty was showing them how to do it as it was meant to be 
done. The Fiesta guests always dressed up for the occasion: the men in 
elaborate cowboy gear even if they never rode; the women in outfits that 
ranged from four-thousand-dollar fringed chamois dresses to Scarlett 
O’Hara-inspired hoop skirts. 
Mike Kilkullen decided to draw back into the shadows under the 
grandstand and just observe his party for a while. He could see clearly 
across the width of the great natural hollow in the mesa, for it was illumi- 
nated by the flames of the glowing barbecue pits, by thousands of candles 
in windproof glass hurricane lamps and by twinkling white lights that had 
been strung everywhere. Every precaution had been taken against fire, 
but he had stationed vaqueros along the perimeter of the bowl lest an 
airborne spark escape and start a blaze. 
How he wished his grandfather could be with him tonight, he thought 
with a sudden and unexpected ache. Hugh Kilkullen was the first Kilkul- 
len child born on the ranch, in 1867, and he had lived to be eighty-five. 
He had been in his still green and vigorous sixties when he started taking 
his six-year-old grandson out on a pony, beginning to train him in the 
many duties of a rancher as they rode the seemingly endless pastures that 
rose gradually upward from the bluffs above the Pacific, the rounded, 
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grass-covered mesas separated by the steep-sided, wooded arroyos where 
oaks, sycamores, laurel and melaleucas grew. 

Hugh Kilkullen had grown up in the era when the ranch was run much 
as it had been from its first days; he had seen the coming of the Santa Fe 
railroad and the passing of the great teams of forty-two horses that drew a 
single giant threshing machine during the grain harvest. He remembered 
the decades when there was no running water inside the hacienda; when 
kerosene lamps were lit at sundown; when a year of low rainfall meant 
that the women of the family had to sacrifice their precious flower beds 
while water, stored in great tanks aboveground, was used only for the 
cattle. He had seen stately stags and the honey-stealing bears who once 
inhabited the lower slopes of Portola Peak. 

Portola Peak rose abruptly near the inland border of the Kilkullen 
Ranch. It was an unexpected mountain to find so near the coast, a moun- 
tain that was geologically considered the western-most extension of the 
Santa Ana range. The mountain, which had given the ranch its original 
name, Rancho Montafia de la Luna, pointed one steep finger toward the 
sky, and from certain angles observers could see the moon rise directly 
behind the summit of Portola. Every soul who lived within sight of the 
summit, up and down the coast, had been marked by the glory of sunrise 
as it touched that point, beyond which range after range of the higher, 
snow-capped mountains in the Cleveland National Forest were often 
clearly visible. 

Sometimes, as they rode back to the hacienda, Mike Kilkullen’s grand- 
father had told him stories of the era before and after the turn of the 
century when he and his wife and children had filled the many rooms of 
the Hacienda Valencia with his own four married sisters, their husbands 
and their children, as well as with two of his beautiful, unmarried sisters- 
in-law who lived with them while they waited to be claimed by suitors. 
Hugh Kilkullen had married Amilia Moncada y Rivera, who was de- 
scended from another old California Spanish family, rancheros like the 
Valencias and related, in one way or another, to a number of the few 
families who had once owned all of California: the Avilas, the Ortegas, 
the Vallejos, the Corderos and the Amadors. 

The Hacienda Valencia itself had stood firmly at the center of their 
family traditions, a home place which had been, during the time of the 
Valencias, a small village. It had possessed its own school, a family chapel, 
a smithy, a tannery, a slaughterhouse and a dairy. Almost a hundred 
employees had worked for the family alone: shoemakers, cheesemakers, 
seamstresses, carpenters, bakers and even a resident jeweler. 

Sailing ships frequently rode at anchor off the Valencia harbor, bring- 
ing ice from Alaskan glaciers to cool their summer drinks, a grand piano 
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from Germany for Mike’s great-great-great-grandmother, Irish crystal 
and English porcelain for the dinner table. That lavish and intensely 
hospitable epoch had vanished when Spanish ranchero life had ended, as 
dead as plantation life in the South after the Civil War, but much of its 
open-handed spirit lived on into the late Victorian and Edwardian days. 
Hugh Kilkullen, a dedicated amateur photographer, had captured it in 
thousands of photographs which were now preserved in their own fire- 
proof storeroom. 

Those rooms of the hacienda spilling over with children and their 
nurses, relatives and friends who visited for months at a time, those days 
of merriment, of passionately contested horseraces, of day-long picnics, 
of great balls, of brilliantly celebrated marriages, of music-filled evenings 
and weekly fiestas—how had all that fun and life so quickly dwindled 
down to himself, one solitary man who gave this big party once a year so 
that he could have an excuse to gather all his daughters and grandchil- 
dren around him? Shouldn’t something more of the past have been pre- 
served for his children’s generation than photographs and his memories 
of his grandfather’s stories, Mike Kilkullen asked himself. 

But something did remain, he answered silently and defiantly, some- 
thing that was infinitely more important than the individual history of any 
one family. The land itself remained, the land itself was unchanged, the 
land that his grandfather had always told him must never be sold, because 
the land would always take care of the Kilkullens. Yes, the land had been 
preserved for the future. 

From his vantage point in the shadows he picked out Valerie at a table 
surrounded by a group of his neighbors and oldest friends. Most of them 
had become millionaires many hundreds of times over in the last thirty 
years, turning their land into shopping malls or industrial parks, or devel- 
oping it into vast housing tracts. There was no end to the hunger of 
people to live in Orange County. Whenever new homes were to be sold, 
huge crowds would gather at special lotteries to allow them a fair chance 
to buy. They undoubtedly considered him a backward fool for not join- 
ing them in that certain route to membership in the Forbes Four Hun- 
dred, but the Kilkullen ranch still belonged, every last acre of it, to the 
family. It would remain a working ranch as long as he had anything to say 
about it. 

Watching Fernanda, clad in deerskin jeans and a denim halter embroi- 
dered with turquoise beads, dancing with an eager boy half her age, 
Mike Kilkullen wondered, with a familiar pang, what the future would 
hold if he had had a son, someone to carry on the hardworking tradition 
of the cattleman. 

What if he and Lydia had never been divorced? Or what, for that 
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matter, if they'd never met back in 1947? He’d been a big, cocky, lusty 
kid of twenty-two, who joined the Army at seventeen and emerged, 
three years later, with a chestful of medals and the idea that he was an 
adult. Seven-league boots would have looked too small to him then, he 
remembered grimly. 

Before his mother died during the war, she had often told his father 
that young Mike must get an education when the war was over. Although 
he’d wanted to get back to the ranch as fast as possible, his father had 
insisted. on carrying out his mother’s wishes. He’d spent two years at 
Stanford, and it was during the late summer vacation, just before the start 
of his junior year, that he’d been invited up to the party in Pasadena 
where he'd first laid eyes on Lydia Henry Stack. 

She was just eighteen, blooming with the perfection of a flower that 
had been cultivated for a flower show, her eyes brimming with calm self- 
confidence, as she waited for the beginning of what was certain to be a 
triumphant debutante year in Philadelphia. Her best friend from Fox- 
croft, the Virginia boarding-school, had persuaded her to come out West 
to visit for a few weeks. It had taken him only a half hour to talk her into 
leaving the party with him. 

He could still remember how entrancing Lydia had been in her full- 
skirted, pale blue taffeta dress with its matching jacket; so maddeningly 
proper with her. little white gloves and her satin pumps; so enticingly 
graceful in a slender, reined-in, precise way; her shining dark brown hair 
falling in absolutely disciplined waves to her shoulders, her smiling lips a 
perfect shade of pink that made all the other girls look overly made-up. 

Yes, she had knocked the daylights out of him with her finishing-school 
sophistication, a unique brand of polished poise, an unmistakable stamp 
of class, for want of a better word, than he'd ever seen in any of the nice 
Southern Californian girls he’d dated up till then. 

And he must have represented something equally fascinating, new and 
irresistible to her, or else why would she have allowed him to take her 
away from a party? Why would she have spent every day of her visit with 
him, permitting him to kiss her for hours on end in the front seat of his 
convertible, until their lips were abraded and swollen and they were both 
feverish and sick with desire? 

He’d never been allowed to touch her naked breasts. No contact be- 
low the collarbone had been her rule..Oh, he could still remember the 
violence of that frustration, more powerful than the best fuck he’d ever 
had, a frustration that neither of them knew what to do about because in 
1947 anything more than kissing was unheard of for a Philadelphia aris- 
tocrat. Or for a nice Californian girl, for that matter. 

So they had eloped, Mike Kilkullen and Lydia Henry Stack. Two crim- 
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inally stupid, infatuated, sex-obsessed kids who should never have laid 
eyes on each other, let alone gotten married, had eloped because they 
couldn’t jump into the sack and screw themselves blind for a few weeks. 
Half his generation had probably done the same thing, but that didn’t 
mean, looking back, that it wasn’t a catastrophic way to make a decision, 
particularly when an easy divorce was out of the question with his Catho- 
lic background and her strict Episcopalian upbringing. 

Looking back, he knew that he hadn’t realized to what extent their 
marriage had been a mistake until far later—years later—than she had. It 
had seemed to him to be working in the beginning, when they rented a 
little apartment in Palo Alto after college started. True, once it was legal 
to go to bed, the lovemaking was never as wonderful as both of them had 
ignorantly imagined it would be. Liddy, who had so loved to be kissed, 
didn’t enjoy sex. The real thing frightened and distressed her, and no 
matter how gentle he was, she never got over an essential distaste for 
what she considered a messy, intrusive act. But he was convinced that her 
attitude would change in time, especially when she became pregnant so 
soon. 

During those early months he often found her weeping, hidden away 
in the bathroom so that he wouldn’t hear. She’d insisted that she was only 
upset because she hadn’t wanted to have a baby so quickly, or because 
her parents were still furious with her for eloping, but later he’d under- 
stood that she was in a hopeless, unending, voiceless rage with herself for 
ruining her life, getting stuck in an impulsive, unnecessary marriage when 
she should have been back East where she belonged, in the city she 
loved, among people of her own kind, with everything ahead of her. 

They had been far, far too young to get married without a great pas- 
sion. Or even with a great passion, Mike thought bitterly. Their attraction 
was based on incomplete arousal and equally incomplete fantasies about 
each other. She’d been the princess treasure he’d won from the Eastern 
heart of American civilization and culture; he’d been the embodiment of 
the phonied-up glamour of the Wild West, heir to a great ranch, a war- 
time hero, already a man in her inexperienced eyes. Their great romance 
had been nothing more than a better-dressed, richer version of the Cow- 
boy and the Lady. 

It had been one woeful big bitch of a mistake, but Valerie was born 
eleven months after their elopement. Then, before the last year of col- 
lege started, his father had had a fatal stroke. Overnight, prepared only 
by what he had learned before he’d gone into the Army, he, the last male 
Kilkullen, had become the big boss of the ranch. Emilio Hermosa, an old 
man, had been the Cow Boss at the time, and he’d attached himself to 
Emilio to absorb every detail of the operation of the ranch, During those 
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early days they’d driven a pickup truck, for the area he needed to learn 
about was too great to cover on horseback. Liddy had found herself in 
charge of the running of the big hacienda, supervising the servants and 
the gardeners as well as caring for Valerie. Both of them had been too 
busy to face their misery with each other. Fernanda had been born two 
years later, and the girls had managed to hold them together for a few 
years longer. 

“Dad, what are you doing standing back here?”’ Jazz said, appearing at 
his side. 

‘‘Remembering,” he said, startled into honesty. 

“What?” 


‘Anaheim red wine. All that champagne and vodka and white wine i 


that everybody's drinking tonight—do you know that once the only stuff 
anybody ever drank here was a plain red wine from the vineyards in 
Anaheim?”’ 

“Disneyland rouge?” 

“Disney wasn’t born. And ladies didn’t drink except maybe once a 
year or so.” 

““You’re having an attack of ancient racial memories.” 

“Probably. It was something your great-grandfather told me.” 

““How about a dance?”’ Jazz asked. 

“Nothing I'd like more,” he said, and led her out of the shadows onto 
the dance floor. 


I fancy myself madly tonight, Jazz thought euphorically, as she moved 
through the crowd after dancing with her father, stopping to greet every- 
body, for not one guest was unknown to her. 

She had decided to wear a precious and seemingly simple dress that 
she'd bought at a fiercely contended auction of great old clothes, bidding 
with a reckless determination to win. It was from Madame Grés and 
dated from the early 1960s, a long dress made of white silk chiffon, 
classically Grecian in style, with one shoulder draped and the other bare. 
This understated triumph of the most elite house in all of haute couture 
was so finely worked that dozens of yards of pleated chiffon fell into a 
slim column that moved around her gently as she walked or danced. 
Even standing still, Jazz seemed to be touched by a lyric breeze. Yet to 
the uninitiated it was just another evening gown, appropriate for any big 
party. 

The night air had dampness in it, as it always did so close to the ocean, 
and over her shoulders Jazz had thrown a magnificently embroidered 
black Spanish silk shawl that her great-grandmother, Amilia Moncada y 
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Rivera, had worn a hundred years ago as she presided over special occa- 
sions at the Hacienda Valencia. It was a coveted family heirloom; none of 
the three sisters owned it, but her father had let her borrow it for tonight. 

She had piled all of her hair high on her head, experimenting until she 
found a look that somehow suggested Spain, with the help of a few 
invisible tortoiseshell combs. All I need is a rose in my teeth and three 
feverish bullfighters throwing themselves at my feet, Jazz mocked herself, 
but she was thrilled by the romance of the effect she had achieved, for it 
seemed to be in perfect harmony with the benign spirit of the evening, a 
spirit that hung over the golden, firelit bowl of the Fiesta and sang of 
another century, a spirit rarely captured in Orange County, where only a 
few social traditions dated back before 1950. 

Jazz moved almost to the edge of the bowl, where there were few 
people, and looked at it in meditation. If only it were possible to capture 
this instant in a picture, Jazz wished briefly, but she knew it was impossi- 
ble because if she were in the photograph she couldn’t take it, and so 
much of the joy she was experiencing was tied to being in her own skin 
and looking outward, knowing that she was in her own beloved home 
place, wearing a dress whose value only she appreciated, as well as the 
priceless family shawl. And: carrying it off with a flair that no other 
woman there could match—why pretend to false modesty on such a 
night? Or on any night for that matter? 

Unable to resist framing the scene in her photographer’s eye, Jazz 
made an improvised viewfinder of the circle of her thumb and forefinger 
and peered through it, framing the scene. Impulsively, moving toward 
the last row of lights, to widen the focus, she took three quick steps 
backwards. 

A sudden impact jarred her so abruptly that she almost tripped. She 
had backed into someone who was—no, make that someone who must 
have been—-eating an enormous plate of chili, she realized in horror, as she 
stood stunned into immobility, feeling a mass of the semi-fluid concoc- 
tion spreading in a hot, oily, quickly widening splotch of tomatoes and 
beans and hamburger down from the edge of the shawl to the bottom 
half of her skirt. Slowly, ever so slowly, as if that could minimize the 
damage, she turned her head over her shoulder and looked down her 
back. 

“No, oh my God, no, tell me I didn’t do this!” It was a man’s voice. 

She raised her eyes from the appalling mess to look at her assailant. 
The oaf, the clumsy, unforgivable klutz was an absolute stranger, flushed 
with dismay, a big redheaded lunkhead in a navy blue pinstriped suit and 
black city shoes, more out of place among the men of the party than a 
clown. Would it be unladylike to kick him. in the balls? 
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‘“‘But—you—did,”’ she said, so stunned that she could barely get the 
words out. 

“T’ll get club soda, I'll get salt, just don’t move, stay there, I’ll be right 
back,’’ he implored her. 

“Club soda? Salt? They never work, not even on a little spot on a 
tablecloth. You’ve ruined everything. For good!”’ 

‘No, wait a minute! Don’t get so upset! I’ll buy you another dress, I'll 
find another shawl, I promise you I’ll replace them as good as new. 
Better!”’ 

‘Oh, will you really? You think it’s that easy? Listen, dickhead, one of 
the ten best-dressed women in the world would have to de before an- 
other dress like this becomes available, assuming she didn’t will it to her 
daughter, and as for the shawl—it belonged to my great-grandmother— 
it’s one of a kind, irreplaceable, an heirloom. That is, it used to be, 
before you took a shot at it.” 

“Shit!” 

“That’s the first halfway intelligent word you've said so far. Shit is 
exactly the word for it. What kind of a cretin eats chili standing up? 
You’re like a highway accident just waiting to happen. Don’t you see all 
those tables and chairs over there? Haven’t you ever been to a party 
before?’’ As she spoke, Jazz got angrier and angrier. The chili was now 
puddling on the ground, and she could feel its wetness under her hem. 

“Look, I’m as sorry as I can be, I couldn’t possibly feel worse, but I was 
just standing there, out of the way, minding my own business, watching 
the crowd, when you came out of nowhere and backed into my elbow 
with a hell of a jolt. I had a good grip on the plate, but you just popped it 
out of my hand. IJ take all the blame, every bit of it, but to be fair, it 
wasn’t a hundred percent my fault.”’ 

‘Aha! Let’s play ‘blame the victim’! The next thing you'll say is that I 
was trying to attract your attention and couldn’t think of any other way to 
do it.” 

‘No, the next thing I'll say is that if you tried to exercise some tiny 
sense of perspective, we might agree that this isn’t exactly the Exxon oil 
spill,” he said, finally furious himself. 

“Great. Let’s intellectualize this out of existence. It isn’t Three Mile 
Island either. Or Chernobyl. Your turn. What else isn’t it?”’ 

‘The fucking end of the world,” the stranger said quietly. ‘‘Let me try 
to get some of that stuff off the shawl before it sets. I’m going to lift it off 
you as carefully as I can.” 

He walked forward, his arms outstretched stiffly, and lifted the shawl 
from her shoulders. Its wet pointed tail hung down and dripped repul- 
sively as he turned and stalked slowly toward two trestles and laid it 
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across them. Jazz darted to the nearest table, grabbed two knives and a 
handful of napkins, and joined him. They both bent over the big black 
silk triangle. 

“Try to flip the visible bits off,”’ he instructed her, ‘‘but don’t scrape 
the silk. It looks awfully fragile.”’ 

“What are you, a dry cleaner?’’ Jazz muttered, but she followed his 
directions. 

_ “Jazz, Casey, what are you doing?” Suddenly Mike Kilkullen’s voice 
sounded behind them. They both straightened up and arranged them- 
selves side by side in front of the shawl. 

“Don’t tell me you two have something to hide already?” he said, 
grinning at their guilty faces. 

““An accident, Mike. I’m afraid J spilled chili all over this young lady’s 
antique shawl,’’ the stranger said. 

““‘Damn.”’ Mike grimaced in dismay. ‘‘Every time I serve chili, some- 
thing like this happens. Never again.’’ He bent down to inspect the 
shawl. ‘“‘Oh Lord! But what the hell, I guess something can be done. I 
don’t think you should touch it—leave it to an expert.” 

“See,” the stranger said, turning to Jazz, ‘‘I knew there had to be a 
way. 

“And that makes you feel just fine? I know, I know, you said you were 
sorry! Why don’t you suggest that I dye my dress brick red while you’re 
at it. That’ll make everything perfect.’’ Her voice was still dangerous, but 
her father’s presence had made her modulate her tone. 

‘Juanita Isabella, is that any way to talk to your long-lost cousin?” 

“Cousin? No way,” Jazz said flatly. 

“Cousin? She can’t be,” the stranger said at the same time. 

“Didn’t you introduce yourselves? Jazz, this is Casey Nelson. His 
great-grandmother was a Kilkullen. Casey, this is my youngest daughter, 
Jazz. She’s your third cousin, as I understand it.” 

“Who was this great-grandmother?”’ Jazz demanded, arms akimbo. 
“T’'ve never heard of her.” 

“I hadn’t heard either, until Casey tracked me down and wrote me a 
few weeks ago.”’ 

“Wrote you?” Jazz asked her father. ‘Wrote you out of the blue? What 
for?”’ 

“I didn’t expect you tonight, Casey,’’ Mike Kilkullen said, ignoring 
Jazz's question, ‘‘Not till next week. But I’m delighted you could make it 
for the Fiesta.”’ 

“I finished my business in Chicago early, so I took the first plane out. I 
didn’t bother to change, just dumped my bags at the house and rushed 
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“Why don’t you go get yourself another plate of chili? I'll take care of 
the shawl.” 

“You're sure? O.K., I hate to admit it, but I’m still hungry.”” He 
walked off, leaving Jazz and her father alone. | 

“Dad,” she asked casually, ‘‘you said that Casey Nelson tracked you — 
down and wrote you. What did he want, anyway?” 

“A job,” her father answered. | 

“So the boyo is out of work and needs a job, does he? How did he | 
think you could help, I wonder?” 

‘*He wants to work here, on the ranch.” ) 

“Oh sure,” Jazz giggled. ‘‘I can just imagine him polishing tack in a | 
brand-new, all-but-threadbare, super-macho Ralph Lauren cowboy out- 
fit.”” | 

“Don’t make the mistake of thinking he’s a dude, honey. He isn’t.” 

“‘How much do you actually know about him?” 

“After he wrote, I made it my business to find out. My grandfather had 
a younger sister, Lillian, who married a boy named Jack Nelson. He — 
came over from Ireland back in the 1880s. Grandpa told me that this 
Nelson didn’t like California so he and Lillian went to New York and he 
got into the tugboat business. Had a lot of kids. Grandpa stayed in touch 
for a while, but after his sister died, maybe sixty years ago, he stopped 
writing. He mentioned her to me a couple of times way back, but I’d 
completely forgotten that we had relatives in the East. Casey’s great- 
grandmother must have been my great-aunt Lillian.” 

“And that makes him a cousin?” 

‘As close as I can figure it out. Definitely a relative.” 

“Are they still in the tugboat business?”’ 

““Casey’s father has done very well in tugboats.”’ 

Jazz gaped at him. Her father used the expression “doing very well” 
for neighbors like the Segerstroms, of whom he’d said, ““‘They’ve done 
very well in retailing,’’ only after the South Coast Plaza, the biggest and 
most luxurious shopping mall in the United States, had done close to a 
billion dollars a year in its location on what used to be their fields of lima 
beans. The first John D. Rockefeller would be, as far as Mike Kilkullen 
was concerned, a man who had done very well in the oil business. 

“Then why is he looking for a job on a ranch? Why isn’t he carrying 
on in tugboats?”’ 

“It seems he’s always wanted to be a cattleman. Since he was a kid. 
Who knows, maybe it was that bit of Kilkullen blood? He’s been getting 
experience working ranches on and off for years; wrangler up in Wyo- 
ming, buckaroo in Nevada, jackeroo in Australia, assistant Cow Boss of 
the Stanton ranch in Texas—graduated Texas A&M. He’s planning to 
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buy a big spread in Nevada, but he wants a solid year of on-the-job 
training first—that’s why he wrote me.” 

“Nevada? Good land there’s worth a fortune. Stocking it’s another 
fortune.”’ 

“Casey's done well—in fact, I’d have to say that Casey’s done very well 
—in business. He went to Harvard Business School after college. Has a 
knack for investing, it seems, but his heart is in ranching.” 

Jazz digested this information. If her father said it was true, it was. 

“What are you going to do with him?”’ she asked, wonderingly. 

“Cow Boss,” her father said shortly. 

“Come on, Dad,”’ Jazz laughed. ‘“‘What are you really going to do with 
him?” 

“Jazz, I told you. Cow Boss.” 

“You can’t possibly mean that!” 

“Why not?” 

“Because that’s your job! You’ve been Cow Boss here for forty years! 
That’s insane. Absurd, impossible! You don’t even know this guy. Cow 
Boss! You must be out of your mind!” 

“Don’t talk to me like that, Juanita Isabella, and don’t try to tell me 
how to run my ranch.”’ His voice was quiet but deeply angry. 

She looked at her father in a mixture of bewilderment and outraged 
shock, her whole being absolutely rejecting the idea of anyone but her 
father as Cow Boss of the ranch. She struggled to find words, but the 
look on her father’s face warned her not to continue to protest. After a 
few seconds of silence he continued to speak, his anger quickly gone. 

‘Hell, Jazz, I can use him. I haven’t been covering the ground the way 
I used to. Not for quite a while now. We lost the grass on a couple of 
mesas last month to wild English thistle because I hadn’t been around to 
those pastures recently—damn it, Jazz, just last Tuesday I finally discov- 
ered two windmill pumps that must have broken down God knows 
when. And those damned vandals—they’re coming in on motorcycles, 
destroying the fences, shooting the cattle and blowing up the water 
troughs. It’s their idea of fun, and it’s getting worse day by day.” 

“But still—why call him Cow Boss?’’ Jazz ventured, gaining courage 
from this list of normal rancher’s complaints. 

“No other title will give Casey the authority with the vaqueros. He'll 
need it to keep them hustling, being a stranger to the place. It’s my 
ranch, so where’s the problem?”’ 

‘‘No problem, Dad,” Jazz said hastily. “I’m just surprised, that’s all. It 
. . . happened so quickly.” Her father had said nothing about Casey 
Nelson all weekend, and he’d clearly been expecting him soon. So he 
couldn’t bring himself to tell her, she realized, and he wouldn't have 
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done so until the oaf actually arrived. Mike Kilkullen had decided to 
replace himself—even if only for a year—in the only job he’d ever 
wanted in his life. 

Being the big boss, or the owner, or however else he cared to phrase 
it, might be good enough for most other cattlemen, but it had never been 
sufficient for Mike Kilkullen. Nothing but the nominally lesser title of 
Cow Boss would ever be the right title for him, a man who had gloried in 
the responsibilities only the Cow Boss commands; who rode out at sunup 
and gave orders till sundown; who could do every single job on the 
ranch himself, from fixing fences to bidding on prize steers at the Cow 
Palace in San Francisco; who could ride into a herd and pick out a sick 
cow with one glance and doctor her in less than a minute; who was the 
leader, the unquestioned and absolute and proud leader on the land, 
living all day on horseback among the cattle and the vaqueros, a leader 
without peer. 

A Cow Boss was always a general in the midst of a constant struggle 
that had not changed much since the first man on a horse fenced in the 
first cows. A big boss could be any city man in a Stetson and a cigar who 
liked the idea of owning cattle. Her father would never give up his title 
of Cow Boss because of a mass invasion of English thistle or a dozen 
broken pumps. He must be feeling—what? Jazz’s heart raced in near- 
panic as she searched his face. Weary? Tired? He certainly didn’t look it, 
but yes, that must be it, he must be just plain tuckered out for the mo- 
ment to even think of letting Casey Nelson become Cow Boss. But did 
that make sense? Would Mike Kilkullen give up being the Cow Boss of 
the Kilkullen ranch because of simple fatigue? 

“Honey, haven’t you got something else to put on?”’ her father asked. 
“You can’t go around like that.”’ 

“T’ll find something,” she said absently. 

“Now.” 

“Yes, sir.’’ Could a man of sixty-five be having a midlife crisis? 


Back at the deserted hacienda, few of the lights were on. Susie, who had 
a nature that was frugal in a few small ways, could never leave the place 
at night without saving electricity. Jazz drove the Jeep she had comman- 
deered as close to the back gate to the patio as she could so that she 
wouldn’t risk getting any of the still-wet chili inside any room but her 
own. She navigated the garden paths carefully, holding the dress up with 
both hands, found her way to the covered veranda that led to all the 
family bedrooms and, pushing open her door with her elbow, went into 
her own room. She'd left a light on by the bed, but trust Susie to have 
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turned it off, she noted, annoyed, as she stepped inside. In the dark she 
took four steps toward the bathroom. A violent pain slammed into her 
shin just below her left knee. She teetered for an instant on her high 
heels, still trying to hold up her dress, before she fell forward onto a mass 
of hard, angular objects, hurting an elbow and an ankle. 

“TI DON’T FUCKING BELIEVE THIS!” she informed the silence in 
a shriek. Slowly she picked herself up from the ambush, letting her dress 
drop, and with her hands stretched protectively in front of her, sweeping 
the darkness for any further obstacles, she groped her way toward her 
bed table and switched on the light. 

A pile of Vuitton suitcases, the ungiving, hard-sided kind with lethal 
metal corners, lay in a careless heap on the floor of her room. 

*“““T just dumped my bags at the house,’’’ she said out loud. “‘I just 
dumped my bags... just... dumped... / Does this look like a 
guest room, dickhead? Answer me! Does it?’’ She looked around the 
room fiercely. As usual, when she was home, she neatened up after her- 
self as she’d been taught to do as a child. Tonight she’d been especially 
careful since there was always the possibility that some of the guests 
might come back after the party for a last drink and a tour of the 
landmark adobe. After she’d dressed for the evening, she’d put all her 
accessories away in the top bureau drawer, and the bathroom was 
equally, impersonally neat. 

“Yes, Jazz, it does indeed look like a guest room, a very nice guest 
room, particularly to the dim, subhuman mind of cretinous cousin 
Casey,’ she muttered as she rubbed the shin where, fortunately, the 
layers of pleated fabric had prevented a bruise from forming, although it 
hurt like hell. 

Jazz managed to release herself from the ruined Grés gown and rolled 
it up tenderly in a towel. She pulled the combs out of her hair, found her 
brush and lashed and bashed at her Spanish confection ruthlessly as she 
stood in front of the closet door and considered what to put on. Jeans and 
a shirt would do on any other night, but not for the Fiesta. She changed 
her beige pantyhose for a pair in gold, and quickly she grabbed a hanger 
from which hung, on tiny straps, a short, shapeless little piece of gold 
cloth. She slipped it over her head and, in an instant, Jazz was reborn, all 
tits, all ass, all gams. Glorious old-time Hollywood gams, Betty Grable 
gams, Ginger Rogers gams, Cyd Charisse gams, the kind of great gams 
that are the stuff of dreams. 

The piece of cloth turned into Calvin Klein’s newest slip minidress, as 
short as a dress can be, the most fiendishly difficult-to-wear item in Amer- 
ican design, a garment brought out every season, always in a different 
fabric, but otherwise identically styled, a dress seemingly designed to 
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mock every woman whose body is less than perfect. A dress that chal- 
lenged all women, especially those who should never wear it. 

Jazz had been born to wear that dress, and after she had photographed 
it on a model for an Absolut ad, she had called the designer in New York 
and got him to send her one months before it went on sale all over the 
United States. She reached into a pot that she’d bought at the Soap 
Factory on Melrose, and threw a handful of gold dust over her hair, 
which now rippled down her back like autumn sunshine in the woods. 
“Go the distance,’’ she muttered to herself, not without a touch of plea- 
sure. She changed her white sandals for a pair in gold, and hung long, 
dangling, flashy, fake yellow diamond earrings from her ears. 

Jazz left her room in a state of maximum disorder, stalked back to the 
Jeep, and within minutes she was back at the party. She surveyed the 
crowd for a moment before plunging back into it. Her eye was abruptly 
caught by the back of a woman’s head, a’ woman with red hair cut so 
short that it almost looked like a boy’s, a woman she hadn’t noticed 
earlier. Surely there was something that tickled her memory in the partic- 
ular poise of that head, in the long line of that neck, in the lovely shape 
of those shoulders? 

Yet, just as surely, Jazz knew that whoever that woman was, she had no 
connection with any previous Fiesta. She was from another world than 
that of the ranch. As she walked forward, curious, she noticed that her 
father was talking with unusual Qnnnanen to the woman whose face she 
hadn’t yet seen. 

Mike Kilkullen looked up and saw his daughter approaching. Jazz 
waved, he waved back, beckoning to her, his expression suddenly chang- 
ing to a look Jazz didn’t understand, a look that mixed the amused wel- 
come she expected with something else that seemed to be a kind of—was 
it anticipation, was it confusion, could it be embarrassment? The woman 
turned around. 

“‘Red!”’ Jazz yelled and rushed toward her, flinging her arms around 
her and hugging her tightly. ‘Red, my darling Red, I would have recog- 
nized you right away if you hadn't cut your hair, what on earth are you 
doing at this hoedown?”’ 

‘Mike invited me,’’ Red answered, returning Jazz's hug. 

The two women fell silent for an instant, gazing searchingly at each 
other, looking for signs of change, as women do who haven't seen each 
other for six years. Jazz had been twenty-three when they last worked 
together during the leaping early stages of her professional progress. Red 
Appleton had been one of the greatest models of the early 1970s and a 
top fashion editor by the 1980s. At the peak of her magazine career she 
had been about to retire to. married life. 
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“Red, where have you been?’’ Jazz demanded. ‘‘You just vanished, 
totally disappeared into the jet-set zoo.” 

“Cap Ferrat, St. Moritz, and a dozen other low-life, high-rent places.”’ 
Red spoke in a Texas drawl that had been imitated by half the girls in the 
business. She had been everybody’s pet, an all-time favorite model, a 
brilliant editor, and always the center of fun on every shoot, good-na- 
tured, unflappable, and without ego. 

“Where are you off to now?” 

“I’m not going anywhere. I’m never going to pack another suitcase. 
I’ve bought a divine place on Lido Island.”’ 

“You? Living in Newport Beach? You, a neighbor! I can’t believe it. 
How come? Where’s that husband of yours?”’ 

““He’s a chapter out of an old paperback I left on a plane.’’ Red 
grinned that huge Texas grin that nobody could imitate. 

“Divorced?”’ 

‘“Definitely.”’ 

““Well, welcome back!’’ Jazz was delighted. She and Red had shared 
the one thing that two women who are able to feign just about anything, 
as all women can, cannot ever feign: genuine liking. She’d vaguely re- 
sented Red’s obscenely rich husband because he had taken Red out of the 
magazine business in which she’d been a star, and whirled her away into 
a life of migratory pleasure-seeking. But then Red, so independent in 
most ways, had always had one weakness: she’d been a sucker for older, 
bossy, dominating men. 

“Dad, you’re full of surprises tonight. Where did you run across my 
darling Red? Or is she another long-lost cousin too?” 

“We met at a party,” Mike answered. 

‘“‘When?’’ Jazz asked, startled. Her father almost never went to parties. 

“A couple of weeks ago.”’ 

“Well, you could at least have told me,”’ she said, obscurely annoyed. 
“I didn’t have the slightest idea that Red was living here.”’ 

“I didn’t know she was ‘your darling Red.’ Am I supposed to make 
weekly reports to you on my social life? Now listen, Jazzbo, you run 
along and have fun. Red’s my date, she couldn’t get here earlier, and 
now we're going to dance till we drop.’’ Mike Kilkullen grasped Red 
firmly and walked toward the dance floor with her. Red fluttered her 
hand at Jazz over her shoulder as she allowed herself to be led away, 
bending gracefully into Mike Kilkullen’s side. 

Jazz stood openmouthed. His “‘social life’? Her father didn’t have a 
social life, not that she knew of. He didn’t go to parties. He didn’t invite 
one of the most beautiful women in the world to his annual family-and- 
old-friends Fiesta. He’d never brought a date to the Fiesta. A couple of weeks 
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ago? How many times had they met in the interval? What was going on? | 
Could anything be going on? Could anything not be going on? Why | 
shouldn’t something be going on? Her father was still a magnificent man. 
Red was what? At least into her forties, in any case. And divorced. Thus 
available. And she’d always been a total sucker for men who told her 
what to do. Her father told everybody what to do. Red only went for 
men much older than she was. He was that for sure: SOMETHING WAS 
GOING ON. 

Well. Well. Well. Jazz’s head and heart did a zigzag, flip-flop, upside- 
down twisting turn as she considered what she had just learned. She | 
struggled to be fair. To be broad-minded. Was there a single reason she | 
could think of why her father shouldn’t have invited Red to be his date | 
tonight? Wasn't this his party, his ranch? Didn’t he have every right to a 
social life? Wasn’t he entitled to the pleasure of—flirting—with a beauti- 
ful woman? Surely Red had let him know that they were old friends. But | 
that didn’t make it a crime that he hadn’t told her about knowing Red for 
two weeks, during which time she, his darling daughter, must have spo- | 
ken to him by phone on a half-dozen occasions. He had a right to some | 
privacy, didn’t he? 

Yes, yes and yes, to all of the above, but what about that look he’d > 
given her as she approached them? She had thought at the time that it 
was embarrassment or confusion and perhaps it had been a little bit of 
both, but mostly it had been—pride. 

And why not pride? What man wouldn't be proud to escort Red Ap- 
pleton. She mustn’t jump to crazy conclusions on no basis, and it wasn’t 
any of her damn business anyway, and even if something was going on, 
so what, why shouldn’t it, Jazz told herself severely. She thrust her heart 
back in its place, grabbed her questioning brain and slammed it shut, 
arranged a smile on her face and, resolutely turning her back on the 
dance floor, studied the tables, deciding which group to join. 

Not far from where Jazz stood, Casey Nelson was seated, calmly eating 
dessert with Valerie on one hand and Fernanda on the other. Both of 
them were bending toward him in obvious fascination. Of course, Jazz 
thought, if Charles Manson were out on parole and could still get it up, 
Fernanda would be making goo-goo eyes at him, but Valerie always re- 
served her interest in new people until she had an inkling of how they 
could be useful to her. 

Jazz slipped through the crowd, refusing all invitations to dance, and 
eased herself into a chair at what seemed to have become the family 
table. She was a mistress of the art of joining a group without disturbing 
it, making herself almost invisible until she wanted to be noticed. She set 
herself to an imperceptible study of this new joker in the pack. 
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After what her father had told her, she’d have to consider him as more 
than an aberrant irritation who would disappear in the morning. He 
wouldn’t last long, of course. This was, had to be, some sort of experi- 
ment on her father’s part, a momentary whim about this investment- 
minded tugboat heir out of the Bad Apple. Perhaps he even had a sub- 
conscious notion he could make this unlikely lad—who had to be thirty- 
two or thirty-three if she was any judge, and she was—into a substitute 
for the son he’d never had. Jazz brightened, and the panic she’d felt a few 
minutes before oozed away. Of course! That was it! Casey Nelson was a 
Kilkullen male. Only by a relatively minor tributary of the bloodstream, 
but still there was that essential connection. Hot damn, she had it! 

He didn’t look like a Kilkullen except for his hair, she thought, flicking 
her eyes at him for an instant in a way that couldn’t attract anyone’s 
attention. His crisp, dark red hair that curled here and there was family 
hair; Mike Kilkullen had had hair like that before it turned white. But no 
Kilkullen had ever looked like a grown-up lion cub, with a forehead that 
furrowed in intensity as he spoke. This Nelson person had a thick sprin- 
kling of freckles on the kind of white skin that would probably burn 
easily; heavy, unruly, red-gold eyebrows over bold hazel eyes and a nose 
that was rather too broad at the base. To her trained eye his features were 
both obstinate and generous. He probably wouldn’t photograph interest- 
ingly, his face was too blunt, too no-bullshit, without enough angles, yet, 
if you just looked at him, there was a certain individuality that the camera 
could seek out. Not the distinction of the almost decadent, old-school 
British look that was still sought in male models, but a conservative, old- 
fashioned kind of—for want of a better word—decency. Didn’t he know 
that just plain decency was out? Just like his bloody Ninja luggage? 

“Oh, Jazz,’’ Valerie said, turning to her and putting a proprietary hand 
on Casey Nelson’s arm. ‘“‘Have you met our newfound cousin, Casey 
Nelson?”’ 

“We're old cronies,’ Jazz said. ‘‘In fact, Casey seems to be sleeping in 


_ my room.” 
He looked up and noticed her for the first time since she’d sat down. 
“I’m sorry .. ..again . . . I thought it was a guest room.” 
“Understandable mistake. That makes two tonight, Casey ... so 


far.’ Jazz threw him a gratuitously wanton smile, a shameless, thoroughly 
naughty smile she reserved for special occasions, just to keep in practice. 
It was a pity to waste one speck of gold dust on her sisters. 

“T’ve just been telling Casey that I know his father, Gregory,” Valerie 
said, refusing to sound puzzled at Jazz’s acquaintance with Nelson. ‘‘He’s 
president of the committee for the Madison Avenue Settlement House. 
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You remember, Jazz, it’s that dreaded charity thing I have to do every 
year,” | 

As to many decorators, the coveted culmination of Valerie’s year was | 
the invitation to create a model room for the Madison Avenue group. | 
The settlement was an Old New York, society-backed charity devoted to 
after-school education for gifted but poor children. Each year the com- 
mittee took over the finest empty house on. the real-estate market and 
asked a selected, group of eager decorators, who would tear each other 
apart for the honor, to design one room apiece. 

‘I had no idea Gregory Nelson had a son who was interested in ranch- | 
ing,”’ Valerie continued. ‘‘I’ve just had the most amusing inspiration. This | 
year I’ve been assigned a child’s room, and now that I’ve met Casey I’m 
going to do a young boy’s room. Can’t you just see him tucked up in bed © 
with his little head crammed full of Western fantasies? I happen to know | 
where I can lay my hands on two of the most extraordinary, museum- | 
quality, antique rocking horses—then Navajo rugs, of course, and piles 
of. Navajo blankets in the corner. I can do the upholstery and bedspread 
in leather, even the walls if I can find just the right color. Cacti every- 
where, in big square terra-cotta pots. Barn-door red for the moldings, 
don’t you think, Casey, and coils of rope piled on top of each other for | 
lamp bases? A saddle mounted into a night table—why not?” 

“Will there be a bookcase for comic books and Western magazines, 
Valerie?’’ Casey asked. ‘‘That’s all a kid really needs.” 

“T shouldn’t think so. No, absolutely not. A bookcase, certainly, but 
not for comics. He can keep them in the bathroom. They'd spoil the 
look.” 

~“*Mustn’t have that,’’ Casey said. He drank half a glass of red wine and 
refilled his glass, the expression on his face carefully unreadable. 

“You do see. I knew you would.”’ Valerie looked about, smiling, aware 
of the becoming color of her leaf-green pants and shirt, so satisfactorily 
crushed in that superior manner that only pure linen has. Gregory Nel- 
son actually her distant cousin? What a piece of luck. Imagine Great- 
Grandfather having let the connection drop and Father having managed 
to forget it. Trust Californian cattlemen for that kind of insular social 
myopia. The Nelsons must own every tugboat in the New York Harbor, 
to say nothing of Hoboken, Boston, and Lord knew where else. Tugboats 
weren't oil tankers, of course, but oil tankers weren’t what they used to 
be. 

“Cousin Casey,” Fernanda purred, ‘“‘now that we’ve discovered each 
other, I have to tell you that nothing, absolutely nothing you read about 
me in Andy Warhol’s diaries is true. How he could have dreamed up that 
business about me and Joe Dallesandro and Mick I can’t imagine, bur—”’ 
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“I didn’t read it,’ Casey Nelson said tersely. 

“I was thinking of suing the estate when the book came out, but I took 
my lead from Halston, when he was still alive. He said it wasn’t worth it 
—it simply spreads the original lie. Do you think that if Andy were still 
alive he’d be dropped by all his friends, the way Truman was? Poor 
Truman—he always said that I was exactly the way he’d imagined Holly 
Golightly. The movie part was originally written for Marilyn Monroe 
anyway, not Audrey Hepburn. Don’t you just adore Tru?” 

‘*Adore’ isn’t a word I'd pick for Capote.” He sipped more wine. 

“Well then, just who is your favorite author?’’ Fernanda asked, leaning 
forward so that the luscious half-moon of her almost-uncovered breast 
nudged the back of his hand. 

“Louis L’Amour.”’ 

“Who?” 

“L’Amour. Louis L’Amour.”’ 

‘“‘Hmmm—but that sounds utterly fascinating. Where do you find his 
work?” 

‘‘Everywhere.”’ 

“Oh,” Fernanda said in disappointment, ‘‘] thought it might be some- 
thing special.” 

“It is,” he told her, and gulped the rest of his glass and refilled it again. 

I'd better rescue the poor slob, Jazz decided. Nobody deserved both 
Valerie and Fernanda trying to impress him at one time, no matter what 
he’d done. 

“Casey,” she said imperiously, standing up and tossing her hair so that 
for an instant she scattered a gossamer cloud of gold dust on her shoul- 
ders. ‘‘Dance?”’ 

“Christ, yes!’’ he said fervently, and rose immediately, still holding the 
wineglass. Jazz approached him with little importunate dancing steps, her 
sliver of gold no more than a blatant invitation to easily imaginable de- 
lights, and for a time-stopped moment everyone at the table gasped at 
her. Casey Nelson took one, big, fast, eager step forward, tripped over 
Fernanda’s foot and sent the glass of red wine flying. It covered Jazz’s 
dress from top to bottom. 

“That's three,”’ Jazz announced with an unsurprised hoot of laughter. 
“With six you get egg roll.”’ 


| pe dug her nails into her palms in | 
annoyance at finding herself so unceremoniously deprived of her new | 
cousin. He was difficult to talk to, but a man as clearly masculine as Casey | 
Nelson was worth working on. It was only a question of finding out what 
plucked his banjo, catching his full attention, and then watching him fall. © 
Obviously he felt that he had to watch his step with his new and distant | 
relatives, or he wouldn’t have been able to conceal some reaction when | 
she had allowed her breast to touch his hand. | 

Casey had potential, enormous potential, Fernanda ‘reflected, as she 
watched him dancing with Jazz. He moved well, with an aggressive 
grace. But he was dancing with that bitch of a Jazz who looked deter- 
mined to keep him all for herself, Jazz who had ten precious years of 
youth more than she had, Jazz who had committed the unforgivable sin 
of becoming world-famous, so famous that men would always find her 
fascinating no matter how old she grew. As much as she had disliked Jazz 
as a child, she really loathed her now, Fernanda thought broodingly, her 
infantile mouth compressed into a thin pink line, her rosy pink skin going 
white with a wave of envy. 

Restlessly, trying to shake off her darkening mood, Fernanda looked 
around the dance floor. Orange County gentry were not her usual style. 
Every man seemed to be a contemporary of her father’s, or a kid who 
belonged to some local family. She sighed and resigned herself to a 
dutiful-daughter evening, although how she could be dutiful when her 
father was dancing away, absorbed by some redhead who looked vaguely 
familiar, she couldn’t imagine. 

“Excuse me, ma’am,”’ a man’s voice said. “‘Would you mind if I sat 
down?” 

Fernanda looked up at a very young man in chinos and an open-necked 
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khaki shirt that he wore with a military air. He was unsmiling, almost 
severe, his jaw firm and his broad shoulders thrown back as if he were 
standing at attention. 

“Wait a minute—it 1s Sam Emmett—isn’t it?”’ 

“Sure is, ma’am. I didn’t think you’d remember me.” 

“I can’t believe how you've grown! Come on, do sit down, Sam. How 
old are you now, anyway? I’m all confused. I haven't seen your mother in 
so long.” 

“I’m almost seventeen, ma’am. Nobody else can believe it either. I’ve 
been growing about a foot a year, I guess, and I haven’t seen you in three 
years. I was just a kid then.” 

“Indeed you were,’’ Fernanda murmured. Sam Emmett, the son of an 
old friend, had been sent away to a military academy in the East when he 
was thirteen and a half, a pudgy brat with a shock of surfer-bleached hair, 
and freckles scattered all over his bold little face. He’d been such a 
discipline problem that his parents had sent him away as a last resort. 

“Well, am I still talking to terrible Sam, the holy terror of Laguna 
Beach?”’ Fernanda asked, amused. 

‘“‘No, ma’am, I’ve shaped up. Next year I'll be captain of cadets,’’ he 
replied in his new man’s voice. 

“Your mother must be very proud.’’ He was one of those teenagers 
who age as you look at them, Fernanda realized. 

“Yes, ma’am. She says she is.” 

“What's all this ma’am stuff, Sam? I’ve known you for years.” 

“‘That’s the way I address a lady, ma’am,’”’ Sam Emmett said stiffly, 
sitting very straight. 

“Is it indeed?’ Fernanda chuckled. ‘‘That’s very reassuring. I feel safe 
knowing that there are still young men who know a lady when they see 
one. But please stop. Call me Fern or I’ll feel too ancient.”’ 

“You could never be ancient, ma’am,”’ he said shyly. 

Fernanda looked him up and down. Sam must be six feet tall. His rapid 
growth had left his frame appealingly gangly, his blond hair hadn’t yet 
_ darkened, although it was so short that it was almost a crewcut. He was a 
few months younger than her son, Matthew, yet in every other way in 
the last three years he had moved from the last border of childhood to 
the beginning of manhood, while Matthew was still firmly a teenager. 
Sam’s deep voice, the strong structure of his face, the determined set of 
his lips, the intense definition of his features, all set him apart from other 
kids of his age. True, he was shy. But that was to be expected. 

‘Are your parents here, Sam?”’ 

“No, they're out of town, so I drove over alone. I’ve had my license 
for almost a year,’’ he said, pride showing through his military varnish. 
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‘Sam, listen, I have to go back to the hacienda to get a jacket—it’s so 
damp here. Could you drive me back in one of the Jeeps—I don’t like 
that road at night.” | 

“Sure thing, ma’am.’ 
Fernanda led the way to the Jeep that Jazz had used earlier, bod soon | 
they were back at the deserted hacienda. | 
“T’ll wait out here for you, ma’am,” Sam Emmett said. | 
‘Oh, please come on in, Sam,” Fernanda replied. “I don’t like going — 
into an-empty house by myself. It’s silly, but I always worry that there | 
might be somebody hiding there.”’ ! 

He jumped down from the Jeep and followed her to the door to her | 
room, where one lamp was lit, standing outside as she entered. Fernanda 
opened the closet and fumbled around, searching for. her jacket. 

‘Damn, I can’t find. it—Sam, come here and. look for my red jacket, 
will you? There’s not enough light in this room and, believe it or not, I’m | 
color blind.” . 

As soon as Sam busied himself in the closet, Fernanda quickly and | 
quietly locked the door of her room. She snatched a towel from. her | 
bathroom and threw it on the bed. Then she went to the closet and — 
touched the boy on the elbow. | 

“Never mind my jacket, Sam. I don’t really want it.” | 

“Huh?” 

“I just wanted to get away from that crowd and be alone with you, 
didn’t you realize that, Sam?” 

“You're kidding!’’ He stood still, half in, half out of the closet, too 
amazed to move. 

“Yes, alone like this,’’ Fernanda said, and reached up’and put her arms 
around his neck. Her pink tongue peeked out and tasted her pouting 
upper lip as she looked up at him with anticipation in her wayward 
turquoise eyes. A. mischievous half-smile lit her face as she savored the 
novel idea that had brought her to her room. 

“IT never thought... you wouldn't want ... ."" The cadet backed 
away, still stiffly military, with an expression of alarm in his stern young 
eyes. 

‘Sam, stop. You might as well relax. Now sit right down here on this 
bed. I want to talk to you.’’ Fernanda employed the commanding tone of 
voice she used with her children, and he responded to her authority, 
lowering himself awkwardly onto the quilt that covered her bed. She 
sank down six inches away from him. 

“Now Sam,” Fernanda continued, in a lowered voice that no longer 
held any maternal note, a voice designed to forge a joking bond between 
them, a smiling, conspirator’s voice, ‘‘do you believe that I don’t know 


73 


that before you came over to the table tonight you’d spotted me sitting 
there by myself: ? Didn’t it cross your mind at that moment that you'd like 
to—oh—I don’t know—kiss me, maybe? Touch me? Even . . . do cer- 
tain things you've probably never done to any woman. Gereatiity not toa 
lady. Didn’t you have those thoughts earlier, Sam? Tell me the truth, on 
your honor as a cadet.” 

“Damn! You're teasing me, aren’t you? You only remember me as a 
brat. You don’t realize I’m grown up now. You think it’s funny to play 
this game with me, right, and then you’re going to tell my mother that I 
had dirty thoughts about you, aren’t you?”’ 

“Neither one of us is going to say one single word to your mother. 
Ever. And I don’t play games with tall, grown-up guys like you. Did you 
have thoughts like that, Sam? You still haven’t answered me.”’ 

“Well . . . maybe something about dancing with you, that’s all,’” he 
mumbled. 

“That’s better, Sam. Much, much better.”’ 

“T don’t get it,” he muttered, but he did not rise from the edge of the 
bed. He sat up straight, his feet squarely on the floor, one hand flat on 
each thigh, looking straight ahead, at attention. 

Fernanda made no attempt to touch him again, although he looked 
adorable and sulky and frightened, the lamplight reflected on his young 
skin, his young lips, the nape of his young neck. She lowered her eyes 
while she spoke so that she could watch the effect of her words on him. 
Her voice had become very soft and she was careful not to move, to 
preserve the distance between them. 

*“*Hasn’t it ever occurred to you, Sam, that a woman like me might find 
something very . . . interesting . . . about a young man of your age? 
When you’re still as young as you are, Sam, you have . . . powers that 
older men don’t have. But you don’t have the opportunities, do you, 
especially in military school? It doesn’t seem fair to me. All that power 
going to waste.”’ 

She paused for a minute and caressingly repeated, ‘‘All that power.”’ 
She watched the boy tremble and grip his thighs with his hands as hard as 
he could. Such big hands, she thought, the hands of a full-grown man. 

‘Tell me something,” Fernanda asked, drawing out every word cajol- 
ingly, whispering as if she were begging him to tell her secrets. “‘Have 
you ever had a woman, Sam? On your honor? Have you ever had a 
naked woman in your bed, a woman who would let you do anything to 
her? Hmmm? I think I know something private about you, Sam. I think 
that in that military academy of yours, night after night, you get into bed 
and then you can’t fall asleep for the longest time because you get hard, 
Sam, your cock gets so terribly hard, so terribly big, because you need a 


74 | 


woman so much, and the more you think about it the bigger and harder. 
you get, so very hard that you think you're going to die if you don’t have | 
a woman... . isn’t that true, Sam?’ | 

“Stop,” he groaned, ‘“‘please stop.”” His legs were still firmly planted - 
on the floor, but Fernanda could see that under the taut crotch of his 
chinos a heavy ridge of flesh was lengthening up flat against his stomach | 
more than halfway to his belt. Sam sat completely immobile except for | 
his hands punishing his thighs, afraid to make a move in her direction, | 
too embarrassed to look at Fernanda but terribly aware of the uncontrol- | 
lable excitement that her whispered words were causing. He still looked 
straight ahead into the dimness of the bedroom but he knew that his | 
penis was jerking against the fabric of his trousers in a way that nobody 
could miss. Fern Kilkullen had dominated his sexual fantasies for years, 
but he was so shy that it had taken the greatest effort to speak to her 
tonight. Now he was terrified that he’d come in his pants if she kept on | 
speaking to him like that. 

‘Do you know what I think, Sam?’’ Fernanda said in her teasing, little- ; 
girl, secret-telling voice. ‘‘I think that in bed at school, you imagine a 
woman, a woman who’s only wearing a tiny pair of panties, so transpar- | 
ent that you can almost see through them, almost but not quite, but you | 
can see that there’s a darkness between her legs. And then you let your- | 
self imagine that this woman is pushing her panties down, very slowly but 
very deliberately, so that you can get a really good look at the wonderful 
hair, blond hair, like mine, so soft and secret between her legs, and then 
you get harder and harder and you can’t stop yourself from putting your. 
hand on your own cock and rubbing yourself, just a little at first, and then 
more and more, and then you let yourself imagine that the woman 
pushes her panties all the way down and kicks them off so that they don’t 
hold her legs together. She’s completely naked now but she doesn’t say 
anything, she doesn’t make a sound, she just lies there with her legs 
spread a little bit apart and she’s moving her ass around on the bed, she 
can't help it, Sam, because she’s so hot knowing that you're looking at 
her and seeing that you’re getting more and more ready for her, oh, so 
hard, Sam, so ready and then you finally can’t help it either, you imagine 
yourself reaching over and putting your fingers on her pussy and the 
woman still doesn’t say anything but she can’t stop squirming, trying to 
lift herself up toward you, and then she puts her own hands on her pussy, 
right over your fingers, and ever so slowly she opens her legs so that you 
can see what the hair is hiding and you know that now, now you can stick 
it inside her—oh, my goodness . . . Sam, I’m going to have to take that 
big cock of yours out of your pants or you'll be in trouble, won’t you?” 
Fernanda whispered. 
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She leaned over quickly, deftly unzipped his fly, took out his straining, 
painfully tumescent penis. “Oh, it’s so big, so beautiful and big,”’ she said 
and held it in her palms, not moving her fingers. As she spoke the boy, 
goaded beyond any restraint, reared backwards and fell onto the bed, 
biting his lips together to stifle his cries. He flooded immediately into her 
cupped hands in quick, huge spurts and with each spurt he bit his lips 
harder so that no sound escaped him. Finally his penis lay heavily in 
Fernanda’s palms. She let it fall forward onto the quilt while she leaned 
over to the towel on the bed, and wiped her hands dry. The boy pushed 
himself back onto the bed, clutching his trousers, his eyes still firmly 
closed, panting in relief. Fernanda bent over him and realized from his 
expression that he still didn’t dare look at her, that he was embarrassed 
by the quickness of his spasms. 

“Oh, Sam, you did just what I wanted, exactly what I wanted you to 
do,” Fernanda assured him. ‘‘You’re going to come again and again, until 
you think you can’t come anymore. /’m going to milk you dry.”’ 

“T don’t get it,”” he said breathlessly, almost sobbing. He opened his 
eyes and looked at her. ‘‘Why did you do that to me? You made me come 
so fast, those things you said, you knew I would, I couldn’t help it. You 
treated me like a toy!”’ 

“Listen, Sam,’’ Fernanda said, in a low but relentlessly carnal tone, ‘‘I’ll 
let you do and see all sorts of things you've dreamed of and some you 
haven’t—and if that’s not good enough, you can leave. We’re just begin- 
ning, that was just a sample. You don’t want to leave now, do you? 
Wouldn’t you rather stay here with me, Sam?’’ While she was talking to 
him she was unfastening her halter and unzipping her deerskin pants so 
that they slid’to the floor. She stood totally naked in front of him and he 
rose up on his elbows, gaping in astonishment, too stunned to say a word. 

“Now, Sam, just watch, don’t you dare move,” she warned him as she 
let her hands wander down her body, lifting and cupping her marvelous 
breasts and squeezing them enticingly together, and then smoothing her- 
self caressingly over her slightly rounded belly and her delicately full 
- hips until she brushed her hands enticingly over her pubic hair, her 
thighs parted a few inches. “Ah... yes . . . I knew I couldn’t trust 
you,” Fernanda said, even as she displayed the softness and shape of her 
body, fingering herself shamelessly. ““You’re getting hard again, Sam.” 

She had no intention of letting the boy touch her until he was so spent 
that he’d be ready to take her directions. She licked her fingers and 
teased her nipples until they stood up hard and firm and pale brown on 
her rosy, lush breasts. The cadet began to breathe with difficulty. “Take 
your clothes off but’ don’t get off the bed,”’ Fernanda told him. She 
watched him as he struggled quickly out of his clothes, her hands never 
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leaving her tense nipples, breathing deeply as he revealed his lanky but | 
powerful naked body. ‘‘Now lie back on the pillows and say, ‘I’m your _ 
slave,’ say it out loud.” | 

“No!” he protested. 

“If you don’t say it I’ll leave. Say it and play with your cock while you | 
say it. Rub yourself the way you do when you’re all alone, show me how 
you do it.” 

“Oh God!”’ 

“Say it!” 

“I’m your slave, I’ll do anything, just let me put it in you.” 

“Oh no, no, not yet. You still have to do what I want, Sam. Don’t | 
worry about it, just look at me, watch what I’m doing, and keep playing | 
with your cock. I want to watch you do it. Don’t stop, don’t stop and | 
don’t try to touch me no matter what I do.”’ 

Fernanda stood close to him as he lay on the bed, so that at eye level he | 
could see her sucking the middle finger of one hand and putting it be- 
tween her legs. She rubbed it back and forth, returned her finger to her 
mouth, sucked on it and then put it back on the fattening, succulent bit of | 
flesh. | 
‘What are you, Sam?” | 

“I’m your slave,”” he moaned through dry lips, feeling his penis fill and 
rise under his rapidly moving fingers. 

“What am I doing, Sam?”’ 

“Touching . . . yourself. Oh God, let me stick it in you, please, just 
once,” he implored. 

“T’m all wet inside, Sam—but you can’t put it in me, you can’t touch, 
you can look but you can’t touch. Keep playing with yourself.” 

“No,” he said unsteadily. ‘I won't. I’m not a baby.” 

“Then Ill have to do it for you,”’ Fernanda said ruthlessly, leaning 
down so that her hair brushed his testicles. She took the jerking, rearing, 
meaty penis in her hands and with sure, swift, merciless strokes massaged 
it up and down, with a knowing, dominating rhythm, until he fell back 
on the bed, giving himself up to her without resistance, moaning for her 
not to stop, not to stop, not ever to stop. He came in seconds, not 
flooding into her hands with the ease of the first time, but spurting sepa- 
rate convulsive contractions that were so powerful that he could do noth- 
ing to keep himself from uttering cries of abandon. 

‘Good, Sam, that was very good,’’ Fernanda praised him as she wiped 
her hands on the towel. ‘‘My slave, that’s exactly what you are. And 
you've finally learned to obey me.” 

She lay down next to him on the bed, and looked at the boy. The cadet 
was utterly limp, almost as if he were unconscious, every muscle, every 
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joint, every tendon of his young body relaxed, his head and his body 
turned away from her, as he lay on: his side. 

Yes, he was the nameless, faceless, devoted slave she had fantasized 
about for so many years—or as close as she was ever going to get. He was 
exhausted, all desire gone. In a minute she would allow him to touch her, 
make him follow every direction she gave him. When he finally got hard 
again, he’d know that he had to wait until she was ready. He belonged to 
her, he’d learned his lesson, she’d trained him. Why had she never tried 
a boy. before, a slave boy, Fernanda wondered:dreamily, and for a few 
minutes she drifted off to sleep. 

She woke to find herself pinioned under Sam's body. His penis, en- 
larged with the almost impossible growth of a man aroused for the third 
time, was pulsating at the entrance to her vagina and her legs were 
spread apart by his knees. With a grunt he pushed the swollen tip 
roughly into her, grinding it forward until he filled her completely. 

“So I’m your slave, am I? I’m fucking you good, you cock-tease. Can a 
slave do that?” he asked ferociously. “‘I’ll show you what kind of slave I 
am.” 

“Stop! Stop or I'll scream.’ 

“T don’t give a shit. You'll take my cock and you'll like it.” 

“Sam, I'll tell your mother!” 

“Oh sure. How did I get to your room? Shut up. You want it, I know 
you do.” 

“T don’t!”’ 

“Yes, you do!”’ He fell silent, gritting his teeth as he pulled his penis 
back violently so that he could shove it forward with all his strength, 
grinding it into her body with the crazed, untutored power that only a 
very young man has. His breathing was uneven, he didn’t touch her with 
his lips or his hands, all his frenzied concentration was on his penis, and 
although Fernanda fought in an effort to stop him, it was as if he had 
jammed a rod into her. Faster and faster he labored, thrashing about on 
the bed, as unconcerned about the woman he was in as if he were in a 
_whorehouse. Finally he rode her into his racking, torturous, short or- 
gasm. He lay heavily on her, still swollen, until finally, as she pummeled 
him, he pulled out, falling away from her without a word. 

Fernanda jumped up, trembling with fury and shock, ran to her closet 
and hastily put on a robe. 

‘Get out of here, you filthy little bastard!’ 

“Christ, give me a break. You got what you wanted, didn’t you? What- 
ever it was. I'll bet you don’t get it like that every day, either.” 

“Just get out!”’ 

“Sure.’’ He stumbled about, putting on his clothes, so weak that he 


could hardly stand. ‘Wow, when I think of the things I imagined—noth- | 
ing came close. Say, Fern, O.K. if I take the Jeep? I’ve got to get back to : 
my car.” 

“Take it,” Fernanda mumbled. “Hurry.” 

‘I’m going. Listen, don’t worry, I won’t tell. Nobody’d ever believe 
this anyway. How lucky can you get?” 
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“It was one of the best Fiestas I can remember,” Jazz assured her father, 
after the last of the guests in the hacienda had finally taken themselves off 
to bed toward three in the morning. 

“You still look as if you could stay up all night,” he said, “but not in 
that dress.” 

“No, Cousin Casey finished off this one too. I would have changed | 
again, but I didn’t have anything except jeans to wear, and if I had had | 
another dress, who knows what he might have done to it? I couldn’t risk 
it 


“He didn’t do it on purpose,” Mike Kilkullen protested, sitting re- 
laxed in one of the two armchairs in his bedroom, where he and Jazz had 
retreated while Casey moved his luggage from Jazz’s room to the guest 
room that would be his for the year. 

“Freud says there are no accidents,” Jazz said, her eyebrows high in 
amusement. 

“Total bullshit,” he answered lazily. 

“You tell him, Dad.”’ 

“So you and Casey made friends, after all?”’ 

“The guy can dance, if that’s what you mean.” 

“Well, you two danced all night.” 

“So did you,” Jazz answered tartly. ‘““With Red.” 

“So I did. I hadn't thought you’d noticed.” 

“Nothing escapes my eye. Listen, Dad, I’m going to bed. I have to go 
back to L.A. tomorrow morning, damn it.” 

Jazz got up from her chair and bent to kiss her father on the top of his 
head. As she turned to leave his room, she saw the picture she had taken 
of her mother that always stood on his night table. For one instant it was 
like looking at a picture of herself, and then quickly it dissolved into the 
familiar enlarged snapshot that was one of the first photographs she had 
ever taken. Jazz had inherited the precise set of her mother’s eyes and the 
shape of her eyebrows, nothing more, but in a quick glance that was 
always the first thing she noticed. Strangers sometimes noticed it too, but 
the differences between her coloring and Sylvie Norberg’s, the differ- 


79 


ences in the shapes of their mouths and the ways their hair grew, often 
made them miss the resemblance. 

Did her father ever sit and gaze into the eyes of that photograph, she 
wondered, or was it just habit that made him keep it there, the only 
photograph in the room? 


Sylvie Norberg arrived in California in January of 1959. The Swedish 
drama student, who was not yet twenty, had been discovered by Holly- 
wood after she appeared in an Ingmar Bergman film. She was the only 
child of a pair of Stockholm intellectuals, her father an artocritic and her 
mother a set designer of repute. They lived an intense bohemian life that 
‘was centered on their daughter. The Norbergs had consistently nurtured 
Sylvie’s early evident talent and encouraged her strong, inborn sense of 
selfhood. 

Her parents had given Sylvie the kind of personal power that only 
comes to someone who has never known what it is to need or to seek 
approbation. Approval had always surrounded her, unnoticed and totally 
accepted and expected, taken for granted like the law of gravity. 

Sylvie Norberg had a flawless confidence about the choices she made 
for herself, a confidence that would be rare in a mature woman. 
Throughout her childhood and girlhood, her free-thinking parents em- 
phasized that her obligation was to exist in the way she felt was right for 
her. Sylvie Norberg was so quietly certain of her decisions, and so win- 
ning in her imposition of them, that no one ever questioned her entitle- 
ment. 

She became an international star in her first American film, the kind of 
star who becomes, quite simply, ‘mevitable, as soon as she is properly 
presented on the screen, just as Audrey Hepburn was in Roman Holiday. 
Sylvie accepted stardom with a luminous and supremely modest grace, 
no more awed or surprised by this turn of events than would be a young 
princess who has known since birth that she is destined to wear a crown. 

The very texture of her attitudes, her foreign upbringing, her foreign 
standards, her enchanting gravity, were so different from that of other 
young Hollywood stars that the press treated everything she said with 
serious respect. She conquered journalists without making the slightest 
attempt to do so. She spoke English slightly too well, in a slight Scandina- 
vian accent that gave her words a weight of charm and meaningfulness 
that no other accent in spoken English can produce. 

Sylvie Norberg was not. a flaxen Swedish blond. She had soft dark 
blond hair with a slight natural wave, cut simply just below her chin. A 
light as changeable and mysterious as a combination of moonstones and 
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moonbeams poured from her clear gray eyes, a light that could be kin- 
dled by a word, extinguished by a word, a mesmerizing light that made 
everyone who saw her wonder what she was thinking. Except for her 


supremely interesting regard, Sylvie’s beauty was untheatrical, touch- ! 
ingly simple and uncomplicated, the look of a woodland dryad, with a | 
freshness that was exactly right for the dawn of the 1960s. She looked | 


like a sensitive tomboy with a mind of her own, a quality that was the 


essence of the way women wanted to look in a reaction against the so- | 


phisticated, mature stars of the past. 


Indifferent to public opinion and free of any sense of the limitations | 


that life imposed on ordinary people, Sylvie’s personal motto was simple. 
What she wanted, she would have. 

Throughout her youth she had a history of taking the right turnings on 
the paths of life. But Sweden, she knew, was not as complicated as Holly- 
wood. In the film industry she would have to stand up for herself or 
come to belong to a system whose ideals didn’t match hers. 

After her second film was completed, the summer of 1959, Sylvie 
Norberg took a holiday at exactly the moment when an ambitious Ameri- 
can actress would have thrown herself into her career without a thought 
for anything else. But Sylvie had just completed two major pictures, back 
to back, with all the obligations of interviews and photo sessions atten- 
dant on the emergence of a new star, and she decided that she wanted 
time off to absorb her new experiences. 

It wasn’t possible to spend the summer in Sweden because she had a 
movie commitment for September which would require several costume 
and wig fittings in Hollywood during the months of July and August. Still 
she was conscious of a deep need to hear Swedish again, to speak Swed- 
ish again. She missed the cadence of her native tongue far more than she 
had expected she would. Sylvie accepted a standing invitation to stay 
with a cousin of her father’s, Sven Hansen, who ran a small Swedish 
coffee house in San Juan Capistrano. 

In San Juan she would be near enough to Los Angeles to take the train 
up for the day, but the tiny old town, built around the ruins of its great 
Mission, was so quaint, so old-fashioned and so far off the beaten track, 
that summer there would be as refreshing as a trip to a foreign country. 
Her first picture hadn’t reached the one movie house in San Juan yet, 
Sven assured her, and her second wouldn’t be released until the fall. 
“Some folk may recognize you, particularly after that Life magazine 
cover,”’ Sven said, ‘‘but they won’t bother you if you don’t want them to. 
And you can count on me not to boast about my famous cousin.”’ 
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In the spring of 1959, Mike and Liddy Kilkullen finally admitted to each 
other that they had reached the end of their marriage. The upbringing of 
their daughters had provided the thin glue that had kept them together 
for so long. They had never been able to paper over the fact that they 
had each, quite simply, married the wrong person. 

Her thirtieth birthday had galvanized Liddy, forcing her to focus on 
her discontent, and had made her decide to get out while she still could. 
Valerie was eleven and Fernanda was eight, and she nourished flint-hard, 
lofty ambitions for them. She intended them to have all the things she 
had given up, things they would never have if they continued to grow up 
on the ranch. She had endured its isolation from a major city for ten 
endless years, but if she didn’t take them East now and put them into 
good schools, they would never have the polish necessary to take their 
proper places in the world. 

Liddy gathered up her daughters and returned to her parents’ house in 
Chestnut Hill, near Philadelphia, to spend the summer before filing for 
divorce. She wanted to consult her family’s lawyers before she took the 
final step. . 

Mike Kilkullen did not try to stop her. It was far too late for that, he 
thought with a mixture of acquiescence and a deep sense of failure. If it 
were not for the children, he and Liddy would have been nothing more 
than memories to each other for the last decade. They would work out an 
arrangement so that the girls would spend as much time with him as 
possible, but he had long known that she would one day go back to a life 
she should never have left. 

It had been more than two years since she had let him touch her. He 
didn’t blame Liddy any more than he blamed himself for not agreeing to 
her repeated suggestions that he sell the ranch and try to make a life for 
them in Philadelphia. Even the fact that she could come up with such an 
insane notion showed how pitifully mistaken they had been to get mar- 
ried in the first place. 

The weather that spring had been as good as. his inner climate had 
been dismal. After heavy winter rains, the mesas of the ranch had turned 
as green as Ireland, the cattle had eaten their fill, and after the roundup 
in March, the crop of healthy, well-grown young calves had fetched rec- 
ord prices. Mike Kilkullen bought two prize bulls at the auction in the 
Cow Palace in San Francisco and put the rest of his profits for the year in 
the San Clemente Bank, where he did all his banking. 

You couldn't get rich as a cattleman, Mike reflected, not in California, 
but if you didn’t live too high, if you took care of your land and your 
stock and you kept enough flat crop land rented to provide you with an 
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annual income that you could count on—well, you’d never starve, that — 
was for damn sure. 

In Texas the sixty-four-thousand-acre ranch would be considered a | 
small spread, yet at thirty-four Mike Kilkullen found himself one of the | 
major landowners in all of Southern California. The ranch covered al- | 
most one-sixth of Orange County, and even though he voted Demo- | 
cratic, he was considered an outstanding citizen—if you forgot the fact | 
that his personal life was as dry as a sinkhole and as bleak as the land | 
above the treeline on Old Saddleback. | 

Self-pity makes me want to puke, Mike said to himself, and drove into 
San Juan to see if Sven Hansen’s coffee house was still open. He could 
use a piece of cake and a cup of coffee. He wasn’t in the mood to mingle | 
with the merry, thoroughly sloshed crowd that hung out at the Swallows 
bar tonight, but the hacienda was so empty after dinner, without his | 
children, that he had to get out or risk feeling sorry for himself. The 
trouble with cattle, he thought, was that the critters were inclined to | 
sleep at night. If they didn’t, he’d never have to stop working and start 
thinking. 

The coffee house was empty when Mike looked in, but behind the | 
counter he saw a girl in a summer dress washing a cup and saucer. Sven — 
must have hired a waitress, he thought, and went in and sat down. | 

“Miss? Is it too late to order?” 

“What is your pleasure, sir?’’ Sylvie asked. She’d come down from her | 
room for a cup of coffee and was about to close for the night, since Sven 
was out. But she’d played a waitress once, and suddenly it amused her to 
play one tonight. The thought filled her eyes with a wanton light. 

“Coffee, please, and some of Sven’s seedcake if you have any left.” 

Holy Mary, Mother of God, what was his pleasure? Show him another 
waitress in all the world who looked at him with such delicate mockery, 
who asked that question in that wonderful accent, using those insanely 
inflammatory words, and he’d show her what his pleasure was. His plea- 
sure was to kiss her until she was dizzy, to start with .. . 

‘May I offer you cream, or do you prefer it as it comes?”’ Sylvie asked. 

“Black's fine. Have you worked here long?”’ 

“Only a week. Sven is my father’s cousin.” 

“Are you here for long?” 

“Tam visiting for the summer only,’’ Sylvie said regretfully. 

‘““Do you have a name?”’ asked Mike Kilkullen. 

“Sylvidven Ati 

He was splendid, Sylvie thought. After six busy but lonely months in 
Hollywood she had begun to wonder where she would find the only kind 
of man who attracted her, the fully adult yet uncomplicated, utterly mas- 
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culine men she'd found in Sweden. She had no time for the actors or the 
producers, directors and writers of Hollywood. They all were too frag- 
mented, too artificial, too preoccupied with the silly, necessary business 
of movies. 

This stranger reminded her of the giants of mythology that she had 
studied at school, so tall, so broad, so commanding. He looked like a 
leader of men, he looked like a lover of women, he looked like a man 
who never put a foot inside a house if he could help it. She studied his 
strongly hewn features in his square face, his ferociously blue eyes, his 
fine, aquiline, aristocratic nose and thatch of thick red hair, wondering 
what background had created this man. She would have him, she de- 
cided. She wanted him. Now. 

“I’m Mike Kilkullen,” he said, getting up and shaking hands. ‘Would 
you care to sit down and have a cup of coffee?” 

“Ts it permitted for a waitress to join a customer?”’ 

“In San Juan Capistrano, everything is permitted,’ Mike said, with his 
slow smile. ‘Welcome to Liberty Hall.” 

“Do you live in this neighborhood, Mike Kilkullen?’’ she asked 
gravely, sitting down. Of course he had to be Irish. Why had she not 
known at once? A creature of the north, like herself. A man with hot 
blood and no doubt a bad temper, given to deep loyalties, intense stub- 
bornness, sometimes abandoned to melancholy, living always with a 
touch of madness. 

“T own a ranch about five miles south of town.” 

“What do you grow?” 

“Grow? I’m a cattleman,”’ he said with a surge of pride in being able to 
so present himself to this lovely woman, for she was too composed, too 
sure of herself, to be considered a girl. ““Would you like to visit my 
ranch? Someday soon? I can arrange it with Sven. Do you ride?”’ 

He was as anxious as a boy asking a girl to the senior prom. Did this 
woman have any idea how beautiful she was? It puzzled him enormously 
to find her working in such a simple place, at such an unexpected job, but 
he thought it would be rude to ask her personal questions. 

“I love to ride. Can you provide me with a mount?”’ 

“No problem.” 

‘Tomorrow is my day off,”’ Sylvie said. 

“But that’s Saturday. Won’t Sven need you?” 

“Perhaps he will, but I won’t be here. I will be riding with you, won’t 
I? In Liberty Hall?’’ When Sylvie smiled, the little pockets of flesh under 
her eyes, those expressive puffs of amusement, suddenly changed the 
quality of her gravity to sheer joy. 

‘You've picked up the customs of the country already.” 
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“I’ve been told I’m a quick study.” 
“I'll come by for you whenever you say. I can pack a lunch and we can 
ride out to the ocean and have a picnic by the bluffs.” 


“Oh yes! That is exactly what I want to do tomorrow—and I always do 


what I want.” 


‘My father used to come down here, wade in and practically scoop the _ 
lobsters up in his bare hands,” Mike told Sylvie as they galloped up to a | 
cove set into yellow bluffs down which tumbled a blaze of magenta and | 
purple bougainvillea. They dismounted and Mike threw a blanket, a | 
package of sandwiches, and a thermos down in front of a pile of drift- | 
wood where they could eat sheltered from the breeze that blew steadily _ 


along the shore. 


To their left the Pacific broke in a never-ending chevron of foaming | 


waves and high-tossed white spray against the boulders of Valencia Point. 


Between the cove and the water lay a wide, firm beach on which the | 
darkish sand, at low tide, was webbed with a network of seaweed and | 


fringes of foam, bubbly threads of kelp, and the furze of tide plants. 
Above them floated an endless sunny tent of sky agleam with the particu- 
lar gauzy, intoxicating lightness that only forms where sky and ocean 
meet. 

Mike unsaddled the horses so that they could wander at will. Sylvie ran 
out onto the beach, where drops of water sparkled on the sea’s leavings, 
and stood just clear of the low-tide mark, shading her eyes with her hands 
as she slowly turned in a full circle. The ocean, the beach, the miles and 
miles of green hills, the tip of the mountain that was visible in the far 
distance above the edge of the low bluffs—she spun around and around 
and looked far out to the horizon and opened her arms in delight at the 
limitless freedom of this place that stretched from sea to mountaintop. 

“It’s heaven!” she cried, and began to run wildly up the empty beach 
toward no particular destination, a reaction common to many humans 
when they find themselves standing on the edge of a continent. Mike 


Kilkullen laughed at the sight of the two horses, who broke into a gallop — 


as she ran, all three creatures at one with the sea, the sun, the air and the 
eternal rhythm of the breakers. He ran out to join Sylvie, and the two of 
them raced up and down the beach, changing directions unexpectedly, 
swerving and skidding and bumping into each other as senselessly as 
unleashed puppies, until they had to stop because they were breathless 
and gasping. 

They fell onto the sand, immediately discovered that it was soaking 
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wet, helped each other up, laughing helplessly, and tottered up the slope 
to the cove, where they collapsed on the blanket, still laughing. 

“Don’t you want to kiss me?’’ Sylvie asked when she could talk. 

‘That's the dumbest question I ever heard,’’ Mike answered, and pin- 
ioned her in his arms. She was finely made and slender, he was big and 
solid, but they were both strong and equally given over to a madness that 
had possessed them both since they had laid eyes on each other the night 
before, a’need that had kept them both up all night, filled with feverish 
imaginings. 

Impetuous, clumsy, awkward in their frantic eagerness, they kissed and 
embraced with a hastiness that bruised their lips and made them bump 
their noses and chins together until they found the right way to fit their 
faces together. 

Sylvie started to unbutton Mike’s shirt while he was kissing her. She 
had to see the whiteness of his skin where the line of tan stopped below 
his open shirt, she had to put her hands flat on the muscles of his great 
chest and feel their strength, she had to rub the texture of the hair on his 
chest against her open palms. She had taken lovers since she was just 
sixteen, but not one of them had ever made her feel so ravenously, 
mindlessly urgent, as if this act had to take place before the rest of her life 
could begin. 

*““Wait!’’ Mike said as she began tugging impatiently at his belt. “‘Are 
you sure you know what you're doing?” 

“The dumbest question—why don’t you help?’’ He looked into Sylvie’s 
eyes and there he saw the answer to his question, there he saw that with 
this woman he had entered a strange and foreign world in which no 
more questions were necessary. He had only to follow her lead. 

“I’m helping,’’ Mike said, and stripped naked in seconds. He laid 
Sylvie down flat‘on the blanket and undid her white linen shirt and 
unzipped her white slacks deftly, although his fingers were trembling. 

“Hurry,” she commanded, wriggling out of her clothes without the 
slightest hesitation. 

“‘Hurry?”’ He wanted to explore the marvels of her body slowly and 
carefully. 

“I want you now,”’ she said, in a low, vibrating voice that brooked no 
argument, and in a supple, sudden movement she sat up on the blanket 
and launched herself over him, toppling him down so that she was 
perched on top of him, her legs parted, pressing his thighs together. She 
took his erect penis in her hand and paused a moment, glorying in its 
bulk and readiness, and then, without a word, she moved forward and 
upward, and slowly, unhesitatingly, impaled herself on it, a slim, firm, 
white column of flesh, braced on the heels of her hands, her breasts 
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pointing upward, her head thrown back and her lips parted in a grimace 
of mingled pain and victory, as if she were a runner who had broken the 
tape at the finish line of a race. 

Then she lay forward on his chest and stretched her legs straight out 
over his, her full weight on him, so that their two bodies were together, 
flesh to flesh, for their entire length. He was so much larger than she was 
that her weight felt like nothing, and he lay back, willing himself to 
control, waiting to see what she would have him do next. She rested for a 
minute, feeling him swelling steadily and ever more tightly inside of her, 


listening to his heartbeat, measuring the sound of his breathing, feeling | 


the beat of his pulses. 

He was like a huge untamed animal she had hunted on a savage shore 
and brought to ground, she thought, with the sun hot on her back and 
the taste of salt on her lips. Now there was no hurry, now she all but 
owned him. What she wanted she would have. Now she could give 
herself up to the play of luxurious and deliberate movement, squeezing 
her pelvic muscles together so faintly that the change she made might not 
have been perceptible to a man less aroused than Mike Kilkullen. 


That tiny tingle of a signal was all he needed. He put his arms around | 


her slight, perfect body and, without withdrawing from her, he lifted her 
easily and placed her under him so that he was gazing down at her. They 
looked at each other and he saw that she understood that no woman was 
going to ride him into submission, no woman was going to rush him into 
a climax for which he wasn’t prepared. 

Slowly he eased himself completely out of her body and guided the 
underside of his penis deliberately and carefully back and forth across the 
fiery axis of moist flesh between her legs. Then he entered her again, 
pushing into her steadily, pausing between each inch of progress, coming 
to rest solidly inside her while she clenched and unclenched her muscles 
against him. No word passed between them as he pulled out again and 
rubbed himself slowly against the tender, burning, most secret place of 
her body, feeling her lifting her hips higher and higher, listening to the 
rhythm of her breathing quicken and catch and hold as she squeezed her 
eyes tightly shut. Only when he felt the first unmistakable tightening and 
lunging of her buttocks, only when he heard her begin to cry out, did he 
allow himself to quickly reenter her warmth and give himself up to the 
rhythm that would bring them both to the fullness of their passion. 

They lay on their sides, clasped in each other’s arms, his penis still 
inside her. 

“This can’t have happened,’’ Mike said in a voice that seemed to be 
that of a stranger. 

“It usually doesn’t,” she answered, laughing softly. 
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“Don’t laugh, I'll slip out if you do.” 

“Sooner or later you will anyway,” she assured him, still laughing. 

‘Are you such an expert?’’ Mike asked, suddenly alert, and there was 
an undertone to his question that made her pull away immediately and sit 
up, a creature from a magic wood who had ventured out of the protec- 
tion of the forest into the full sun of day, her arms clasped around her 
knees, hiding her breasts. 

“There is no better sport I know in which to be an expert.”’ There was 
no challenge in her voice, only a serene certainty of the truth of her 
statement, but her eyes were no longer laughing. 

“What I mean . . . what I’m trying to say . . . you—’’ Mike sat up 
too, suddenly feeling that lying down he was at a disadvantage. 

“What you’re trying and failing to say, my darling, is that you’re sur- 
prised—no, shocked—to find that a woman you have known only since 
last night gives herself to you so freely. And that she considers making 
love a sport that one should do well. Isn’t that so? You don’t even have to 
answer, I can see it on your face. You expected to have to pay court to me 
for weeks before I might—just might—let you have me like this, and 
even then I would not be the one to choose the moment. And it would 
have been at night, wouldn’t it? According to your expectations, I should 
have had to ‘get to know you’ first.” 

“You're putting words in my mouth,”’ he protested, but he knew that 
everything she said was true. 

“No, not at all. I’m reading your mind. You’re an American male, and 
I have learned to understand them, how they think, what they believe, 
how they feel women should behave. I didn’t expect you to be the single 
exception in this country.”’ 

Sylvie’s dignity was total and touching, her gentle sense of authority 
implicit in every sentence she spoke, although she was still flushed in the 
aftermath of love and so tousled that she looked even younger than her 
twenty years. 

“Damn, I don’t understand you!’’ Mike exclaimed in the frustration of 
incomprehension. ‘‘You told me you were some kind of relative of 
Sven's, here on a short visit, you’re working for him at the coffee house 
—now you’re an expert on American male behavior and thought. But 
you’re too beautiful to be a sociologist or an anthropologist or a profes- 
sor of some kind. You’re altogether too beautiful and too sure of yourself 
and too damn knowing about sex to be any ordinary woman. What's 
going on here?” 

Kneeling, he grabbed Sylvie by her shoulders and pulled her close, 
tipping her chin up with his thumb and fixing her gaze. ‘‘Just what ss 
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going on here,” he repeated. “Are you a mermaid or some kind of © 
changeling or elf in human disguise?”’: 

“Only an actress,”’ she told him, lowering her lids and smiling inno- 
cently. 

‘“*‘Only an actress’? Only an actress where?”’ 

“Stockholm ... and... . Hollywood.”’ 

‘“‘A movie actress? I’ve never seen you. What have you done in En- 
glish?”’ 

“Only two movies. The first was Perfect Strangers. The second one, The 
Inconstant Wife, hasn’t been released yet.’’ 

“I haven’t seen a movie in six months, but I read the papers from time 
to time. Perfect Strangers was a huge hit. What part did you play?” 

“The lead.”’ 

“The girl they called the new Ingrid Bergman, the girl they . . .” 

“Yes, yes, yes! I was going to tell you anyway, so you can stop this 
interrogation. I’m a movie star, not just an actress. Does that bother 
you?” . 

“T have the feeling that it should, but I don’t exactly know why,’’ Mike 
said slowly, trying to absorb this oddly unwelcome information. He felt 
surprised, confused and disoriented, as if something had shifted and 
dimmed, as if a cloud had passed over the sun. “‘Does it bother you?” 

“It’s my work,”’ Sylvie answered lightly, casually, ‘‘but it isn’t easy for 
other people to see me clearly when they think ‘movie star’—that’s why I 
pretended to be a waitress last night—although I wouldn’t have bothered 
for anyone but you.”’ 

“Is Sven really your father’s cousin?” 

“Oh yes, that much was true. And the coffee was real coffee.” 

“What else should I know about you that I don’t?” he demanded, 
roused to impatience by her teasing. 

“You know more already than any other man in America. And I know 
nothing about you, Mike Kilkullen, except that you make love marvel- 
ously. And that you can blush under your tan. Remarkable.” 

“I’m married, Sylvie, but my wife and I are separated. She’s going to 
file for divorce in the fall. Sven doesn’t know that. Nobody does. I have 
two daughters, eight and eleven. I’m thirty-four. Except for the army, 
I've lived here all my life. I’m a simple man, Sylvie. I don’t know any- 
thing about your kind of life.”’ 

‘““Why should you? You are planted like a great tree here in this mar- 
velous, marvelous place. You are in your element, bossing everyone 
around—oh, I saw how quickly you were obeyed when you ordered the 
horses saddled. This is your place, Mike, your home place. It must be so 
good to have land that no one can take away; a beach on the edge of the 
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ocean, a mountain and all the miles and miles that lie between the two. 
You felt so solid, so real when I was lying on you, like the earth itself.” 

She sounded wistful, he thought, and almost forlorn. ‘Do you miss 
Sweden?” he asked. ‘‘Are you homesick, my beautiful crazy little movie 
star sweetheart?” 

“IT was homesick until today. I won’t be if you hold me in your arms. | 
won't if you make love to me again. It’s the only cure I know.” 

“Shall we make love as a cure or as a sport?” 

“Both,” Sylvie murmured into his lips. What she wanted she would 
have. 


During the next two months, Mike Kilkullen hurried through his duties 
on the ranch, delegating authority freely for the first time since his fa- 
ther’s death, so that he and Sylvie could spend as much time together as 
possible. He spoke immediately to his friend Sven Hansen, to tell him 
about his separation and the planned divorce, news that Sven accepted 
with little surprise and kept to himself. 

However, Mike knew that he couldn’t be seen again picking Sylvie up 
in front of the coffee house without involving the whole small town in a 
flurry of speculation and gossip. The hacienda was staffed by a new cook, 
Susie Dominguez, and two maids who were delighted to be told to go 
home early every evening, leaving the house empty and dinner in the 
stove. Sylvie bought a little car and at dusk, when the light was at its most 
beautiful, she drove out to the ranch to be with him. Their meetings 
were wild with an intemperate hunger that swiftly grew from passion to 
love. 

At night, before they slept, they often walked around the vast private 
paradise of the peaceful, enclosed, unexpected gardens, a secret pattern 
of green-walled rooms, stopping here and there to touch a white rose 
that signaled to them in the moonlight, to pick a few leaves of lavender 
and rub them between their fingertips, to dabble their hands in the foun- 
tain that stood in the center of the main patio, to sniff the many perfumes 
that the night released, finding all the hidden garden seats on which they 
could silently contemplate the immensity of their happiness, the nights so 
quiet that every whinny from the stables was clearly audible. With an 
unspoken, mutual mixture of superstition and willful blindness, they re- 
fused to discuss the future until it was almost time for Sylvie to go back to 
Los Angeles and start work on her new picture. Their nights had no 
edges or boundaries. Although their time together was circumscribed to 
the kingdom of the ranch, these hours of perfect happiness spilled over 
into their days, during which their love for each other was a constant, 
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obstinate, aching presence in their bloodstreams, blurring the thread- 
bare, ordinary, outside world. 

On a Friday late in August, Sylvie finally broke the silence. ““One more 
week . . . after the Labor Day weekend I must start work,’’ she said 
tonelessly, and pulled at the petals of a faded ivy geranium, adding to the 
shower of pink that lay at her feet like confetti. 

“Don’t you think I know? I know to the hour. To the minute.” 

“What are we to do? It’s unimaginable. I don’t know how to start to 
think about it.” 

“Darling, it’s very simple. I had a letter from my wife’s lawyer last 
week. She’s going to fly back to California and file for divorce. In a year 
from that day the divorce will be final. Next year, at this time, if you still 
love me, we’ll get married.” 

“Nothing can be that simple,” Sylvie said longingly. 

‘But it is,” Mike answered with conviction, pushing aside the thought 
of the details of the letter he’d received. 

He would pay Liddy twenty-five thousand dollars a year in alimony for 
life or until she remarried; he would assume all the children’s expenses, 
including clothes, medical costs, private schools and eight years of higher 
education after high school. He would pay three hundred and fifty dol- 
lars a month per child in child support when the girls were out of school, 
unless they were with him. Liddy would take one-half of all his ranching 
profits since they had married. The only reason she wasn’t entitled to half 
the ranch and half the house was that they belonged to him by inheri- 
tance. - 

His lawyer had protested angrily that he was being robbed blind, that 
the alimony and child-support payments. were far higher than any court 
would award, higher than those imposed on any man except a rare mil- 
lionaire, but Mike had accepted all the conditions. 

He had his land, he had his herds, he had the Hacienda Valencia, he 
would always be able to take care of Sylvie, and he was willing to give 
Liddy whatever she asked in.exchange for his freedom. 

“It is that simple,’”’ he repeated, since Sylvie was looking at him with 
disbelief clear in her gaze. 

“Mike Kilkullen, you oversimplify.” 

“I said, if you still love me . . . I’m not taking anything for granted. 
What more is there?”’ 

“T will still love you.”’ 

Sylvie Norberg had never been as beautiful as when she said those 
words, nor had the mysterious, mesmerizing light that came from her 
eyes ever been so disturbing as when she slowly continued. Her self- 
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confidence, always so reliable, was profoundly shaken as she realized the 
gravity of this decision. 

“There are so many other things we haven’t talked about,” she said 
haltingly, as one detail followed the other. ‘““My new film—I didn’t want 
to spoil our time together with the details—but my new film is to be shot 
on location in England and Italy. That means I'll be away for three 
months. When I come back, I’ll have a few weeks to be with you and 
then—after Christmas—there is another film I have accepted in Holly- 
wood. We shoot every day during the week. Oh, my darling, I'll only be 
able to be with you on the weekends. Three months, Mike, three months 
apart—only a few weeks together before I start to work again, and then 
—only weekends. Are you willing to live like that?” 

“Tam, if you are,” he said carefully, trying not to sound as grim as he 
felt. He hadn’t made a serious effort to comprehend what a movie star’s 
work meant in terms of sheer time. He had refused to face something he 
hoped would disappear by itself. But he could never let her go. That was 
not an option. 

“But, Mike, do you think that you'll still mean that in the future—say 
five years from now? I warn you, my darling, it’s not easy for an actress to 
be a good wife. Acting is not merely what I do, it’s the one thing I 
absolutely need to do and I must feel free to do it. Free, Mike, really and truly 
free, without any guilt, without being torn apart by compromise, without 
ever looking over my shoulder at a part I turned down because I knew 
that it would upset you if I took it. What I want, I must have. The only way 
I know how to live, the only way I intend to live, is fully and deeply, 
taking everything I can from existence. It’s as simple as that for me—I’m 
selfish, you see, dreadfully selfish, the kind of selfishness that it’s fair to 
call ruthless. I’m determined to live exactly as I choose, no matter what 
anyone wants of me, no matter what anyone says. This summer, these 
months with you—they’ve been—outside—the rest of my life. I may 
never be like this again. We may never have months like these again. If 
you change your mind about me, I will never blame you.”’ 

“T’m willing to take my chances,’ he replied confidently. He could 
tear out his heart with his bare hands more easily than he could change 
his mind now. And how could any twenty-year-old girl—even this be- 
loved, fierce, eloquent nymph—possibly imagine how she would feel in 
five years? She thought she was a philosopher, she thought she could see 
into the future, she thought she knew exactly how she wanted to lead the 
rest of her life, but already she had been changed by love more than she 
guessed. How could she imagine that she was selfish and ruthless? Those 
ridiculous words alone proved that she was overdramatizing the situa- 
tion. Of course she’d always be free to act, but didn’t she realize that love 
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inevitably took away perfect freedom? That no one had ever had both? 
She’d find that out sooner or later, God knows, for marriage changed 
women even more than it changed men. 

“T think,”’ Sylvie said, so thoughtfully that she sounded sad and som- 
ber, ‘‘that perhaps a woman like me should never marry. Perhaps it is not 
fair to any man.” 

Now he was sure that she was a little cockeyed, Mike Kilkullen told 
himself as he shut her up firmly with a storm of kisses. A woman like her 
was meant to be married if ever a woman was. If his darling Swede were 
allowed to run around without a wedding ring on her finger, no man was 
safe. If she wanted to go away from time to time and do the work she 
loved almost as much as she loved him, so be it. In any case, what choice 
did he have? 


L the summer of 1960, Lydia Henry 
Stack Kilkullen flew out to California to pick up her final divorce papers. 
She rented a car at the airport and checked into a room she’d reserved at 
the Beverly Wilshire Hotel. This was, she realized, the first time she’d 
ever spent a night on her own in Los Angeles, a city that was an hour and 
a half’s drive from San Juan Capistrano, but a galaxy apart in attitude. 

During her early years of life at the ranch, Liddy had been aggressively 
antisocial. Since she knew in advance that Orange County would never 
provide the kind of society she belonged in, she had turned her back on 
it. Orange County had never noticed. However, in the sixth year of her 
marriage, she had formed a friendship with a childless couple from San 
Clemente, Nora and Deems White, the son and daughter-in-law of 
Henry White, who had long been the Kilkullens’ banker. 

Nora was an immensely rich girl, an orphan who had inherited a vast 
fortune from her San Diego family, but to Liddy she had always been 
without interest, in spite of her money and the good schools to which she 
had been sent. Nora was lumpy and irredeemably plain, with no charm 
or conversation. She adored her husband and harbored great ambitions 
for him, which she shared with her father-in-law. 

Deems White, a lawyer, was an exceptionally attractive man, indeed so 
attractive that it was apparent to anyone who met the couple that he 
could only have married Nora for her money. Yet such was Deems 
White’s charm that people not only didn’t hold the cold-blooded mar- 
riage against him, but thought that Nora had been damned lucky to get 
him. 

Deems White was of middle height, with straight sandy hair above a 
finely molded, sensitive yet somehow impish face. He resembled a young 
English university don in a 1920s photograph, with his long, mildly 
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crooked nose, his reluctant, sideways grin, his ever-present pipe and his 
way of casually wearing his well-chosen clothes. 

Deems couldn’t make himself take the legal profession seriously, al- 
though he was as clever as any well-connected lawyer needed to be. 
However, it was one way to pacify his father about his future, since 
Henry White, the dominating parent of an only child, never ceased to 
insist that Deems had the capacity to do something important with his 
life. Indeed, Henry White had engineered his son’s marriage with the 
thought that Nora’s money would help Deems’s future, and he had 
found it useful to go along with his father’s plan. 

If Deems White had had his own private income, he world have 
drifted to Europe and fallen in with a raffish, rich, bohemian group who 
lived off their unearned wealth, who painted a little, who wrote a little, 
who skied a little, drank a lot and didn’t care with whom they slept. 
Nora’s income was the closest he’d come to inherited wealth, since his 
father gave him nothing more than the legal business he steered toward 
his son. The young Whites’ large house and frequent trips to Europe 
were the nearest equivalent to the life Deems felt he had been born for. 

Fortunately for Deems, Nora was a worshipful woman, painfully aware 
of her plainness, who was easy to please, and easier still to ignore. She 
was convinced that it was entirely her fault that her husband made love to 
her only on the rarest of occasions. Sex, she decided, wasn’t important to 
her, but it was essential to be able to live in Deems’s beloved shadow and 
she was grateful to spend her large income keeping him happy. 

In 1953, Henry White gave a dinner party to celebrate his fifteenth 
year as president of the San Clemente Bank. Mike Kilkullen insisted that 
Liddy make an effort and go with him to honor the man who had been 
his father’s banker, and whose grandfather had been his grandfather's 
banker. 

Liddy agreed, although an evening with San Clemente’s small and 
provincial business community made her turn up her nose. She was 
twenty-four at the time, the mother of one five-year-old child with a bad 
cold and another who was two and teething, but as soon as she applied 
makeup and dressed, Liddy became utterly un-Californian, a sophisti- 
cated woman who was far more brittle and hard-edged than she had been 
when Mike Kilkullen first laid eyes on her. Her mouth was firmly painted 
in scarlet now, her skin powdered uncompromisingly white, and she had 
learned to use eye makeup in a discreet but striking way. She was aware 
that she reminded people of a young version of the Duchess of Windsor, 
and did nothing to diminish the resemblance. 

Liddy came from a background in which women rarely departed far 
from the hair style they wore in their debutante year. However, the 
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waves that had once fallen to her shoulders had been cut so that her neat 
cap of hair was chin-length and parted in the middle. Her profile was 
cosmopolitan in its severity, and her inborn, un-Philadelphian sense of 
style was kept up to date by the fashion magazines she devoured in 
grieving frustration every month. For the Whites’ dinner party she de- 
cided to wear a Donald Brooks black linen dress, a completely self-confi- 
dent, East Coast dress that she had ordered from Bullock’s in Los Ange- 
les, without any real expectation that she might need it. 

Liddy found herself seated next to Deems White at the dinner. The 
two of them, evenly matched in age, equally disappointed in their lives, 
equally unable or unwilling to do anything about their unsatisfactory 
situations, immediately fell into a deep and intimate conversation which 
they both knew had to be resumed as soon as possible. 

From that first night they divined things about each other that they 
hadn’t yet spoken of; they sensed clearly that they would become impor- 
tant in each other’s lives; and, without a word, they shared a mutual 
knowledge that it was essential to hide this sudden, intense affinity from 
the eyes of the world. It was too strong to be analyzed, too strong to be 
given a name. It was more than a friendship, more than a flirtation, it had 
nothing to do with sex. It was a meeting of two people who needed each 
other emotionally for reasons they couldn’t explain, didn’t need to ex- 
plain, didn’t want to explain. But the need was painfully real. 

There was no business reason which could explain a future meeting 
between Liddy Kilkullen and Deems White. Only a social occasion that 
included Mike and Nora was possible, and that evening Liddy invited the 
Whites to come and have dinner with them the following Saturday. The 
invitation was reciprocated, and soon the Whites and the Kilkullens be- 
came a recognized foursome. 

Mike Kilkullen, who found neither of the Whites particularly interest- 
ing, went along with the arrangement out of hope that through them 
Liddy would be drawn into accepting the social life of Southern Califor- 
nia. Nora was flattered to be treated as a friend by glamorous Liddy 
Kilkullen, whom everyone considered an East Coast snob, although they 
couldn’t help but admire her. ) 

“T don’t understand what you have against Deems White,’’ Liddy re- 
proached her husband. 

“I don’t think he treats his wife well. And what’s more, I don’t think 
he likes women.”’ 

“That’s absurd! Women are crazy about him.”’ 

“'That’s not what I mean, Liddy. I think he’s not physically attracted to 
women.” 

“What kind of basis is that on which to judge someone?”’ 
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“Never mind, Liddy. You’re right. It’s not important.” 

Oh, but it was important, Liddy thought. If Mike was right, it meant 
that no other woman could become more important to Deems than she 
was already. No other woman would come into his life and lure him by 
the promise of sex, that unfastidious, muddled coupling she occasionally 
had to perform with her husband no matter how little pleasure it gave 
her. 

Since the Whites, thanks to Deems, were a popular couple who knew 
everybody, the Kilkullens inevitably found themselves invited to parties. 
Liddy even began to give dinner parties herself, because only in a group 
could she and Deems find the occasions to carry on their increasingly 
necessary and increasingly intense private dialogue. It was not what they 
said that was meaningful, but the fact that they said it only to each other. 

They did not touch in the same frankly sensuous way that two young 
people might, not even when they danced together. A strong inhibition, 
an inability to speak with utter frankness, kept them from arranging for a 
contact that they both craved, a different kind of physicality than any 
sexually attracted couple could have accomplished by a rendezvous in a 
motel. 

Liddy and Deems both wanted the freedom to hold each other silently, 
tightly, for a long, long time, and comfort each other for everything that 
had gone wrong, everything that they had been robbed of, every com- 
promise they had made. They wanted to hold each other as if each were 
the other’s mother and each were the other’s child. 

If there had been an attraction of the flesh between them, they could 
have gratified it easily, but their needs. were too complex, too strange. 
When a young man and woman need to be alone together without sexual 
intercourse, and when it is impossible for them to explain to each other 
precisely why sex is not an aim, they are doomed to a frustration of this 
need that makes it all the keener. 

Except for the conventional hug and peck on the cheek as the two 
couples parted after an evening together or at someone’s home, she and 
Deems had never touched each other, Liddy reflected as she sat in her 
room at the Beverly Wilshire, on the day before her divorce became 
final. 

Liddy had kept in touch with the Whites by phone during the last year 
in Philadelphia. They were the only people in Southern California to 
hear from her, and she always managed to call at a time when Deems 
would be home. Now she tried to think of a way to get Deems to come 
to Los Angeles by himself to see her this evening. She should have man- 
aged to arrange it before her quick trip out, she realized, but now it was 
too late, too much at the last minute. She resigned herself to a lonely 
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evening. Tomorrow she’d make the obligatory trip to the courthouse in 
Santa Ana, the county seat, pick up her final divorce papers, and return to 
Philadelphia the following day. 


As Liddy was packing for her return flight, a reporter from the Los Angeles 
Times reached her by phone in her hotel room. 

“Mrs. Kilkullen, what do you think of your former husband’s marriage 
to Sylvie Norberg yesterday afternoon?”’ he asked. 


“What?” 
“You know about it, don’t you?”’ 
“Why, yes . . . yes, of course.” In the astounding black ambush of 


his words, she had only one thought: she must not seem surprised. 

“Could I trouble you for a couple of quotes, Mrs. Kilkullen? How did 
your ex and Miss Norberg get together? How long have you known 
about this romance? What kind of stepmother do you think she’ll make, 
considering that she’s fifteen years younger than he is?” 

“T have nothing to say.” 

“Come on, Mrs. Kilkullen! Your husband married the hottest star in 
the movies a few hours after the two of you got divorced, and you 
haven’t got a word to say? I can understand your desire for privacy, but 
Sylvie Norberg’s public property.” 

“In that case, why don’t you call her?” 

Liddy hung up the phone and told the operator not to put through any 
more calls. She fell into a chair, so penetrated by shock that there was no 
room for emotion. Only slowly did her mind begin to work as she tried 
to put things together. Mike couldn’t have known Sylvie Norberg before 
she and the children had left the ranch last summer, or she would have 
known about it. At some point during the last year they must have met, 
and managed to keep it quiet. A movie star. Fifteen years younger. A shatter- 
ing hatred, a corrosive bitterness that would not die until she did, be- 
came part of Liddy Kilkullen at that moment, falling over her shoulders 
like an invisible mantle of heavy, dark fabric. 

She got up and locked the hotel room door, without knowing why, 
and returned to her chair, huddled into a ball, trying to gather her wits, 
trying to find out where, precisely, she stood. 

While Liddy was waiting out the time for her divorce, she and her 
daughters had lived with her parents in Quaker-founded Philadelphia, a 
city run by men so conservative that they made old-line Bostonians look 
frivolous. If she had made her debut, as had been planned before her 
marriage, at The Assembly Ball in the Bellevue-Stratford, she would 
have been bowing to society at a ball that was founded in 1768, a ball to 
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which no divorced and remarried people were ever invited. Philadel- 
phians loathed nothing more than public scandal; Philadelphians took no 
pity on people betrayed by romantic love, an emotion that played havoc 
with the preservation of family and class. 

Liddy had taken great pains in the way she had presented her coming 
divorce to her circle of friends and family. Over tea at the Acorn Club on 
Locust Street, the female equivalent of the aristocratic Philadelphia Club, 
she had confided, one by one, in each woman she knew, from her great- 
aunts to her Foxcroft classmates. 

“I was so young and inexperienced when I met Mike that I made the 
worst mistake of all—I married a man with whom I had nothing in com- 
mon,” she had admitted, knowing that each of them would shudder at 
this unthinkable gap in a city in which common interests were the coin- 
age of most marriages. ‘‘I thought that he’d try to change, he promised 
me he would, but now I’ve faced the fact that he simply hasn’t got it in 
him. I would have endured it for myself, but it isn’t fair to my daughters 
to bring them up without any cultural opportunities, without the right 
kind of education.”’ 

She had painted a picture of a husband who, for all his decent personal 
qualities, had no life beyond his cattle, no imaginative life, no artistic 
interests, no interests in the ruling Philadelphia hobbies of art, literature, 
antiques, gardening, and that great gourmet cooking which was almost 
always the domain of the husbands. 

Each of her women friends and relatives had been warmly understand- 
ing and sympathetic, doubly so as they silently congratulated themselves 
at having avoided such a fate. Liddy had been willing to be pitied rather 
than cast out of the world to which she belonged, and could belong again 
in spite of her divorce, with any. luck, for there were a multitude of 
bachelors in Philadelphia. 

How those women would be gossiping about her now! Gossiping in 
the deadly nice Philadelphia way that almost couldn’t be called gossip: a 
few hushed words exchanged just before a meeting of the Board of the 
Philadelphia Museum of Art; a discreet conversation carried on in an 
antiques shop on South 17th Street as two women considered a piece of 
Chinese export porcelain; another heart-to-heart talk at Bailey, Banks & 
Biddle as engraved invitations were ordered; a murmured discussion 
during the intermission of the Friday afternoon concert at the Academy 
of Music, or over a lunch table set for two in a house in Chestnut Hill. 
Every woman who mattered in Philadelphia would read today’s newspa- 
pers and remember her words of explanation with scorn. 

If Mike Kilkullen was the hopeless clod, the country bumpkin Liddy 
said he was, then exactly how had he managed to win the heart of the 
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fascinatingly elusive Swedish star, the child of Stockholm intellectuals as 
they all had read, the great actress, the great beauty? How and when? 
Everyone had to believe that she had been lying. They had to assume that 
Mike had fallen so hard for Sylvie Norberg that he’d been willing to 
break up their marriage to marry her, to marry her only a few hours after 
it was legal. 

Liddy moved to the dressing table and studied herself in the mirror. 
She was only thirty-one and far more striking than she had ever been. 
She was still marked with all the desirable, impossible-to-imitate stigmata 
of someone born to the old-money inner circle of the East Coast upper 
classes. There was nothing wrong with her at all, Liddy thought, except 
that she was damaged goods. She’d been dumped, as publicly and as 
humiliatingly as any woman could be dumped. 

Every man in Philadelphia who didn’t know it this morning would 
learn before dinner tonight that Lydia Henry Stack, the woman who, 
only twelve years ago, was about to reign over her debutante year, the 
girl who could have married any bachelor in the city, had been thrown 
aside for Sylvie Norberg. Yes, Sylvie Norberg, the movie star, the 
women would say excitedly to their men, is there another Sylvie Nor- 
berg? Liddy certainly had me fooled, they would, add. Poor Liddy, why 
did she bother with that pathetic charade about her husband when she 
must have known that it was all going to come out anyway? 

If she bad only known. Nothing on earth would have convinced her to 
divorce Mike if she had imagined fora minute that he would remarry 
someone like Sylvie Norberg. She would have left him and taken the 
children, but kept him chained to her, chained forever with no recourse 
at all, rather than let him put her in this position. No wonder he'd agreed 
to the conditions of the divorce without a struggle. Her own lawyer had 
advised Liddy that in his opinion she was asking too much, but she’d 
insisted that he make the attempt to obtain the maximum in alimony and 
child support. Jf only she had known. 

Liddy got up and began to walk around and around the room. The 
time to leave for the airport was approaching, but she knew absolutely 
that she must never go back to Philadelphia. That was the one place on 
earth in which she would never show her face. She called the airline, 
canceled her flight and told the phone operator that she’d take calls now. 

Where could she go? Philadelphia was self-absorbed, God knew, but 
not so stick-in-the-mud that its citizens didn’t gossip with their friends in 
other cities. Any place on the Eastern Seaboard was out of the question 
for a few years. Europe, of course, but where in Europe? Money was not 
a problem. Her half of the ranch’s profits had come to a substantial sum, 
and last winter she'd received an inheritance that gave her an income of 
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an additional ten thousand dollars a year. With thirty-five thousand dol- 
lars a year she could live very well in Europe. 

When the phone rang again, she was ready. 

“Mrs. Kilkullen, this is Hank Jamison of the Herald Examiner. Would 
you mind if I asked you for a few comments on your former husband’s 
marriage to Sylvie Norberg?” 

“Not at all, Mr. Jamison.” 

““What’s your reaction to the news?” 

“I hope that they’ll be very happy. In fact I’m sure they will be.” 

“Did you know this was going to happen yesterday?” 

“Naturally I did. My former husband and I remain very good friends.” 

“‘What do you think about Sylvie Norberg?” 

“I haven’t met her, but I admire her work enormously. She’s talented 
and lovely.” 

“So you’re not upset about the age difference?”’ 

“I’m a modern woman, Mr. Jamison. Why should it matter to me if it 
doesn’t matter to her?”’ 

“What do your children think?” 

“That’s hard to say now. They’ll have to get to know her first. You 
know how children are.” 

“In other words, you have no hard feelings?” 

“Mr. Jamison, I was the one who asked for this divorce. I left my 
husband long before he met Miss Norberg. My reasons were purely 
personal and private. I want him to have a happy life, and I’m sure he 
wants the same thing for me.”’ 

“Thank you, Mrs. Kilkullen. It’s a pleasure to talk to a real lady.” 

“Thank you, Mr. Jamison.” 

No matter how well she handled reporters, no one she knew in Phila- 
delphia would believe what they read in the papers, but this story would 
be seen on every continent, and one day, when it had been repeated 
often enough, it would become the truth. 


Soon after Sylvie and Mike Kilkullen were married, Sylvie was amazed to 
discover that she was going to have a baby. “But I’ve never wanted a 
child before, I’ve never even thought about it,”’ she told him, as bewil- 
dered by this unexpected development as if she had suddenly developed 
a taste for playing high stakes poker or breeding Great Danes. 

“I’m willing to bet that you unconsciously wanted to have a baby,” 
Mike told her, gleefully watching the beginning of his private predictions 
of change coming true. 

In January of 1961, their daughter was born and named Juanita Isa- 
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bella after Mike Kilkullen’s great-great-grandmother, at Sylvie’s insis- 
tence. She craved that continuity with the family and the land to belong 
to her daughter in a way it could never truly belong to her. Sylvie turned 
her back on Hollywood after her child’s birth, for she had a longing to 
experience motherhood. 

Ten months later she had assimilated the experience and duties of 
motherhood. It was delightful, but no longer a novelty . . . no longer 
. . . quite . . . enough. The itch to return to her work began to trouble 
Sylvie as she played with the lively, pretty blond baby she and Mike had 
decided to call Jazz. Impatiently, Sylvie brushed the familiar craving aside 
for weeks, until it became so strong that she realized she must fulfill it if 
she wished to be true to herself. 

Every woman must have a baby, Sylvie told the press of the world as 
she finished her new film in London. It was a brilliant experience. Ab- 
sorbing, unique. No woman could realize her full potential until she had 
given birth. 

Did she plan to have only one child? Ah, but who could answer such a 
vastly difficult question, she replied, with her low and wonderful laugh. 
She reserved her right to have a dozen children, oh, certainly, a dozen, if 
she wanted them. Everything was possible—marriage, motherhood and 
necessary work—because she was married to a unique man, a man who 
understood a woman’s need to fulfill herself as a creative artist. Yes, her 
husband was more than strong enough to make a new pattern of life, a 
new way.of being married, which permitted her to leave home from time 
to time to make a film while he stayed on the land he loved. When she 
made a film in Hollywood she lived in a little apartment near the studio 
and spent weekends at the ranch. As for her baby, Jazz was beloved and 
happy in that stable environment everyone knew was necessary for a 
child’s development. ges 

Everywhere women envied her. 

When Sylvie returned to the ranch between pictures, she changed ev- 
ery room she entered. Her mere presence gilded the atmosphere of the 
hacienda more brilliantly than sunlight, and the life of everyone who 
lived there danced to a thrilling rhythm. Sometimes she stayed there for a 
month or two at a time, occasionally a little longer. During these periods 
of relaxation; Mike and Jazz were the center of the enchanted universe 
she had arranged for herself. 

Her imprint was everywhere, like the fragrant smoke of a scented 
candle: books and magazines lay open on the floors; the music of the new 
records she brought home filled the house; her marvelous dressing 
gowns were flung about like tapestries over the arms of her favorite 
chairs; the armfuls of flowers she cut from the garden stood artfully 
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thrown together in containers on every table; she baked large Swedish 
cookies and simmered rich Swedish stews and turned dinner into a festi- 
val. She sat in the old family rocking chair on the patio, took Jazz in her 
lap, and told her ancient folk tales and fairy stories for hours. Even Susie 
Dominguez, who disapproved of Sylvie’s absences, fell under her spell. 
Often, after Jazz had learned to ride a pony, Sylvie rode with her on the 
bluffs above the beach, cantering alongside the fearless child, controlling 
her own mount with hands so light that no horse, no man, no child could 
gainsay her. 

Sylvie happily entertained the neighbors at dinner parties; she loved to 
hang out at the Swallows bar, where Liddy had refused to set foot; she 
was a superb hostess at the annual Fiesta, and she never missed Jazz’s 
birthday. party, even if she had to fly across oceans and continents for 
those two occasions. She visited her parents at least once a year, and on 
three occasions, when she knew she was going to be at the ranch for a six- 
week period, she sent them tickets to fly over from Sweden so that they 
could spend a few weeks getting to know their son-in-law and their 
granddaughter. When Jazz started school, Sylvie joined the PTA. She got 
to know every member of the families of the vaqueros on the ranch. She 
refurbished many rooms of the Hacienda Valencia, without dimming any 
of their evocative Spanish Colonial character, and she worked side by 
side with the gardeners to restore the gardens to their full splendor, as 
much the mistress of the ranch as the wife of any Kilkullen had been 
before her. 

Yet, inevitably, one day her agent would dare to interrupt Sylvie 
Norberg’s country idyll, sending her a script that she would push care- 
lessly away. Another script would come in the mail a week later, and 
again she wouldn’t open it. After a pile of scripts had lain on her desk for 
a while, under Jazz’s anxiously watchful golden eyes, the day would come 
when Sylvie Norberg would reach for one, feeling the prompting of that 
glorious, edgy desire she knew so well, a life-giving desire she could not 
help but welcome. She’d read the script and throw it aside with an excla- 
mation of disdain. Soon she’d read another, and then another, until the 
day came when she found a script that contained a role she wanted, a role 
that would take her away from home for months. Soon she would begin 
to pack the bags she had never unpacked for good. What she wanted, she 
would have. 

Every marriage is a bargain, almost always unspoken. When Sylvie 
Norberg, who did not believe in such tacit pacts, had told Mike Kilkullen 
exactly what to expect before they married, she had not misled him by 
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one word. His tragedy was that he had not believed her. His fate was to 
live with the bargain he had made. 


“Wave good-bye to Mommy,” her father’s voice said in Jazz’s first clear 
memory. He held her high and moved her hand back and forth. She 
could remember nothing more, not where or when it happened or what 
her mother looked like at the time. Only her father’s arms and his words. 

Many other similar memories were superimposed on this first one, 
many sharper memories of her mother’s longed-for returns and painful 
departures. Jazz could never recall a time in her childhood during which 
she hadn’t lived with the understanding that whenever her mother was 
home, there would come a day on which she would go away. Her father 
told her, when she was old enough to ask questions, that for almost a year 
after Jazz's birth, in 1961, her mother had remained at the ranch, and 
turned down all scripts in order to be with her new baby. “‘But you were 
tiny then, of course you can’t remember,” Mike Kilkullen would add, 
and lose himself for an instant in the past. 

Jazz Kilkullen learned abandonment before she could walk. Her 
mother left her before her first memories began, disappearing forever, as 
far as her infant brain could comprehend. 

All the years of her early childhood were a series of contradictions. 
Sometimes her mother reappeared, brimming with love, her attention 
focused on her daughter, filling Jazz’s days with games, waking her in the 
morning with playful kisses, putting her to sleep at night with a Swedish 
lullaby. Sometimes her mother disappeared, taking with her the love and 
warm arms and lips and the songs, leaving behind an inexplicable world 
that had grown gray, empty and sad beyond tears. Jazz accepted this as 
normal, for she knew no other life. 

When she grew older and she could begin to understand the explana- 
tions her parents repeated to her about the reasons her mother had to go 
away, she denied the depth of the emotions she felt. Since children fear 
abandonment more than anything else, since being left forever is the 
worst thing they can imagine happening to them, it becomes the most 
important thing to deny. 

Yes, of course she didn’t like it when Mommy had to make a movie, 
but that was Mommy’s work. She had her father and Susie and Rosie, her 
nurse, to take care of her, she had her own pony to ride, and every single 
one of the vaqueros played with her when they had time. Mommy would 
come home as soon as the movie was finished. There was nothing, really, 
for a sensible little girl to feel bad about. 

Mike Kilkullen helped her to deny her grief, for he was far too grown- 
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up to be able to hide his emotions as well as the child could. Jazz tried to 
make up to him for her mother’s absence. With a stout heart and a 
talkative tongue she kept him company, eating an early dinner with him 
in the brightly lit kitchen, with Susie and Rosie both busy bustling 
around, so that they wouldn’t be alone together in the dining room, just 
the two of them, at the table at which Sylvie had sat, laughingly and 
lovingly, only a week ago. 

After dinner, her father would sometimes invite Jazz to look through 
the Kilkullen family pictures, his grandfather’s great collection of photo- 
graphs that was kept in the long-unused archive room at the far end of 
one wing of the hacienda. She was the first of his own family to be 
interested in them. There, behind fireproof doors to which he had the 
only key, stood a long wooden table, well lit by green-shaded lights, in 
front of deep shelves of dusty portfolios. He would ask her to pick a year, 
any year, as long as it wasn’t before 1875, when her great-grandfather, 
young Hugh Kilkullen, had been given his first camera, and the little girl 
would cry out “1888” or “1931” as if it were a magic trick. 

And indeed it seemed like magic to her to be transported suddenly 
back to the ranch she already knew so well, and see the familiar buildings 
as they had been then, mysteriously almost the same as today, yet so 
different in certain small details. It was a miraculous alternative world: 
certain saplings were now big trees; what had been tiny vines now cov- 
ered walls; men she knew as ancient were mere boys; the fathers of these 
same men—sometimes, she was sure, wearing the same hats that their 
sons now wore—rode horses she had never seen; an old well, now cov- 
ered with morning glories, had once served as a source of water; a newly 
planted rose garden was now enlarged by hundreds of bushes; long-dead 
women, plump and pretty in their white, floor-length summer dresses 
trimmed with lace, sat under their parasols and drank tea on the patio; 
children on ponies that looked so much like her own pony sat mounted 
in front of the same stable, yet they wore more clothes than any child she 
knew had ever worn, and had odd ways of parting their hair. 

Jazz was fascinated by the photographs of weddings, baptisms, fiestas 
and funerals, photographs of harvestings and fishing and hunting parties. 
Her great-grandfather had worked only with natural light for most of his 
life, but he had been singularly gifted in his feeling for composition, and 
there was a density and clarity in these old photographs that had great 
power to stir her imagination. She wanted to know everyone’s name and 
how they were or were not related to her. What kind of food was in the 
cookpot around which the vaqueros were standing with plates in their 
hands? A White Steamer?—who had owned that car with such a strange 
name? Had her great-grandfather learned Chinese from the Chinese 
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cooks, or could they speak English? Why was the roundup the most 
important event of the year? Did the calves really have to be branded? 
Didn’t it hurt? ! 

Best of all, Jazz loved the Kilkullen ranch sagas, the year-long battles 
against hoof-and-mouth disease and the Texas fever tick; the weekly 
baths and flea-removing that the children of the ranch endured; the an- 
nual black bass fishing contests in the reservoirs tucked into the hundred 
square miles of pasture. 

There were even legends that might or might not be true, such as that 
of the Franciscan shrine that dated so far back that nobody knew its age. 
The shrine was supposed to exist somewhere on the heights of Portola 
Peak, and her great-grandfather had been certain that he had found it 
when he was a young man. Her grandfather had never gotten around to 
climbing up to look for it, so her father couldn’t promise her the story 
was true. 

Alone in the cozy archive room, after Susie and the two maids had all 
gone home and left the hacienda, after Rosie had been persuaded to go 
to bed, Jazz sat perched on a footstool by her father’s feet, and entered a 
brightly peopled universe of history which became far more real than the 
present. Mike Kilkullen allowed his daughter to stay up much later than 
Rosie approved of, and the man who would never speak of his loneliness 
and the child who couldn’t allow herself to acknowledge it, forged a 
bond that grew ever deeper. When he reluctantly realized that he had to 
put her to bed, he sang one last song to her after he’d tucked her in: 
“Clementine” or ‘‘Oh, Susannah,’’ or her favorite, ‘‘On Top of Old 
Smokey,’’ the songs he’d grown up on. When Jazz remembered the tune 
of a Swedish lullaby as she lay there, she never hummed it to herself until 
after he had left the room. 


At some point in the early years of his marriage, Mike Kilkullen began to 
hear about items in movie gossip columns that hinted that Sylvie Nor- 
berg was having an affair with the male star of her latest film. Although 
he didn’t read gossip columns himself, no husband of a famous woman is 
spared knowledge of what is being said or written about her. Before 
their marriage, Sylvie had prepared him for such innuendo. ‘“‘If they 
don’t say I sleep with men,” she’d told him, ‘‘they’ll say I sleep with 
women. You must be able to ignore gossip if you want me.”’ 

There had actually been surprisingly little gossip about his wife, con- 
sidering her youth, her beauty and the fact that she lived alone so much, 
he thought, hoping that Susie and Rosie weren’t hearing or reading the 
same lies. Of course they would believe them no more than he, but it 
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disturbed him to think of such ugliness touching anyone who shared his 
daily life. 

The stories continued, like a slowly bleeding wound that could not be 
staunched, during the next several years, but he refused to so much as 
comment on them to Sylvie when she was at the ranch between pictures. 
Her quality of radiant existence in the present had not changed. Mike 
had never observed her in a moment of remoteness or dissatisfaction or 
absentmindedness, as if she were thinking about someone else, or even 
something else. Her smiles were never self-contemplating. When she was 
at the ranch she was totally there. She mended him with her love, and 
even to speak of gossip, he told himself, was to dignify it. 

In 1967, Mike Kilkullen realized that Jazz, who was in the middle of 
her first year of grammar school, soon would be reaching the age when 
some word of gossip must eventually touch her, through the mothers of 
the children she went to school with in San Juan Capistrano, through one 
teacher overhead talking to another, through God knew what malignant 
source. 

He did for his daughter what he was too secure to do for himself, and 
spoke to his wife. Wasn’t there something she could do to stop these 
columnists, he asked. Didn’t the public-relations people assigned to her 
pictures have any way of stemming the lies that were bound to reach Jazz 
someday? 

“There is nothing you can do about the press except to rise above it,” 
Sylvie said with a weary, exasperated sigh. ‘‘I warned you, darling, re- 
member? The only way ever to stop such stories would be for me to 
retire, to give up acting, to stay home forever. Those wretched newspa- 
per columnists and movie magazine hacks would have nothing to print if 
they stuck to the truth. We love each other, we each need to do our 
work, and we can’t expect not to have to pay a price for living as we do.”’ 


She hated to lie, Sylvie thought, no matter how easy it was. She would 
scorn to tell an unnecessary lie, but to protect her two universes she had 
to admit that deception was essential. 

She could never expect any husband, and Mike in particular, to under- 
stand that she owned two universes, two separate and utterly different 
universes that had nothing to do with each other, two universes that must 
continue to have no impact on each other in order to remain perfect. 

It had been almost two years after Jazz’s birth that she had first been— 
to use that absurd American word—‘‘unfaithful’’ to Mike. She had been 
on location in Paris when she had an affair with her costar, an affair that 
stopped on the day the film was finished. It had been so very necessary. 
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Not that she needed to expetience passion to act it, she reflected, 
remembering that summer. She wanted that actor, it was as simple as 
that, wanted him badly, from the very first day of shooting. And he 
wanted her so much that he couldn’t even remember his lines when they 
had a scene together. 

She could have denied herself and remained aloof, but that would 
have been to impose a needless limitation on her existence, it would have 
constricted and lessened the freedom in which she deliberately gave her- 
self permission to conduct her life. It had been a purely physical relation- 
ship, almost wordless, but he had been a superbly gifted lover, and she 
had found that she was more than ready for this kind of sex, sex without 
marriage or parenthood or responsibility, sex without emotion or perma- 
nence or the slightest guilt. 

Yes, Sylvie thought, she had learned an important lesson that summer 
in Paris. She had discovered that she was capable of redefining her life, 
enriching it. She needed to have lovers, she decided, knowing that she 
always made the right choices for herself. 

Other affairs had followed the first one. Sylvie felt as young and ripe 
and hot-blooded as she had before her marriage, when she had been free 
and footloose in Stockholm. Once she had known the pleasures of sex 
with a man she’d never have to see again after the wrap party, she had 
almost always taken a lover with each new film, or, if not an actor, a 
director. 

She played by the unspoken but well-understood rules of film-making 
romances; no participant ever wanted these affairs to intrude on his or 
her home life. Their families, those families who didn’t breathe the air of 
the studio, the lot, the set, the location, those families who waited for 
them at home, were never to be involved. The only way gossip got out 
was through those sharp-eyed, sharp-eared informants on every film—a 
wardrobe assistant, a script girl, a makeup artist—who acted as paid pipe- 
lines to the columnists. No one knew who they were, and there was 

-nothing anyone could do about them but ignore them. 

But oh, how exciting it was to know, even as she reveled in being a 
wife and mother, that her second universe existed, that her life knew no 
boundaries, that within weeks of making a phone call to her agent she 
could be off to make another film, to meet another stranger, to share a 
secret intensity with him that could never hurt anyone. 

It was well worth a few lies. 


Valerie and Fernanda, Jazz’s half sisters, had been a constant in her life 
throughout her earliest years. They came to stay for almost a month 
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every summer and for at least a week at Christmas and Easter. Liddy 
Kilkullen, in her self-imposed European exile, had not neglected to keep 
herself alert to all the details of the boom that was taking place every- 
where in Orange County. 

Sitting well protected from the Spanish sun, a Los Angeles newspaper 
in her hands, she brooded over the bitter fact that in 1960, the year of 
her divorce, the master planning for the University of California at Ir- 
vine, not too many miles to the north of the Kilkullen Ranch, had just 
been set in motion. The plan included urbanization of 35,000 virgin 
acres that ran inland fromthe coast to the future university. Her former 
neighbors, the Irvines, Lydia knew, would soon be richer than ever, and 
God knew they’d been rich for a long time, almost as long as some new 
Philadelphians. 

It was obvious to her that it was only a question of time before some 
enterprising developer would strike a deal with her ex-husband for part 
of his land, particularly the most desirable acreage on the twenty miles of 
beach which were not useful for ranching, but only for growing lima 
beans. If she knew Mike, he would never sell outright, but would retain 
an interest, almost certainly a controlling interest, in whatever portion of 
the ranch such a change would involve. Perhaps he would even develop 
the land himself. 

Previous generations of Kilkullens had rented large parcels of their 
lowland to small farmers to ensure a good, steady annual income during 
the highs and lows of the cattle-ranching business. Many acres of the 
Kilkullen Ranch were covered with fields of flowers and groves of citrus 
and walnut trees. Mike Kilkullen had built homes on land he owned for 
the farmers who rented those acres, and in time he certainly would build 
homes for strangers. There would be an immense fortune in that, now 
that the new freeway from Los Angeles was open. 

Not only had she been fool enough not to marry for money and posi- 
tion, Liddy told herself, with an agony of self-blame that was more diffi- 
cult to endure than any outside reproach, but she had decided to get a 
divorce at the very moment when the ranch was about to be worth a 
fortune. If she had hung on, she would have made Mike Kilkullen sell 
some of his land, she told herself, sick to the depth of her being at her 
lost opportunities. 

She had not been clever, she had not been lucky, she who deserved by 
birth and beauty to be both. But now, while it wasn’t yet too late, she 
must be foresighted. Liddy vowed to herself that her daughters would 
not be alienated from him when Mike Kilkullen struck it rich. 
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When Jazz was tiny, her sisters ignored her, absorbed in their own teen- 
age activities, out riding for most of the day. She was always hopefully 
aware of them when they visited, trying to tag along after them as soon as 
she could walk. They ignored her until her fourth year, when Rosie 
decreed that Jazz was old enough to be left in their charge from time to 
time. Then they began to torment her, for their mother’s unrelenting 
influence had taught them to believe that Jazz had no right to be alive. 
She was the child of the evil and powerful woman who had taken their 
father away from them, the woman who was responsible for the fact that 
their father had to be courted and catered to as if he were a king, for if 
they neglected him, he would no longer care about them at all, en- 
grossed as he was with his new wife, his new child. 

Fernanda and Valerie, spiteful and jealous, pretended to give Jazz a 
new hairdo and braided her hair into so many tiny braids that the rubber 
bands at the ends pulled out hundreds of strands; they stole her favorite 
dolls and returned them subtly changed in various horrible ways; they 
removed the bulb of the night-light that she was used to having in her 
room, and replaced it in the morning so that Rosie wouldn’t notice; they 
played hide-and-seek and disappeared for an hour at a time. 

In front of their father, the two girls left Jazz in peace, and although 
they: could always manipulate Rosie, they never dared to practice their 
tricks if Sylvie was at the ranch. Jazz wanted to win the acceptance of the 
big girls so much that she pretended that their cruel games were games 
indeed. She never told on them to her parents or her nurse, because 
telling on people was always sneaky. Somehow, somewhere, she had 
absorbed that version of the rules of fairness. She thought that if she held 
her tongue, Fernanda and Valerie, who were goddesses to her, would 
realize what a good girl she really was and let her into the longed-for, 
private world of their eternal, smirking secrets. 

As they grew a little older and realized that Jazz would not let them 
provoke her, they tried other tactics. Whenever they were alone with 
her, they pretended that she was invisible. They passed each other the 
butter or the salad across her, so that she had to draw back or be hit, 
while they discussed her in the third person. 

“Did you know that the little Orphink Annie got a terrible report 
card?”’ Fernanda would ask. 

“It’s because she spends all her time training her dog, that filthy 
Sandy,’’ Valerie would reply. “‘That Orphink girl will never amount to 
much. That’s what I heard Susie saying just yesterday.” 

“Tt’s not true!’’ Jazz would cry, her words snatched out of her mouth, 
vanishing. 
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“They say the Orphink has a mother who’s away somewhere doing | 


something important, but I don’t believe it, do you?”’ 

“If she really had a mother like that, then she wouldn’t be an Orphink, 
would she?” was the ritual answer. 

“She is away, she’s in England! I have a letter from her!’ Jazz 
screamed. 

“Did you hear a dog bark?”’ Fernanda asked Valerie. “It must be that 
ugly old Sandy again.”’ 

“If the Orphink really has a mother, she’s certainly not a good 
mother.”’ 

“She must be a very, very bad mother if she goes away all the time. 
Except that I don’t believe she’s real.” 

When one of them passed her in the garden, the big girls would hiss 
“Orphink,”’ without looking at Jazz. ““Orphink,” they would silently 
mouth at her across the dining room table when their father wasn’t 
watching. In front of him, they would call her ‘‘Annie’’ and tell him that 
it was their pet name for her. 

Jazz blinded herself to them, mute in misery. Didn’t they like her, not 
even a little bit, she wondered endlessly? What was wrong with her for 
them to be so mean? Yet she never told anyone. She was filled with a 
kind of shame, the shame of the persecuted. She didn’t want to make 
things worse. If she didn’t repeat the words, they wouldn’t exist. If she 
didn’t show that she minded, it wouldn’t be real. 

Jazz knew nothing of the history of the divorce. Brought up to speak 
out freely by both her parents, Jazz's first experiences in duplicity and 
cruelty were learned at the hands of Fernanda and Valerie, hands that 
were guided by Liddy. 

By the time Jazz was eight, her older half sisters had stopped trying to 
bait her. She was too dull-witted to bother with, they decided, and their 
own lives were too full. For the next few years, now young married 
women, they rarely visited the ranch in spite of their mother’s demands 
that they do so. 


In Jazz’s eighth year, Sylvie Norberg decided that she felt like taking 
time off from moviemaking. She had never been more in demand, her 
agent was driven almost mad by the opportunities she missed, but she 
forbade him to so much as send her a script, no matter who had written 
it. Sylvie wanted a respite and if her agent didn’t understand that, so 
much the worse for him. 

Jazz’s life entered a period of paradise. Rosie left, briefly mourned, to 
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take care of another little girl, for Jazz was too grown-up for a nurse, and 
besides, now she had her mother at home. 

During the summer of that year, when Jazz was out of school, she and 
Sylvie spent more time together than they ever had before. Jazz was her 
mother’s companion during the days, while her father rode the range, 
and together they made plans for each day. Often they took their horses 
and went to the beach for a picnic, using the private road that had been 
constructed to pass under the San Diego Freeway, which now ran the 
length of the ranch almost two miles inland from their shoreline. They 
went sailing together, Jazz handling the boat more expertly than her 
mother, and frequently they drove into San Juan Capistrano in the after- 
noon for ice cream. 

Afterwards, as likely as not, they were drawn to visit the Mission com- 
pound surrounding that enormous stone church that had been labori- 
ously built over a nine-year period and, according to family legend, con- 
tained stones that had been taken from Valencia Point. The ambitions of 
its builders had been mighty, too mighty, as Sylvie pointed out in the 
only moralistic phrase she ever uttered, for only six years after the church 
was finished, its bell tower was destroyed by an earthquake, toppling 
down while mass was being celebrated and killing forty people. 

Both mother and daughter loved the astonishingly European atmo- 
sphere of the Mission grounds, the monumental, vaulted ruins that 
would have looked equally at home in Italy as in Spain; the narrow, 
friendly, charmingly humble chapel in which mass was still celebrated; 
the flocks of absurdly tame, white pigeons who never hurried as they 
marched in tiny, officious steps over the old paving, the warbling of the 
thousands of swallows who nested in the buildings of the Mission, still 
returning on March 19 of every year and inspiring many different and 
contradictory theories to explain their migratory schedule. 

Jazz and Sylvie often brought their ice cream cones and sat on the 
wooden bench that they found on the far left side of the Mission. From 
this favorite bench the view contained only a giant, ancient California 
pepper tree, a wishing well, a wall covered with bright red bougainvillea, 
the ruined arches of an arcade, and a rose garden that had certainly seen 
better days, but as they sat there they were conscious of a particular deep, 
resonant peacefulness that seemed to exist in no other place. 

“Someday we’ll go to Europe together,” Sylvie promised, winding a 
strand of Jazz’s hair around her finger. She made a ringlet and let it slip 
off her finger, the curl immediately slipping back into a wavelet. Where 
did those golden eyes come from, Sylvie wondered, as she looked at her 
daughter? She knew that they were her own eyes in shape and place- 
ment, but the chiming topaz of Jazz’s pupils was not to be found in 
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anyone in Sylvie’s family, or in Mike’s, as far as he knew. She'll be tall, 
Sylvie thought, taller than I am, and lovely. Yes, she had been right not 
to have other children. One child was enough when that child was Jazz. 
How well she had managed her life! ; 

Month after month passed when Jazz was certain of exactly what would 
happen tomorrow, when she would be allowed to curl up in an armchair 
after dinner and watch her parents dance together in the music room 
under the huge, low beams of the ceiling. The heavy twelve-by-twelves 
had been fastened together before there were nails on the ranch. Raw- 
hide straps still held them together, thongs of such sturdy leather that 
time had no effect on them, and only changes in the weather caused them 
to make a creaking noise, as if the Hacienda Valencia were a ship at sea. 
Ob, how she wished it were. A small, safe little ship, sailing on and on, with 
just the three of them aboard, through the moonlight and the sunlight, 
day after day, night after night, with nothing ever changing, not even the 
music of the Beatles. Forever and ever. Strawberry fields forever. 


That blissful summer when she was eight, Jazz began to take photo- 
graphs. Her father bought her a Kodak and a few rolls of film, since a 
child should start with a minimum of equipment, particularly when her 
enthusiasm might not last. 

Jazz’s first subject was Sylvie, sitting on the broad veranda of the haci- 
enda, in dappled morning sunlight, reading a book and wearing a blue 
and white flowered dressing gown. 

The first time she looked into the camera and saw her mother’s profile 
and shoulders framed by the lens, her eyes lowered toward the book, 
Jazz was overwhelmed by a great and unforgettable burst of joy. She 
pressed the button and knew that now she owned that instant in time, she 
owned that image of her mother, it belonged to her, to no one else in the 
world, and it could never be taken away. 

Sylvie looked up and smiled, as photographers always asked her to do, 
and Jazz took another picture. Sylvie kept smiling, holding still and look- 
ing at the camera, cooperating with the little girl, but Jazz, who didn’t 
want to waste her precious film on a duplication of her second picture, 
said, ‘‘Mommy, just pretend that I’m not here.”’ 

Sylvie grinned at this precocious command. Jazz sounded just as sure of 
herself as she must have sounded herself when she was a child, she 
thought, and returned tranquilly to her book, concentrating on it en- 
tirely, while Jazz circled round and round, coming closer and then stand- 
ing back, all the while peering into the viewfinder to see what she could 
see, without taking a picture. 
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The novelty of reducing the broad range of what her eyes normally 
could take in, down to the limited scope of the lens, fascinated her. She 
could, if she wanted to, photograph only her mother’s hands, or her feet, 
or her sleeve. She could stand at a distance and reduce her mother to a 
tiny part of a big picture and yet contain her from head to toes, or she 
could come in very close, until all the lens held was her mother’s head, 
oddly distorted. 

She knew nothing about focus or exposure. She didn’t even know that 
there was anything to know, nor did she wonder. Even pressing the 
button and taking the picture was far less important than her utter ab- 
sorption in her newfound ability to capture life, to hold it tightly inside a 
square or a rectangle; then to move a little in another direction and make 
it change according to her will; to place the borders of the picture where 
she wanted them to be, to pin things down in just the way she chose. 

Jazz had never felt totally powerful before. For the rest of her days, so 
long as she had a camera, she would never feel totally powerless again. 

‘Jazz, are you ever going to finish that roll?’’ Sylvie asked gently. ‘‘It’s 
almost time for lunch. I have to get dressed.’’ She turned her head in 
inquiry to Jazz, who had crept up behind her, and in that instant Jazz 
snapped her third photograph, as Sylvie started to rise. 

“One more, please, Mommy,” Jazz implored her. ‘“You were moving. 
Just one more.”’ Sylvie laughed out loud at that familiar command. 

‘““*One more,’ ’”’ she echoed. ‘‘My poor baby, born into the ranks of 
paparazzi—it must be prenatal influence.” 

“Oh, Mommy, hold still! I want to get it just right,” Jazz begged, and 
Sylvie stayed in her chair. “‘No,’’ Jazz said, shaking her head vigorously, 
“‘not exactly like that, put your eyebrows back up, please Mommy, the 
way they were a second ago when you asked me when I was going to 
finish.”’ 

‘Not just a paparazzo, but a perfectionist too! That sounds like trou- 
ble,”” Sylvie commented as she complied, mildly wishing that her hus- 
band had asked her first before he had decided that Jazz was old enough 
to own a camera. She had never played with a camera when she was a 
child, and in all her years of being photographed, she had never been at 
all curious about what went on behind the lens. She was the eternal 
subject, never the recorder of the subject, and unlike many camera-wise 
stars, she was concerned only with emotions, not with lighting or angles. 
My child, she thought, could learn more if she belonged to Sophia Loren. 


After lunch, when Sylvie went shopping with Susie, driving to a local 
farmer’s roadside market for corn that had just been picked and perfectly 
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ripe peaches for pie, Jazz was so absorbed by her new camera that she 
didn’t go with them for this shopping treat that normally she would 
never miss. 

Instead, she wandered through the hacienda gardens, trying to see if a 
flower or a tree would provide her with the same sensation of owning a 
moment of life that she’d had in the morning. She slipped outside the 
green oasis of the gardens, and since the barns and stables were empty, 
with all the vaqueros out on the range, she pointed her camera at her 
pony, at the dogs that roamed the stables, at a row of old iron rakes that 
hung on a wall, at some of the buildings that her great-grandfather had 
photographed when they were new. She used her film stingily, afraid that 
it would run out before her father got home and she could take pictures 
of him. 

By the end of the afternoon, Jazz had decided that she only wanted to 
take pictures of people. The command and possession of a special mo- 
ment in time, the new excitement that she had felt when she first photo- 
graphed her mother, didn’t exist for her in inanimate objects, and she 
couldn’t tell the animals what to do. 

And photograph people Jazz did, all the rest of the summer, dragoon- 
ing Susie, the vaqueros, the farmers who rented land on the ranch, their 
children, the mailman, the milkman, and every salesman who appeared. 
No one escaped. The friendly, well-known inhabitants of San Juan and 
their children, her schoolmates, were persuaded to pose, whenever she 
rode her pony into town, her camera hanging around her neck. 

By trial and error she taught herself as she began to work with a little 
more speed and accuracy and a little more understanding of light. Com- 
position and a sense of exactly the right moment to press the button came 
naturally to her. Her very first picture of her mother reading was such a 
success that it was deemed good enough to be enlarged and placed in a 
position of honor on her father’s bedside table. 

Sylvie searched stationery stores in San Juan Capistrano and Laguna 
Beach and San Clemente until she found a portfolio that looked almost 
like those of Mike’s grandfather, and Jazz began to keep her pictures 
and negatives there, filed in big envelopes that she labeled and dated 
carefully. Her father had another key made to the archive room and 
gave it to her solemnly. Jazz hung it around her neck on a piece of string 
until Sylvie persuaded her to put it in a special box in her chest of draw- 
ers. 

“I wonder if this is just a phase,” Mike wondered aloud to Sylvie. 

“T started acting before I was eight,’’ Sylvie answered. “You can’t 


115 


tell anything:from just one person’s experience, but I knew what I 
wanted to do with my life that very first time. I didn’t have a moment’s 
doubt.” 

“When I was seven I won the roping contest at the Fiesta,’ Mike 
added thoughtfully. ‘‘Beat all the vaqueros and my own father.” 

“Come on, cowboy,” she giggled, ‘‘you couldn’t have.”’ 

“Honestly. It’s not a question of how big or strong you are, but how 
well.you throw. It’s the angle at which the reata wraps itself around the 
hooves that stops the calf.”’ 

“What a family of prodigies. I’m glad she hasn’t been roping calves all 
summer,” Sylvie laughed, and kissed his lips. 

“Oh, darling, must you . . .”. Mike caught himself, ashamed that the 
words had escaped. He had promised himself so long ago that he would 
never ask her not to leave the ranch, not to make another movie, but 
Sylvie had been home for so long now that for just a second he’d forgot- 
ten the stern prohibition which made their life together possible. Sylvie 
caught his tone and understood the words he hadn’t said. 

“T told you yesterday that I was ready,”’ she said gently, tenderly, but 
implacably. “‘I phoned my agent this morning.” 

“Did he have anything interesting?” 

“Lots of things. He’s sending the scripts by messenger tomorrow.” 

“Isn't the mail fast enough for him?”’ 

“For me, yes. Evidently not for him.” 

Another necessary lie, Sylvie thought. She had requested the messen- 
ger. Her need to be back doing her work had been growing and building 
for weeks, a pressure as solid, as internal and as restless as a child wanting 
to be born. Only the evident happiness of her husband and daughter had 
prevented her from making the phone call she’d made today. 

It was if a spell had been cast over her, putting her will to sleep. The 
longer she didn’t work, the more difficult it became to disturb the status 
quo. In another week, two weeks at the most, she’d start to grow bored 
and boring, irritating and irritable. Their pleasure in her being home 
would be destroyed. But why on earth was she actually justifying herself 
to herself like this? It was proof, if she needed proof, that staying away 
from work for too long was wrong for her. 

Jazz was happily awaiting the beginning of third grade at the grammar 
school at the Mission in San Juan. Mike was always busy, no matter what 
the season. Her own time to bask in the sun, growing mentally fat and 
lazy like a declawed kitchen cat fed too many scraps, was over. And no 
matter what script she picked, no matter where it took her, she knew that 
she could safely promise Mike and Jazz to be back by Christmas. Not that 
she would ever promise, not out loud, for to promise would be to limit 
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her freedom, to be false to her beliefs. It was compromise enough to 
have told another lie. 


Sylvie Norberg shut herself in the bedroom and attacked the pile of 
scripts. Usually so difficult to please, she was tempted by each of them at 
first reading. The sane simplicity of life at the ranch had become a prison 
the moment the scripts had been delivered. The soothing rhythms of a 
quiet, predictable, healthy life for which she had yearned last winter 
were intolerable at the approach of this new autumn. She ached to bend 
to the discipline of her craft. Her art. Her only art. 

At second reading, only two of the scripts still appealed to her, and the 
third time she read them she was sure which role she wanted. And what 
she wanted, she would have. 

She phoned her agent and told him her decision. As she had been 
certain, the part had not been cast. The director, an old friend, had been 
waiting for her, putting off the studio from month to month, so sure was 
he that only Sylvie Norberg could do justice to his film. Preproduction 
had been so thoroughly planned, even in the absence of the hoped-for 
word from the star, that he could begin filming in Greece by the end of 
September. That meant she had to leave at the end of this weekend to go 
to Los Angeles for meetings and costume fittings and makeup tests and 
rehearsals and—oh, all the thrilling, buzzing, entrancing multitude of 
things she had missed without knowing that she was missing them. 

For once in her life, Sylvie Norberg’s confidence in her power to make 
the infallibly correct choice was mistaken. For twenty-nine years she had 
existed according to her own rules, living by her own freely made deci- 
sions, expecting and receiving the self-fulfillment that was her right. 
Chance, always random, chance that cares nothing for rules or freedom, 
had always been on her side. She never gave a thought to the laws of 
chance. It was benign, and she believed she lived under a lucky star. Yet 
the only law that rules chance is its eternal presence in the affairs of 
humankind. 

On the night of the wrap party, at the beginning of the third week of 
December of 1969, Sylvie and her costar drove back to the small hotel in 
which the cast was staying while they were on location on a Greek island. 
They had left the wrap party early, anxious to get back to the hotel 
unobserved for one last night together before they said good-bye and 
returned to their separate homes, he in Rome, she on the ranch. The 
night was dark, the road was bad, the curves were unmarked and the 
Italian actor drove dangerously fast. He overshot a steep turn and the car 
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went off the road, landing far, far down the cliff. Neither of them sur- 
vived the crash. 


Sylvie Norberg Kilkullen was not home for the Christmas of 1969. For 
once in her life, what she wanted she would not have. 


N... Mike nor Jazz could have en- 


dured the years after Sylvie’s death without the comfort and nearness of 
each other. Beyond their most immediate and hideous grief came a pro- 
found and lasting loss that no one else could possibly share. They were 
utterly necessary to each other, two people who knew that the other still 
listened for the same rapid step to approach, for the same light silver 
laughter to sound in the next room; two people who saw the same slen- 
der figure bending intently over a heap of freshly cut flowers, hesitating 
for a thoughtful instant before she began to fill a vase; two people who 
knew which records they could never dare to listen to again, which books 
had to be packed away, which familiar groupings of furniture should be 
rearranged so that Sylvie’s empty chair would no longer be a constant 
reminder of an absence they must attempt to learn to accept. 

For the next six years Jazz went to the public school in San Juan Capis- 
trano, riding her pony back and forth every day from the ranch to the 
history-filled town, so calm that it didn’t even have a policeman until she 
was ten. As she grew older, the wives of Mike Kilkullen’s neighbors 
began advising him that Jazz should be sent to boarding school when she 
was ready for high school, suggesting that he enter her at the excellent 
Santa Catalina school, far up the coast. Although he couldn’t imagine life 
at the ranch without his daughter, Mike knew that his well-meaning 
friends were right. When Jazz first heard of this impending separation, 
she refused violently, but by the time she was fourteen, after years of a 
running battle, she had finally been persuaded to go to the all-female 
Bishop School in La Jolla, which was near enough so that she could board 
during the week and still come home every weekend. 

In the spring of 1978, as Jazz approached her graduation from the 
Bishop School, she made plans to enter Graphics Central in the autumn. 
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This school of the applied arts, located in Los Angeles, near UCLA, had a 
reputation for teaching photography that was as impressive as that of 
Brooks in Santa Barbara or the Art Center in Pasadena. 

Many years had passed since Sylvie’s death, and the ‘‘mourning pro- 
cess,’ as people had decided to call it, Mike Kilkullen thought grimly, 
should have been over long ago. 

God knows, about four years after the car crash he had started to look 
around, honestly started to try to find a woman he could care about. 
There had never been a shortage of possible candidates once it became 
known that he was again available. No single man could escape a rain of 
invitations from well-meaning hostesses, particularly not a man who lived 
so close to growing centers of hospitality like Newport Beach and 
Laguna Beach. Mike Kilkullen had ventured out to parties up and down 
the coast from San Diego to Los Angeles whether he felt in the mood or 
not, considering it his duty not to become a hermit. 

He'd had a series of affairs, discreet, well conducted, non-compromis- 
ing affairs, but none of them had grown into an emotional connection. 
Sooner rather than later, each attempt to create anything more than good 
times, goodwill and physical satisfaction faltered, withered and was aban- 
doned. 

By the time Jazz graduated from the Bishop School, Mike Kilkullen 
realized that his heart died with Sylvie. His love was concentrated on 
Jazz, although he had never stopped wishing that his older daughters 
would spend more time at the ranch, so that he could somehow reestab- 
lish the relationship he’d had with them before the divorce. Foolish 
though he knew that hope was, given Liddy’s dominance over the girls, 
he had never abandoned it, as each autumn he lured them and their 
children out to the Fiesta. 

The Kilkullen Ranch, and its preservation as open range, had become 
more essential, more fundamentally necessary to Mike with each passing 
year, as he witnessed the carving down and paving over of Orange 
County. It seemed, from the freeway, to have turned into one inhuman, 
gigantic, heartless assemblage of tract houses, malls and office towers, a 
man-made money machine that defiled the ocean and the mountains on 
its borders. The bastards had turned paradise into a parking lot, all right, 
he thought in fury, as he turned down one offer after another for his 
ptoperty. Somewhere, for Christ’s sake, somewhere they had to be stopped. 


Jazz was thoroughly dashed by the disappointments of her first year at 
Graphics Central, yet she knew that in order to pursue a career as a 
professional photographer she needed more technical training. She must 
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be able to solve any problem that could be Lap satin during any —— | 
graphic assignment. | 

She entered school with a hunch that she would easily master the 
purely technical aspects of photography, since she had already taught 
herself so much, progressing from simple cameras to more difficult ones, 
reading everything she could find, taking and developing many thou- 
sands of pictures. Everyone who had seen her work had thought that she 
was gifted, but none of them had been professionals. 

Jazz realized she was still an amateur, a hobbyist who had had no one 
to guide her. She needed teachers and the kind of focus that she would | 
find at Graphics Central: the Zen Workshop, in which you took pictures 
without ever looking through the viewfinder; the Choreography courses, 
which taught focus on a moving target so that it became a totally auto- | 
matic skill; the controversial Confrontation Class, in which each member | 
took portraits of each other member in a style of his own choosing, | 
attempting to delineate character. 

However, Graphics Central did not offer these esoteric courses to first- 
year students. Jazz's first year was spent learning the basics as if she were | 
a would-be automobile mechanic who’d never been under the chassis of | 
a car. She learned to load and unload every kind of camera in the dark, 
with a stopwatch held by the instructor; she took a course in the most 
basic details of darkroom technique, although she'd had her own dark- 
room at home for years; but the main thrust of the first year was the 
rudiments of lighting. 

Indoor lighting, Jazz thought broodingly, never natural lighting, but 
one hundred million varieties and combinations of every kind of artificial 
illumination ever invented, from a bare lightbulb to the most advanced 
strobe. And the severe simplicity of the subjects that had to be lit! A tube 
of toothpaste was the most exciting assignment they were given, for at 
least they were allowed to squeeze some of the toothpaste out and coax it 
into the shape of their choosing, but the toothpaste tube came only at the 
very end of the year, as the grand climax to the course. 

This beginning lighting course would lead directly, in her second year, 
to tabletop photography, which would probably ‘become the financial 
mainstay of many of the students, Jazz realized, even as she groaned at 
the prospect. 

Tabletop included anything that could be photographed on a station- 
ary surface, from a perfume bottle to a toaster, from a diamond necklace 
to a pot roast. But until then, Jazz and the other first-year lighting stu- 
dents, ninety percent of them male, illuminated and photographed nuts 
and bolts, literally nuts and bolts, and dollar bills and thumbtacks and 
grains of salt. They were given nothing that could spoil or rot or grow 
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mold, no flowér or apple, for each object was intended to last for years, 
as generations of students lit them in dozens of different, textbook-desig- 
nated positions, none of which left room for improvisation. 

The lighting assignments were so exhaustive and difficult that the 
course was considered the photographic equivalent of being a first-year 
hospital intern. None of the students got more than a few hours’ sleep at 
night for weeks at a time as they struggled to find the solutions to light- 
ing nails and buttons and pieces of thread. ‘‘Bread, not thread,’’ was the 
class’s wistful rallying cry, but with a few exceptions, like impatient Jazz, 
who knew she’d never want to do tabletop photography, the students 
were grateful for the strict training that would leave them equipped to 
light anything on the face of the earth, or indeed in space, if they could 
get up there with a flashbulb or a light box, or even a match. 

Jazz, at eighteen, found herself far more mature than her teenaged 
classmates, almost all of them boys, and she took no interest in any partic- 
ular one of the mass of males who sweated and tinkered with lenses and 
fuses and talked about Nikons and Leicas with worship. If only one of 
them had cared about the Lakers, she thought, as she listened to her 
fellow students . . . but no, they were hopeless nerds who would have 
looked at her in astonishment if she’d asked them what they thought 
about the chances of that new rookie from Michigan State, Earvin 
“Magic” Johnson. He struck Jazz as too tall for a point guard, more likely 
to become a power forward, but her father, who had followed basketball 
all his life and had taken Jazz to hundreds of games, assured her that if 
Jerry West, manager of the Lakers, had chosen Magic as the first pick of 
the college draft, he must have a damn good reason. 


Tony Gabriel never really could find out why he accepted the invitation 
to lecture at Graphics Central in the late spring of 1979. It wasn’t his bag 
to spend time pontificating and answering questions, but he had a couple 
of days in L.A. before he was due to leave for Nicaragua, and the new 
dean of the school, Davis Collins, was an old buddy who’d burned out 
after his fourth divorce and decided to take a job that would keep him 
home nights in case he ever got married again. 

“If you'd never started that marriage stuff, Dave, you wouldn’t have 
racked up four divorces,’’ Gabe advised him kindly. ‘You should give it 


BD... 
“We don’t all have your guts, Gabe. Some of us fall in love.” 
“Four times?’’ He was incredulous. 


“Don’t ask me to explain. Come on down and let the kids hero-wor- 
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ship you, Gabe. They’ve been working so hard all year that they’ve just | 
about forgotten why they came here. They need some inspiration.” 

The lecture hall was jammed, kids practically hanging from the ceiling, 
as he did an improvised slide show and explained when and where and 
how each world-famous image had been shot. For an hour afterwards he 
fielded questions, waiting for one from a girl who sat silently in the front 
row, looking as if she’d drifted in from some woodland wild, never 
taking her eyes off his face. She was dying to ask something, he could tell, 
and he found himself glancing at her, waiting for her hand to be raised, 
but she sat without moving, her long, wiggly hair falling in careless 
squiggles around her face, her eyes glowing in peradin curiosity under 
her level brows. 

Finally Gabe announced that the lecture was over, — that there 
would be absolutely no more questions. He accepted the storm of ap- 
plause, and turned to gather up his stuff while the hall emptied behind 
him. When he was ready to leave, the girl was still sitting quietly, looking 
at him, alone, a question still in her eyes. He could guess what she 
wanted, he realized with pleasure. Groupie time. 

‘Excuse me, Mr, Gabriel, may I ask you something?” ; 
“I’m on my. way, cutie, but why not?” 

“Would I be right in saying that the craft of photojournalism is ninety 
percent lying and cheating and talking people into letting you into the 
right place; nine and nine-tenths percent the pure chance of being in the 
right place at the right time; and one-tenth of one percent actually taking 
the picture?” 

“You could say that.’’ A novel approach, but no question she was 
hitting on him. 

“That’s what I figured. I knew I didn’t want to be a photojournalist, 
but I wasn’t entirely sure why. Thank you for being honest.’’ Jazz rose to 
go and was halfway down the aisle when he stopped her. 

‘So how come you stayed till the end?”’ 

“T didn’t want to ask you that in front of everybody. It might have 
sounded rude.” . 

“You were afraid of embarrassing me?’’ He found himself suddenly 
indignant. 

“Well, of course.”’ She walked more quickly toward the exit to the hall. 
He followed her and grabbed her arm. 

“So how come, if it only takes one-tenth of one percent of what I’ve 
got going, that I’m the one who comes up with the killer shot and not the 
next guy?” 

‘I would assume that you’ve been extraordinarily lucky.” 

“You think there’s no craft to what I do?’ 
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“ “Craft? Absolutely yes. It’s a// craft. That's the problem. I like a little 
something else mixed into my work.” 

“Jesus. An arty one. You take pictures of weirdly shaped trees at sun- 
set, and reflections of mountains in ponds, and prairie grasses waving in 
the wind and shit like that.” 

“‘Not exactly. Look, I have to go.” 

“So go.” 

“You're holding on to my sweater.” 

“So let’s have a drink. You can show me your work.”’ 

Yeah, that was how it had started. He’d never known if she’d hit on 
him or he’d hit on her, but probably it was what he got for doing a favor 
for old Dave. No good deed goes unpunished, as his grandmother, may 
she rest in peace, used to say. 


Human charm, in its superficial manifestations, can be conjured up by a 
well-worded recollection of the timbre of a voice, the particular quality 
of a laugh, the contrast of an unexpectedly beguiling glance in an other- 
wise ordinary pair of eyes, the recollection of the play of humor or the 
music of whimsy. Yet charm is essentially inexplicable and resists descrip- 
tion. 

Tony Gabriel had been blessed by immense charm, that unfairly dis- 
tributed blessing. He had charmed from his cradle. His con-man perfor- 
mances rested far more on his charm than on his shrewdness, persistence, 
courage and skill, all of which he had legitimately. Part of his charm was 
that he never exercised it deliberately, as do those semi-charming people 
who can rise to charm when the occasion demands it. 

Tony Gabriel couldn’t turn it on because he couldn’t turn it off. 

Many photojournalists referred to him as ‘‘the Hungarian,” because in 
the history of the western world, Hungarians have been and remain the 
most notoriously charming people who have ever lived. Tony Gabriel 
knew of his nickname, knew the meaning behind it, and since he was the 
kind of charmer who had never had to work deliberately at being charm- 
ing, it puzzled him slightly. What element of his personality were they 
picking on, anyway? At the same time, he saw no reason to be offended. 
Hungary was close enough to his family’s mixed-up, much-traveled, mid- 
dle-European background so that his family tree, if it could be con- 
structed, which it couldn’t, probably contained a Hungarian here and 
there. He was pragmatic about charm and believed that the only impor- 
tant thing to remember about it was that it worked. 
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“I feel an interesting preference for being exactly where I am,” Tony ! 
Gabriel said to Jazz. 

“Ts that so unusual?” 

“It’s... mew. Sort of . . . agreeable. I don’t normally sit and just 
so ReeeySit: 

‘Maybe it’s the lighting,”’ Jazz suggested. ‘‘Imagine thinking of putting 
candles on the tables. That’s exceptionally authentic. And semicircular 
red leather booths and paper napkins. You almost never see anything like 
that in a bar.” 

“Yeah, and laminated plastic tables and Toulouse-Lautrec posters on 
the walls. We could be anywhere. Mexico City—Kansas City—even 
Jersey City.” 

“T noticed that too,’’ Jazz said, ‘‘as soon as we came in. Down-home 
credibility. That probably means there isn’t too much water in the booze, 
unless it’s all done to lull suspicion.” 

“Since when is white wine booze?”’ 

“T meant your scotch.” 

‘Booze is from before your time.” 

““My father says ‘booze.’ ”’ 

“‘Mine too.” 

““How old are you?” Jazz asked. 

“Twenty-nine,”’ he answered. 

She inspected him carefully. Unkempt but very clean, rough and ready 
yet somehow sophisticated, an outdoor look because of his tanned skin 
and skinny frame, more lines on his face than a twenty-nine-year-old 
should have. “You look older. Definitely older. About thirty-two.” 

“Yeah? So how old are you?” 

“Eighteen. Should I call you Tony?”’ 

“Gabe.” 

“Do you get to Jersey City often?” 

“Often enough. So why do people call you Jazz?” 

“Because Juanita Isabella is unwieldy, as names go.”’ 

“So you're basically Spanish?” 

“Some. Mostly Irish and Swedish, all Californian.”’ 

“A native?” 

“The first you’ve met?” 

“T think so. Wait a minute, I used to know a guy, he was born in Vegas. 
Nope. And there was this girl, she was from Corona Del Mar. Nope. 
You're my first native. Did you know that the first time you meet anyone 
of an absolutely new ethnic background you get to make a wish?” 

“You're perfectly aware that Del Mar is in California. No wish.” 

‘So I’ve never been where the turf meets the surf. Not my gig.” 
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“That's the good news.” 

“You're a fresh kid. Why aren’t you slithering all over me? Why aren’t 
you asking me about how I walked into Tibet or rode a camel through 
the Gobi or how many times I’ve climbed out of a helicopter and just let 
go? Where’s the respect a mere first-year student should show a big-shot, 
famous photojournalist?”’ 

“You should have asked one of the boys out for a drink.” 

“Actually, I’m not in the mood for mindless adoration. I get too much 
of it. Your subtle disdain is refreshing. But you could try to flirt. We 
belong to different genders. Maybe even totally different species. It’s 
only polite to indicate that you recognize the difference.” 
~ “T never flirt,’’ Jazz said righteously. 

“IT know. Why should you have to? You’re too beautiful to flirt. Too 
intelligent to flirt. Too snooty to flirt.”’ 

“Tam not snooty,” Jazz said, sipping her wine with a larky glint in her 
eye. 

“T just said that, I didn’t mean it. Beautiful and intelligent, but not 
snooty.” 

“Well put. Also I’m exceptionally modest.” 

“T think I like you.” 

“T know you do.”” Her voice was amused. 

“So do you like me? Forget it! I never asked anyone that in my life.” 

“Don’t be frightened, I won’t hold it against you.”’ Jazz giggled at the 
expression of horror on his face. “‘I sort of like you. You’re more or less 
basically likable. What’s not to like?” 

“Well, you don’t know me yet. There could be a lot.” 

“I’m sure there is. But how bad could it be?”’ 

“‘There’s only one way to find out. Dinner?” 

““Of course,’’ she said without hesitation. She had assumed that drinks 
would lead to dinner. 

“So you don’t have another date?” 

“No. So why do you start a lot of your sentences with ‘so’?” 

“Do I?” 

“‘Never mind. I’m afraid it’s catching..‘So where are we having din- 
ner?” Jazz asked hungrily. She knew she was dressed presentably for any 
restaurant in California in 1979, in her white trousers and heavy, hand- 
knit, cable-stitched white sweater. 

“IT was thinking about your place.” 

“Seriously. Oh, you are serious. I share a place with two roommates. 
We have peanut butter, bananas and skim milk. My roommates don’t 
mind sharing. Sound good to you?” 

“Not even for breakfast,’’ Gabe ‘said, shuddering. ‘‘That leaves Thai, 
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Chinese, Indian, Moroccan, Japanese, Italian, but not French, I hate 
French. All truly civilized people hate French, especially the French, 
whose dream meal is a steak and fries, washed down by two bottles of red 
wine, accompanied by a pack or two of cigarettes. Of course there’s 
always pizza. Or we could make a gesture toward simplifying life, stay 
right here and have a hamburger.”’ 

“We could. Let’s. Their hamburgers are probably as authentic as the 
scotch.”’ Jazz was decisive. 


‘“'There’s something . . . different . . . about you. I don’t get it and 
I’m not used to not getting things. It makes me nervous. I can’t exactly 
figure you out—there’s something . . . something particular, not pecu- 
liar, but I don’t know, something . . . about you that I can’t quite put 


my finger on.” 

“Take your time. I’m not going anywhere.”’ Jazz shrugged in an espe- 
cially provoking way because it told the shrugged-upon person that she 
was indifferent to being analyzed and that she would never modify her 
behavior to suit anyone, but she sweetened the shrug with a smile that 
was as much at odds with her shrug as it was almost impossibly seductive. 
It was a smile that stopped the clock. 

“T’ve got it! That number about being Spanish and Irish and Swedish 
— it’s a scam—you’re Hungarian! Oh my God, am I in deep shit.” 

“T don’t know,’’ Jazz laughed, ‘‘are you?” 

“That wasn’t a question,”’ he responded. ‘‘It was a statement of fact.” 


Jazz knew that she had never been in love. She’d had a crush on one of 
her teachers in sixth grade and felt a flutter for three weeks for the boy 
who acted opposite her in the eighth-grade play, but the Bishop School 
had contained no possible love object, nor had she had time, in the 
rigorous first year at Graphics Central, even to think about men. 

Nevertheless, her memory of her emotions from grammar school was 
enough to inform her, as she tried and failed to eat the hamburger for 
which she thought she had been so hungry, that the way she seemed to 
be bending her attitude toward Tony Gabriel had something to do with 
her heart. 

When he picked up a strand of her hair, looked at it with intense 
concentration, and asked, ‘“‘What do you call this color—cornbread with 
maple syrup?”’ she felt as if he’d fallen to his knees and told her she was 
far more lovely than a Botticelli Venus. 

She found herself studying the two deep vertical lines on either side of 
his mouth, which remained whether he smiled or not, as if they would 
provide a clue to her inability to look away from his perfectly ordinary 
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nose, very big but not remarkable in any other way, and his bright, clever 
brown eyes, no different from anyone else’s bright, clever brown eyes, 
and his rather humorous mouth, which was just a man’s mouth with a 
nice Ordinary upper lip and a nice ordinary lower lip and nice ordinary 
teeth. There was nothing about the ensemble of his features, either sepa- 
rately or taken as a whole, that she could honestly pick out as special, and 
the topography of the human face was the area on which she had concen- 
trated her interest for years. Gabe was . . . attractive, very attractive 

. and somehow interesting looking, but so were a million men. He 
certainly couldn’t be called handsome or striking, she told herself, des- 
perately trying to hold on to reality. It must be all those silly cowlicks. 

She couldn’t stop staring at him. 

“Something wrong with the hamburger?” he asked. 

“No, it’s fine. I’m just . . . not hungry.” 

“Neither am I,” he said, looking in some surprise at the almost un- 
touched hamburger on his plate. ‘‘Maybe we should have gone for some- 
thing more exotic.” 

“T don’t think that . . . would have helped.’’ Jazz found that she had 
to force herself to speak. Her lips. seemed frozen and her mind wasn’t 
working normally. In fact, it was barely working at all. 

“I’m not hungry,’’ Gabe said in wonder, ‘“‘and I haven’t eaten since 
breakfast.’’ He sounded bewildered, a man who has made a discovery he 
knows is momentous although he doesn’t yet know why. 

Jazz made a noncommittal noise that indicated a response. Something 
about the way he’d offered this piece of information made it seem as if 
invisible, golden trumpets had blown a glorious fanfare. He wasn’t hun- 
gry and she wasn’t hungry. She felt a rising, choking, dangerous tighten- 
ing in her chest, as if she were about to burst into tears or laughter and be 
unable to stop. 

“Don't take this personally, but do you believe in love at first sight?” 
Gabe asked, with an expression of shocked and terrified disbelief as he 
listened to his voice saying words he had never said before and never 
expected to say. 


“If you'd asked me that five minutes ago . . .” Jazz hesitated and 
lowered her eyelids, unable to meet his gaze. 

‘res: 

“TI would have said that I doubt it . . . but I suppose anything can 
happen...” 

“Don’t stop . . .’’ Gabe implored her. ‘‘Just say whatever comes into 
your head.”’ 


” 


“Now ... I'm beginning to . 
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“‘To what?”’ he asked, taking her hands in his and holding the shaking 
fingers tightly. 


“Beginning to wonder . . .”’ Jazz’s high color grew higher. 
“Wonder what?” 
“If maybe it’s . . . possible,’’ she whispered, overcome by a sudden 


new bashfulness, her chin lowered so that she was looking only at the 
table. 

“For some people or all people?” 

“No idea.” Jazz shook her head. 

“For you and me?” 

*‘How would I know? Why do you expect me to know everything?” 
Jazz said, lifting her head in protest against this blissful, pointless interro- 
gation. 

‘‘Because I’m crazy nuts in love with you, I have been since the minute 
I saw you and it doesn’t seem possible, it’s never happened to me before, 
so you have to tell me it’s true.” 

“Oh,” Jazz said, feeling the heart she had judged cool and unready slip 
easily free of the cords that bound it and dance wildly to the music of the 
trumpets that blew and blew again their announcement of joy. 

“Are you just going to sit there and say ‘oh’?”’ 

Jazz nodded, incapable of speech. 

“That’s good enough for me. You didn’t say no, did you? You feel the 
same thing? It’s not just me? It can’t possibly be just me, can it?”’ 

Jazz could not even make a gesture. She just sat there, immobile, 
knowing that it was enough for her to accept his words and wait. His 
hands were trembling as badly as hers, but his were warm and hers were 
cold. 

‘So that’s settled. Love at first sight, that’s what it’s called, that’s what's 
happened to us.”’ 

Jazz tried to smile. She failed. She felt so frightened that she didn’t 
know what to do. She could never get up and leave the safety of this red 
leather booth. She’d have to spend the rest of her life here. How had she 
managed to talk to him before? What part of her brain had permitted all 
those words? Just so long as he didn’t let go of her hands, she’d be all 
right. 

“Did you know in the lecture hall?”’ he demanded tenderly. 

‘IT don’t remember. It was too long ago. Yes. Maybe. I don’t know.” 

“But you kept walking away, Jazz. What if I’d let you go?”’ 

“You couldn’t have.”’ 

“T couldn’t have,’ Gabe agreed. ‘“‘No way. Do you realize that I 
haven't kissed you yet?” 

“It doesn’t seem to matter,” Jazz muttered timidly. 
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“You're right. We should give it a chance to matter.’’ 

“‘There’s no rush,”’ Jazz said, almost unable to breathe. 

“Don’t you care?”’ 

“T care too much.”’ 
' “Me too. We'd better get it over with. The longer we wait, the 
tougher it’s going to be,” Gabe said with the determination and knowl- 
edge of a man who made his living taking risks no sane man would take. 
“Will you come back to my hotel?”’ 

“Of course. But you have to hold my hand the whole time. Don’t let 


” 


go. 


As soon as they reached the hotel room, Gabe dropped Jazz’s hand, 
which he had clutched ‘except when he had put his key in the ignition, 
and put his arms tightly around her, standing up with his back to the 
door. 

“You're safe now, we’re home free,’’ Gabe told Jazz, who was shiver- 
ing in spite of her heavy sweater. 

“‘Just keep holding me.’” Her voice was low and tyrannical. She buried 
her head in his chest. 

“Are you that afraid?’’ He spoke to the top of her head. 

‘*Yes,”’ she answered, as resolutely as if she were denying any fear. 

oMe too." 

“But you’re much older than I am. You have to be brave,” Jazz ar- 
gued, stubbornly bashful, clinging to bashfulness as if it were familiar, 
although she had never been bashful in her life before. 

Gabe held Jazz a few inches away from him, tilted her head upward 
and touched her lips softly with one finger and grinned. 

“I'd damn well better be brave enough to kiss you.”’ 

Gabe inclined his head and placed his mouth slowly on her mouth, and 
his delicate, almost humorous kiss allowed some of the muscles in her 
shoulders to release a little of their tension. ‘‘I’m even brave enough to 
kiss you a lot,”” he whispered, and he kissed her again and again, feeling 
her ‘cold lips turn warm and her shivering grow less, as he learned the 
feel of the shape of her mouth. It felt even fuller than it looked, he 
thought, even fuller than he had imagined, succulent, tender, firm, fresh, 
a mouth like none other he had ever known. 

Jazz responded with an awkward willingness, beginning, little by little, 
to match‘him kiss for kiss, as if kissing were a marvelous game at which 
the players never lost or won, a game that could be played indefinitely. 

“We just can’t stand here necking,’’ Gabe finally said, between kisses. 

“Sure we can,” Jazz murmured. ‘‘There’s nobody to stop us.” 


130 


“It’s not comfortable. Want to . . . sit down?” 

“T want to do whatever you want to do.” 

He’d never had a girl in his room before, Gabe thought—and God 
knew there had been more than his fair share of girls in his rooms—who 
wanted to keep on kissing standing up all night, but he’d never been in 
love before, so maybe that accounted for it. All the old rules were 
changed. This was a whole new ball game. 

“So how about the couch?” he suggested, feeling ridiculous but will- 
ing to feel ridiculous. 

“What about it?’”’ Jazz landed a kiss on his nose. 

“We could look at it or we could talk about it or we could reupholster 
it—or we could sit down.” 

“Oh, let’s sit,” she said, laughing for the first time since the door had 
closed behind them. ‘‘Isn’t that what it’s there for?” 

Gabe took Jazz firmly by the hand and led her over to the couch and 
watched as she sat down neatly, almost primly. 

“Like this?’’ Jazz asked. She was playing dumb, Gabe decided. His 
darling dumb some-new-sort-of-blond. 

“For a job interview, yes. This isn’t a job interview.’’ Gabe rearranged 
her until she was in a semi-reclining position. ‘‘O.K., now hold still. 
There’s this particular place right behind the top of your ear where the 
hair starts to ripple—I’ve been thinking about that place all night. I want 
to kiss you there. You’re not ticklish?” 

“Only on the soles of my feet.” 

Gabe sank to his knees on the floor, since it was a foam-rubber couch, 
both low and narrow, and leaned over Jazz. He slid one arm under her 
head to support it, and held the hair off her neck with the other hand, 
rummaging around behind her ear with his lips, kissing her with tiny, 
tasting, peregrinating kisses along the length of her hairline to the nape 
of her neck. 

They hadn’t turned on any of the lights in the room, and he could only 
see her dimly, her head half-turned away from him so that he could have 
complete access to her hairline, but the tactile contrast of the softness of 
the skin of her neck with the springy birth of her hair with its promise of 
a thousand discoveries to come, was almost as exciting as her lips. Jazz, 
utterly silent, half-opened her mouth in delight and closed her eyes so 
that she could concentrate on his warm, moving mouth as if she were 
listening to music too important to permit visual distraction. 

Gabe’s lips ventured slowly upwards, behind her ear, and crossed her 
temple to her eyelid. He slid the tip of his tongue across the curved line 
where her eyelashes grew from the skin of her lids, skin so delicate that 
he dared only to brush it with the lightest of touches. He flicked his 
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tongue over.the tips of her lashes and she cried out suddenly, the first 
sound she’d made since they’d moved to the couch. 

“You like that,”” he muttered. 

Jazz broke out of her trance and grasped him around the neck, drawing 
his head down. “‘Lie down next to me,” she begged. 

‘“‘There’s no room.” 

“There’s room on the bed,’’ Jazz said. 

“That’s a wonderful idea. I wish I’d thought of it.”” Gabe marveled at 
his delicious dumbbell. 

“You’re the one who said the couch,”’ Jazz replied, almost reproach- 
fully, getting up, crossing the room, kicking off her shoes and lying down 
on the bed. 

“Tt’s all my fault. I won’t make it again. Straight to the bed from the 
door. What was J thinking of?” 

He stood over her, studying her. “‘White pants and white sweater on a 
white bedspread? This won’t work. How can I find you—it’s like looking 
for a white rabbit in a snow bank.” 

“Look for a pink nose,’’ Jazz answered, sitting up and pulling her 
sweater over her head. 

He gasped at the sight of her breasts. The sweater was such a thick knit 
that there had been no way to even imagine breasts like these, so utterly 
young, yet heavy and opulent; ripe breasts that were so firm they rode 
high on her chest, lifting upward with their big rosy nipples hardened 
and pointed. 

Gabe slid down and pulled Jazz over on top of him so that her breasts 
were above his face. She leaned on her elbows as she gazed down at him, 
a look of intent curiosity on her face. He moaned and with his large 
hands he took her breasts and pushed them together so that he could take 
both her nipples into his mouth at the same time. With all the pulling, 
sucking force of his lips and tongue and cheeks, he feasted on those hot 
buds as if he could make them open and flower inside his mouth. 

For many minutes his whole being was concentrated on the nipples he 
held so firmly enclosed. He suckled at her unmercifully, teasing her with 
tiny nips of his teeth, causing her a pleasure so wonderful that she bit her 
own lips as she tried to force even more of her breasts into his mouth. 
She pressed down on him with her hips without realizing what she was 
doing, rubbing and pushing so urgently, with such insistence, that finally 
he knew that it was time to tear himself away from her breasts. Gabe took 
her by her shoulders, turned her over on her back and, with the boldness 
of an outlaw, stripped off what was left of her clothes, intent, possessed. 

Jazz lay spellbound, suddenly stilled, with only her hair to cover her 
shoulders, watching him, a question again glowing in her eyes. He stood 
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beside the bed while he tore off his own clothes. Jazz stared at Gabe, her 
eyes widening at the sight of his tanned body in the dimness of the room. 
He was as thin as she’d thought, but she hadn’t imagined that his arms 
and legs and shoulders would be so unexpectedly sinewy, or his chest so 
broad. Nor had she tried to picture to herself the powerful, heavy, mas- 
terful penis, thicker and longer than she could have believed, that stood 
out and up from the dark hair between his legs. She drew in her breath, 
stunned, incredulous, unable to look away, shocked into immobility. 

Gabe knelt on the bed, his knees holding her thighs apart, kissing her 
open, panting mouth many times, making sounds she couldn’t under- 
stand. She threw her arms around his neck as she tried awkwardly, but 
with all her strength, to pull him down on top of her, desperate to be 
crushed under him, to feel his skin everywhere on her body. 

Finally Gabe sat back on his heels, consumed with a need so savage 
that he spent no time on her voluptuous, abandoned nakedness but 
reached one masterful hand straight toward the curly, abundant tangle of 
her pubic hair and pushed forward with a questing finger. She was ready, 
oh yes, very ready, more than ready for him. He held the weighty heft of 
his penis and steadily, relentlessly pushed it deep and deeper into her 
body, so harshly inflamed that he didn’t listen to the indrawn breaths that 
now broke her silence. ‘‘Ah, ah, ah!’’ Jazz cried out, on a wild and rising 
note, but he didn’t hear, for he had become finally deaf in his intention to 
have her. He might have attempted the inhuman task of holding back so 
that she could catch up with him, but he knew that he would take her 
many times this night, oh, she would get it, she would get it, but now he 
could wait no longer. He gave himself entirely to the burning, impera- 
tive flood that forced itself upward, swelling, growing, tightening, hard- 
ening, until he burst inside of her in long, excruciatingly good spasms of 
fire that brought a great animal scream of ravening triumph to his lips. 

Gabe still penetrated Jazz when he finally fell on his side, holding her 
tightly against him. He gradually became aware of sound and sight. Jazz, 
her breath heaving, was weeping in loud gulps. “‘Oh God, I’m sorry,” he 
said, deeply contrite, “‘but I couldn’t stop. Christ, that hasn’t happened 
since I was a kid.” 

She gasped, sobbing, inconsolable. 

“Jazz, Jazz, darling Jazz, don’t cry! It’s not a tragedy. I’m going to love 
you again, just for you, and then again and again, all just for you. Don’t 
cry!” 

Gabe hugged her and caressed her hair and kissed her all over her wet 
face, but still tears spurted out of her eyes. Finally she yielded to his pleas 
and little by little she wept less and less until she sniffed and complained 
in a tiny voice. “I didn’t expect it to hurt so much.” 
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“Oh shit! I hurt you! Shit! How could I? Will you ever forgive me?” 

“Of course I will . . . don’t feel bad . . . it’s supposed to hurt, isn’t 
it... the first time?” 

“The what?” 

“The first time.”’ 

A vast astonishment whirled into his brain like the twister of a tornado, 
and everything fell together in one click. Her fright, her cold lips, her 
prim posture on the sofa, her clumsy attempts to pull him down on top of 
her, her combination of shyness and boldness. 

“Why didn’t you tell me!’’ he demanded, torn between rapture and 
guilt. 

“Don’t know,” Jazz muttered, trying to bury her head in his shoulder. 
He held her off. 


“Why? Why?” 
“T was... afraid . . . that you wouldn’t want to. . . that you'd 
make too big a deal out of it . . . oh, you know.” 


“You're damn right I would! I’m so much in love with you—I sure as 
hell wouldn’t have hurt you. Oh, my darling baby, I would have been so 
gentle. And now it’s too late. Too fucking late,’’ he mourned. 

“Don’t feel bad,”’ she comforted him. “‘It’s stopped hurting.” 

“Oh yeah, sure, just like that, I’ll bet it has, poor love, poor sweet 
dumbbell.” 

“T wish you’d stop blaming yourself and do something useful,’ Jazz 
said with a return to cheer that told Gabe that he might have missed one 
train but another one was steaming into the station. 

“So I’m going to have to kiss it and kiss it and make it well. That what 
you had in mind?”’ 

“Something like that. Yes . . . definitely. That.”’ 


Together, forgetting any other reality, Jazz and Gabe lived through the 
next week without asking questions of the future or directing a thought 
to the past. Only the uncomplicated completeness of the lavish present 
existed, perfect days and perfect nights, which would mark all days and 
all nights to come in their memories; days and nights in which detail 
flowed into detail to make a seamless, splendid whole; days and nights 
that are granted to a few fortunate people once in a lifetime, but rarely 
twice. They shared one consciousness; they woke at the same minute and 
slept at the same minute and grew hungry together and thirsty together 
and needed to touch each other, even if it was only to hold hands, at all 
times. 7 

After a week the world refused to stand still for them any longer. Gabe 
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had to leave for Nicaragua and the new assignment for which he was 
already several days late. There was no question of his giving it up; there 
was no doubt that Jazz would go with him; there was no reason for her to 
remain in school. Even if there had been a compelling reason, she would 
have ignored it. The only person who had to be told about their plans 
was Mike Kilkullen. 

‘We'll drive down and see him,”’ Jazz said. ‘““Today.”’ 

““Can’t we phone?’’ Gabe asked hopefully. 

“Coward.” 

“Shouldn’t I be?’’ 

“T can’t go away without telling him everything and saying good-bye 
to him, you know that,” Jazz replied. ‘‘He won't bite. I hope.” 

“T don’t think he’ll be thrilled.’’ Gabe looked at Jazz. She was so vivid 
in the directness of her happiness that she flew where other people 
walked, blazed where other people breathed. What father in his right 
mind would want to see that? 

‘“‘He’ll be happy for me. I hope.” 

“So let’s go.” 

““Maybe tomorrow?” Jazz suggested, suddenly feeling a twinge of anxi- 
ety about her father’s reaction. 

““Today,”’ Gabe responded. One of them had to be the grown-up. “But 
first we'll both take a shower. You smell like me and I smell like you. 
Then fresh clothes all around. Don’t dare touch me again until we’re on 
the way home. No reason to flaunt it.” 

Beirut, Belfast, the Gaza Strip—they hadn’t turned out to be so dan- 
gerous after all, Gabe reminded himself as they drove through the wide 
avenue of giant figs leading to the Hacienda Valencia. This should be a 
breeze. After all, what conservative Orange County rancher wouldn't be 
tickled pink to send his adored eighteen-year-old daughter off to the 
trouble spots of the planet with an imperfect stranger? 


God in heaven, had they no common ordinary decency, Mike Kilkullen 
raged to himself. To show up here, obviously just out of bed, with that 
unmistakable fucked-out look and that smell clinging to them like a cloud 
of gunpowder, practically unable to keep their hands to themselves, and 
announce that they were going off together? Did they think he didn’t 
remember and recognize that look, that smell, that he’d never experi- 
enced it himself? 

Jazz didn’t even look like herself anymore. He didn’t want to think 
about the new way she looked or the way she couldn't take her eyes off 
that big-nosed bag of bones she called Gabe—what kind of name was 
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that, anyway? Why did men have to have daughters when this was what 
always happened sooner or later and in this case much, much too soon? 
And when there was nothing, absolutely nothing, that you could do to 
stop it in 1979? If he could, he’d brick her up in a tower and lower the 
portcullis, or send her to a convent for a few years or take her on a long, 
slow trip around the world or, better yet, get out his hunting rifle and 
blow this daughter-stealing shitass bastard Gabe straight to hell for which 
no jury in the world would convict him. Christ, why did the sixties ever 
have to happen? That was what was wrong with the world. The fucking 
sixties. Now every eighteen-year-old believed that she was in charge of 
herself and her destiny and even when it was your own daughter you had 
to go along with it because you had no choice. 

“Do you have everything you need, Juanita Isabella?’’ Mike Kilkullen 
asked, sounding thoughtfully polite but not concerned. ‘“‘Plenty of money 
and a return ticket and stuff like that?” 

“Don’t worry about any of that, Dad. I don’t need much. Gabe’s 
taking care of everything. And I have traveler’s checks, just in case.”’ 

“You're not going without your camera?’’ Mike asked. 

“Of course not. Gabe’s going to teach me everything there is to know 
about photojournalism.”’ 

“Well that’s just fine, kid. Fine and dandy. Do you have a telephone 
credit card? No? Well, just call collect whenever you happen to feel like 
it, don’t worry about the time difference. I’d like to hear from you when 
you get a chance.” 

“T’ll make sure she calls, Mr. Kilkullen.”’ 

“You do that, Gabe. You do that.” 

Or I'll come over there, no matter where you are, and I’ll find you and 
put a pistol to your head and pull the trigger, or take a knife and gut you 
up the stomach like a fish. What the hell Jazz sees in you I can’t begin to 
imagine. That fat-assed Billy Carter is a damn sight better looking, and 
for sure the Ayatollah Khomeini has more charm. Nobody will ever miss 
you of even notice that you’re gone, you thief, you villain, you filthy son 
of a bitch. 

“Oh, Daddy, we’ve got to be going back to L.A.,”’ Jazz cried, looking 
at her watch. ‘‘There’s so much traffic on the road and I still have to 
organize a couple of things and pack and catch a plane first thing the day 
after tomorrow.” 

“Did you remember to tell the school you were dropping out?’’ he 
asked evenly. 

“T called the registrar. They said they'd send back your deposit for 
next year. I'd learned everything they had to teach me, Daddy, the rest 
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was just trimming. You know, most real photographers say that you 
should never stay in photo school too long or you lose your originality.” 

“Tr’s lucky you found that out before it was too late.” 

‘I'd really like to look at Jazz’s work,’’ Gabe said. “‘She’s told me about 
the archives. Don’t we have enough time, Jazz?” 

“I suppose,’’ she answered reluctantly. What if he didn’t like it? What 
if it wasn’t as good as she thought it was? 

“I’ve lost my key,’’ Mike Kilkullen lied. “‘Do you have yours, kid?”’ 

“No, I left it back in L.A.,” she said, relieved. 

“Tell you what, Gabe, I’ll show you something you ought to see.”’ 
Mike got up and left the living room abruptly, returning in seconds 
holding the framed enlargement of the snapshot of Sylvie that never left 
his bedside. He gave it to Gabe. 

‘“That’s one of the first pictures my daughter, Juanita Isabella Kilkul- 
len, ever took. With the first roll of film I gave her. With the first camera 
I gave her. That’s her mother, of course. My daughter was eight at the 
time, only ten years ago. It was the last summer of my wife’s life. She 
went off to Europe. Only she went off alone. But, of course, you know 
that story.”’ 

“Daddy!” 

““What’s wrong? I thought Gabe should see at least one picture you 
took. Before you go away too.”’ 

“That’s not fair!” Jazz shouted. ‘‘How can you say such an awful thing 
to me?” 

“Because it’s true. Going away is going away,’’ Mike Kilkullen said, 
standing as immovable as a boulder. 

“T get your point, Mr. Kilkullen.’’ Gabe was standing. “‘I won't pre- 
sume to say I understand how you feel, but I know I'd feel the same way 
too if I had a daughter. I'll take good care of Jazz. I promise you that on 
my life. And she’ll call home every week.”’ 

“Yeah, you do that, Gabe, you do that. I understand that the phone 
service from Nicaragua is top-notch, especially during a civil war.” 


G.. and Jazz were there when the 


Sandinistas hoisted their red and black flag over the National Palace of 
Managua in July of 1979. A month later they were among the first jour- 
nalists to reach Ireland the day after Earl Mountbatten of Burma was 
killed by Irish Nationalists; within two weeks they flew into Afghanistan 
as Premier Amin took over after President Taraki had been killed in a 
coup. 

Later, Jazz was to look at her rookie summer of '79 as her personal 
boot camp and almost her Waterloo. She learned that photojournalism 
wasn’t a superior form of photographic con game, but a job that de- 
manded more guts and stamina than she believed she could possess; a job 
for the perpetually jet-lagged, the eternally footsore, the utterly focused 
and, particularly, a job for people to whom fear, sensible, rational, nor- 
mal, life-saving fear, was non-existent. 

At first she thought her feeling of being overwhelmed was caused by 
the sheer size of the celebrating Nicaraguan crowds who had overthrown 
Somoza’s forty-six-year-old dynasty. In the bitter aftermath of the 
Mountbatten killing, she attributed her storm of emotion to the cruelty 
of the death of a wartime hero on board his fishing boat in an explosion 
that also took the life of his grandson. By the time they reached Afghani- 
stan, Jazz had decided that her anxieties were based on the fact that she 
wasn’t entirely sure who was who, what was what, or why. A month later, 
in October, back in the United States, as Gabe covered racial violence in 
Boston high schools, a subject on which she could get a clear grip, Jazz 
was finally forced to admit to herself that she was in far over her head. 

She had never imagined that she would come quickly to expect danger 
everywhere, no less in Boston than in Managua. She felt as if she had 
sprouted antennae on the alert for danger, not just in the back of her 
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head but on the soles of her feet, on the points of her elbows, and at the 
back of her shoulders. 

Anywhere, in any of the emotion-swept, often violent mobs that Gabe 
moved through so purposefully, there could be someone with a gun ora 
bomb who would choose a man and a girl with cameras as a target. Or 
else someone might throw a bomb for an entirely different reason, and 
they would find themselves in its deadly path. Mobs of people were 
dangerous in and of themselves; Gabe’s style of photojournalism meant 
getting as deeply into the crowds as possible. 

So far, Jazz had managed to hide the nature of her feelings from Gabe. 

She told herself that either she must learn to live with fear or go home; 
get her shit together or get out. 

Jazz decided to stay, because she was more afraid of being without 
Gabe than she was of some as-yet-unthrown bomb. The way to stay was 
to keep so busy that she didn’t have time to think; staying meant shooting 
almost as much film almost as fast as Gabe, even if she didn’t know or 
care what side the people she was shooting were on, or why they were 
intent on demonstrating. Shooting meant concentration on getting a 
powerful image, no matter the circumstances. 

Her work improved, in her opinion anyway, and the antennae on the 
soles of her feet, which warned her that the next step might be fatal, 
bothered her less. Perhaps it might be coincidence, she thought, or it 
might be due to the fact that she was wearing filthy socks inside of even 
more filthy boots, with no hope of doing her laundry for days. Dirty hair, 
unwashed clothes, blisters on her feet-—Gabe didn’t care what she looked 
or smelled like so long as she kept up with him but never got in his way, 
and that was all that mattered. She carried his spare camera bodies and 
lenses in their foam-rubber-padded case, she loaded film for him, and she 
kept a watch out for portable food and drink when he would have forgot- 
ten about both. He wasn’t used to having an assistant, and she had to 
fight to do anything for him, but eventually he gave in and let her take 
over in these areas. 

Jazz still managed to do a great deal of shooting on her own, pictures 
that would never be developed or used, since she was not on assignment, 
but pictures that Jazz knew were steadily inching closer to the emotional 
center of the action. The antennae on the backs of her shoulders grew 
less watchful as her eyes became quicker to pick out the single most 
meaningful grouping of people in any hurly-burly, from Tehran while 
Shiite students set fire to an American flag on top of the United States 
Embassy, to Lake Placid after the American ice hockey team won the 
gold medal. 

In the last days of March 1980, while Gabe was getting entirely too 
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cozy with Mount St. Helens, Jazz, finding herself on the West Coast for 
the first time in almost a year, decided that the increasingly restless vol- 
cano was far less important than going home to visit her father. 

Mike Kilkullen was stunned by the changes in her, both visible and 
nonvisible. The daughter he’d been forced to allow to go off to wars, 
riots and terrorism had been the same girl he’d watched grow up, day by 
day for eighteen years, reserved, almost enigmatic, quietly humorous, 
changed only by her first experience of love. At nineteen, Jazz had been 
many years less mature than her mother had been at nineteen. 

Until she met Tony Gabriel, she had lived absorbed in the two stron- 
gest forces in her life: her tie to her father and her photography. In many 
other ways she had been a late bloomer, not interested in entering into 
the mating dance of adolescence; incurious about the lure of big cities or 
travel; content with the small excitements of life on a relatively isolated 
ranch near a small town; a girl, he felt, who still needed to be surrounded 
by the safety and protection of daily routine. Hadn’t she fought to stay on 
the ranch with him instead of being sent away to boarding school? 
Hadn’t she driven back home every weekend during her year at Graph- 
ics Central, turning down invitations that any other girl of her age would 
have accepted? 

Mike Kilkullen had been worried about Jazz for a long time. He didn’t 
understand the dynamics of everything that could happen to an eight- 
year-old child when her mother dies, but he knew that there had to be a 
basic connection between the brutal explosion of that worst of all possi- 
ble losses and Jazz’s passive lack of interest in the world outside of the 
ranch. Jazz had never, it seemed to him, truly taken possession of a secure 
sense of her own self that he believed only a mother can give a child. 
From her birth until Sylvie’s death, Jazz had managed to grow up in spite 
of Sylvie’s frequent absences, for three reasons: her firm base in his own 
love, Rosie’s devoted care, and Sylvie’s absolute emotional availability 
when she was at the ranch. It was far from a perfect way to be brought 
up, he reflected, but many children had far less. 

But for years after Sylvie’s death, Jazz seemed to have been frozen, as 
if she couldn't quite take the next steps with only his support. Her adoles- 
cence had not contained a minute of rebellion, which certainly seemed 
odd, according to what he read and heard. Even her consuming passion 
for photography, he suspected, might somehow be tied to her loss of 
Sylvie, for only in memories and in photographs could she recapture her 
mother. And memories fade faster than snapshots. 

Now, ten months after Jazz had so suddenly left home at eighteen, it 
seemed to him that a woman had returned to the ranch, in place of the 
girl who had left. This woman walked with a far more confident stride 
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than Jazz ever had; she spoke up far more frequently and with more 
conviction; she was suddenly aware of the absurdity of life and the impos- 
sibility of doing very much about it, yet she hadn’t become a cynic. She 
was far more animated than Jazz had ever been, a hundred times less 
inclined to accept his opinion on everything, but she didn’t make a point 
of insisting that she was right. Right or wrong, she seemed to think, no 
matter what he thought or what she thought, it would all work out one 
way or another—or rather it would all probably ot work out—and they 
had to accept the fact that they couldn’t do much about it. 

“Are you still a Democrat, at least?”’ he asked sharply. 

“For sure. But where would I register to vote?’’ Jazz grimaced at the 
fact that now that she was old enough to vote she never stayed long 
enough in one place to have an address. 

‘‘At the American embassy of whatever country you go to most often,” 
Mike Kilkullen answered her indignantly. It was tough enough being a 
Democrat in Orange County without losing a single potential voter. 

“That would be Paris,’’ Jazz said thoughtfully. ‘‘Photojournalism has 
always been centered in Paris, ever since the great days of Paris-Match, 
and it still is, oddly enough. You’d think it would be New York, but Paris 
is the red-hot center.” 

“Well, damn it, Jazz, then register at the embassy in Paris. You can get 
them to give you an absentee ballot if necessary. Or do you feel that 
you're just a mere spectator at the great scene of world events, with the 
planet as one big photo opportunity?”’ 

“You mean do I still care who wins? Not just the election but in 
general? Of course I do, Dad, but if I stopped long enough to think 
about it, I’d just keep Gabe from doing what he has to do.”’ 

“Are we talking heavy-duty camp follower here?” 

“Very heavy-duty. But a happy camp follower.”’ Jazz grinned at him in 
a way he had never seen before, and which the father in him instantly 
wiped out of his mind. 

“Why the hell did you cut your hair?”’ he said irritably, instead of 
asking her why she smiled like a satisfied female animal. Of all the physi- 
cal changes in Jazz, what upset him the most was that her magnificent 
head of hair, which had always made him think of the beautifully 
streaked pelt of a golden sable, had been cropped to a shaggy urchin look 
that was as short as a boy’s at the back and the sides and fell over her 
forehead every which way in front. 

““Cooties,”” Jazz answered. 

“TI don’t believe you!”’ 

“Relax! I didn’t actually ever have them, but after a week without a 
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good hot shower, I sort of began to wonder about the possibility. My hair 
got in my way. Anyway, I like it like this—don’t you?” 

“T liked it better before,’’ he said, as gently as he could. I liked it better 
before you met Gabe, I liked it better when you didn’t strut like a cham- 
pion after a good game; I liked it better when you didn’t move as boldly 
as if you were wearing a full set of chain-mail body armor, when you 
didn’t look as determined as if you’d been born on a kibbutz, when you 
didn’t have that invulnerable set to your mouth and chin, when your face 
hadn’t changed to a woman’s face, but still had a little of the baby in it; I 
liked it better when the sun rose and set on me; I liked it better when you 
didn’t feel really happy anywhere but at the ranch; I liked it better when 
you were still my baby. I liked it better before you met that reckless shit 
Gabe and grew the fuck up. 

“Hey, Daddy, if I can vote, I can drink in a bar in California. Come 
on, let’s ride into town. I want to buy you a drink at the Swallows.” 

“Oh yeah?” 

“Yeah.” 

“O.K., let’s go.” 

If Jazz had to grow up, at last, why couldn’t she do it at home, where 
he could keep an eye on her? 


By the middle of April, Jazz and Gabe were back in Paris with a week to 
spare before they were due to go to Rome to join Pope John Paul II’s 
tour of Africa. 

““We’ve got to go register to vote at the embassy, before we leave,” 
Jazz informed Gabe as they ate ham sandwiches at a café and counted the 
number of different ways Frenchmen, as style-obsessed as their women, 
had invented to hang mufflers around their necks. 

““What’s this ‘got to’ stuff? I never vote, cutie. Who has time?” 

“That's disgusting. My father will be very upset if you don’t register.” 
Jazz fluttered her eyelashes disapprovingly at him through her tangled 
bangs. 

“So I'll go, I'll go,” Gabe said hastily. ‘“‘Just tell me what party he 
prefers.” 

“Do you think the embassy will mind that we’re living in a hotel? 
Does that count as an address?” 

‘‘Beats me. Let’s rent an apartment.”’ 

“Gabe! You’ve never lived anywhere except hotels.”’ 

“T never had a girl like you before.’’ He brushed away her bangs and 
studied her excited, vivid face, her bloom of a mouth, the sumptuously 
full lower lip flirting with the devastatingly delicate upper lip, her corn- 
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flake-colored crop of hair, her jeweled eyes. He’d never be absolutely 
sure he knew what she was thinking, he realized with delight and ever- 
renewed curiosity. “‘A babe who looks like you deserves a permanent 
address. A babe like you should have a place to hang her hat. You should 
have a hat, now that I think of it. We’re always passing through Paris—we 
could leave all our clothes here, if we had any clothes. Have you still got 
your Tribune? Let's look in the classified. So what have we here? A place 
in the eighth arrondissement, no way, too close to Dior; a place in the 
sixteenth—that’s the ultimate in boring; the thirteenth, nope, sort of not 
my favorite neighborhood; here’s something on the Ile St-Louis. Quai de 
Bourbon. Out of the way, awfully far downriver, but a good view. I'll 
call the real-estate lady.”’ 

“Do they have real-estate ladies in Paris?’ 

“I keep forgetting how young you are,’’ Gabe said, searching in his 
pocket for a telephone token. “‘How inexperienced, how innocent.” 

‘How virginal?’’ Jazz asked. 

“Complaining? Been feeling too virginal lately?” 

“‘On the contrary.” 

“Good. Stay that way.” 

Gabe disappeared into the café to make the call, and returned with an 
appointment to view the apartment that afternoon. After one quick look 
they rented the little second-floor walkup for its view of the tree-bor- 
dered Seine. The furnishings that came with the apartment weren’t as 
bad as they might have been. 

“If I take all the little bits and pieces off the tables and hide them in a 
closet, buy some plants, take down the curtains in the living room, put up 
new curtains in the bedroom, get a decent frying pan, maybe give the 
walls a coat of fresh white paint—oh, Gabe, it’s going to be fabulous!” 

Jazz whirled around from one room to another, afire with joy, a nest- 
ing instinct she’d never had before suddenly awakened. ) 

“If we buy plants, who’s going to water them when we’re away?” 

“T’ll make a deal with the concierge.”’ 

“Then why are we still standing here?’’ he asked. ‘‘There’s a plant 
market on the Ile de la Cité. Afterwards, we can buy all that other stuff 
and have it delivered to the concierge.” 

“Couldn’t we start on the walls right away?’’ Jazz begged. ‘With roll- 
ers we'd be finished almost before we start.”’ 

“Good thinking. Where’s the nearest paint store?”’ 

“How would I know?” 

“When in doubt, find a café, order coffee and ask. That’s the sum total 
of my knowledge of how to get things done in Paris.”’ 
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““Where’s the nearest café?’’ Jazz asked, willfully, blissfully, enchant- 
ingly stupid. 

‘Just where it always is. Around the corner. Any corner. Come on, 
toots, you’re a housewife now. No time to waste mooning out the win- 
dow. The view will still be here when you get back.”’ 

Before they left for Rome and Africa, Jazz and Gabe had made the 
apartment their own and discovered a bonus that the real-estate lady 
hadn’t mentioned. At night the lights of the bateaux mouches, the sightsee- 
ing boats that passed by on the Seine, gently floodlit the windows of their 
apartment at regular intervals as they floated by, since all the banks of the 
Seine in the heart of Paris were a historic monument, as treasured as the 
Grand Canal in Venice. The approaching floodlights would just touch the 
trees on the riverbank while the boats were still at a distance, and gradu- 
ally, as they came closer and the lights grew brighter, the tops of the trees 
outside of their windows were illuminated as magically as if they were on 
the set of an old-fashioned ballet. The lights poured into their bedroom, 
as if the moon had drifted down from the sky and was peering in at them, 
and then, just as softly as the light had come, it started to disappear, to be 
soon followed by the lights of another boat, on many of which dance 
music played. 

They made love every night to the fairy lights of the bateaux mouches, 
knowing that they were the soul of the eternal spectacle of Paris. Occa- 
sionally, during these hours, Jazz gave a passing thought to the tourists 
sitting stolidly on the boats, dutifully observing the elaborate stone 
facade of their ancient building, listening to the guide recite facts and 
dates, but never knowing the beating, thrilling pulse of the life on the 
other side of the wall, the life of the bed on which she and Gabe, enrap- 
tured and in love forever, lay intertwined, too happy to sleep. 


For the next six months, as they shuttled from Gdansk to Paraguay, from 
Algiers to El Salvador, Gabe found himself looking for the assignments 
that would mean a stopover in Paris. In February of 1981 he turned 
down a job covering the trial of Mrs. Jean Harris in New York to do a 
photo story on the new Archbishop of Paris, Jean-Marie Lustiger, a con- 
vert from Judaism; in April they went to Rome, a short flight from home, 
to follow the capture of the Red Brigade leader Mario Moretti, rather 
than cross the ocean to cover the first space shuttle flight at Cape Canav- 
eral; in May, when six soldiers were arrested in San Salvador for the 
murder of American church workers, he decided to turn down the as- 
signment and wait in Paris for the election, a day later, of Francois Mitter- 
rand, France’s first Socialist president. 
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The summer of 1981 found Gabe uncharacteristically lazy, content to 
let the world go to hell in its normal, predictable way, unchronicled by 
him, as he and Jazz spent their vacation in a farmhouse that friends lent 
them in the hills behind St. Tropez. In the autumn, Gabe promised him- 
self as he relaxed in the lavender-blessed air of Provence, he’d get back 
in stride, but for the first time in his life he found himself reluctant to 
contemplate the complete disruption of their Parisian life that each new 
assignment meant. 

Suddenly the thought of throwing his stuff into a shoulder bag and 
taking indefinite leave of the little, white-walled, plant-filled apartment 
on the old island in the center of Paris was utterly untempting. He found 
himself looking forward three days in advance to the weekly roast 
chicken at the roaring, busy Brasserie Alsacienne on the tip of Ile St- 
Louis, he who had never bothered what he ate or when he ate it. He 
established a favorite among the cafés that opened early on the Rue St- 
Louis-en-Ile, and he went there each morning for breakfast while he read 
the Tribune. Afterwards, he bought two croissants for Jazz, whom he had 
left asleep in bed, and brought them back to the apartment for her, 
waking her with a cup of tea and minutes of kisses. 

Now that they had their own place and spent so much time in Paris, 
Jazz turned one small inside room of the apartment into a darkroom. She 
started getting jobs taking portraits of children of the large diplomatic 
colony in Paris, through a friend who was a secretary to the popular and 
delightful Canadian-born Jean Bakker, the wife of the Dutch ambassador 
to France. Jazz’s prices were reasonable, and her pictures were marvels 
because they showed the children in moments of action, instead of the 
traditional forced repose. 

Children in movement, unaware of the camera, are hard to capture on 
film, but it is the best way to show them as their parents know them best. 
Jazz’s experience following Gabe in crowds stood her in good stead, for 
she could shoot faster and more accurately than any living specialist in 
pure portrait photography. Even more important, by watching Gabe 
closely, she had learned how to work without the subject being aware of 
her, for all great photojournalists have that unique trick of disappearing 
even as they shoot, so that they can catch people at their most human and 
natural, in those all-important unguarded moments in which they think 
they are unobserved. 

Jazz took her young subjects to the parks swarming with children play- 
ing games, or to the zoo or to open-air markets where birds and rabbits 
were sold, and let them loose to enjoy themselves. She shot them in 
repose only if they stopped moving. without her asking them to, and 
those unposed portraits were often the most interesting of all. 
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She shot irr black and white only and developed her own film, carefully 
cropping and enlarging the best pictures, no matter how many there 
were. Then she turned them all over to the parents at one price for the 
lot, instead of demanding that they pick their one or two favorites, as so 
many photographers did. If they wanted duplicates, she charged only for 
the cost of the film and her time in the darkroom. Her business quickly 
grew by word of mouth, and it fit in well with Gabe’s schedule, since it 
didn’t demand that she stay in one place for a specific period of time. 

Now the waiters at the many restaurants of the Ile St-Louis knew them 
by name, as did the jovial bandit who owned the one hardware store on 
the island, and the women who ran the gourmet delicatessen where Gabe 
and Jazz went to buy provisions for the weekends. The island was a 
village, and most of its inhabitants rarely crossed its many bridges into 
the city of Paris, but they knew each other as villagers do all over the 
world. The newsstand owner knew which magazines to save for them, 
and they found a dry cleaner, a laundry, and a drugstore. Gabe began to 
make occasional plans for dinners with friends on the vague assumption 
that he and Jazz would still be in Paris; when he opened his closet he 
wasn’t surprised to find clean clothes; from time to time he remembered 
to get his hair cut, and once in a while he bought fresh flowers at the 
stalls on the streets. Sometimes he even remembered to stick them in 
water when he got home. On Sunday afternoons, he and Jazz often 
would go to an American movie in its original, unsubtitled version on the 
Boulevard St-Germain, and afterwards wander the streets in the direction 
of the Rue des Canettes, where there was a choice of six pizza places, 
each one better than the last, and one old-time French bistro, their favor- 
ite, Chez Alexandre. 

As photo editors began to realize that they could often manage to 
contact Tony Gabriel in Paris, more and more assignments came in to do 
local stories such as the inauguration of the TGV, the first high-speed 
train service in France. 

The Poles of Solidarity were waging a dangerous campaign against the 
Soviets, the Russian troops were massing near the Polish border, while 
Mitterrand made the first TGV trip from Paris to Lyons, with Gabe and 
Jazz among the photojournalists on board. 

In October of 1981, when the Egyptian leader Anwar el-Sadat was 
assassinated in Cairo while watching an air show, ten other people were 
killed and forty wounded. Gabe’s first thought on hearing the news was 
relief that he hadn’t been there, because Jazz might have been among 
those killed or wounded. His second thought was regret for the photos 
he’d missed. 

In November, as the Parisian days grew shorter and the apartment 
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became more agreeable than ever, in contrast to the cold, damp weather 
outside, Gabe realized that it was almost two and a half years that he and 
Jazz had been together. In January of 1982 she’d turn twenty-one, and 
her father had long ago written her about making plans to celebrate her 
birthday at the ranch with a big party. 

“When do we have to fly back to L.A.?’”’ Gabe asked Jazz, thinking 
about the unwelcome trip. His tone was a resigned grumble. 

“I have to go,” Jazz said mildly, ‘‘but you don’t have to come, not if 
there’s a good story somewhere else.” 

“You'd celebrate your twenty-first birthday without me?” . 

“I'd rather not—but a story’s a story. I don’t want to cramp your 
style,’ Jazz said understandingly. 

“What if I don’t mind if you cramp my style? What if I don’t want you 
to have a birthday party without me?’’ He felt violently jealous at the 
idea. 

“Then be there . . .”’ Jazz, who wasn’t really listening to the conversa- 
tion he was trying to have, didn’t look up from sorting through a set of 
contacts of her latest job. 

“So let’s get married.”’ 

“What?’’ He'd finally captured her attention. 

“Let's get married.’’ Gabe repeated. 

“But . . . we were talking about my birthday. Married?’’ Jazz paused 
and let the slippery contact sheets drop to the floor. She had trained 
herself not even to think about marriage to Gabe. She’d wanted to marry 
him, it seemed to her, ever since the first night they’d spent together, but 
that first knowledge had been linked to an immediate understanding that 
it would never happen. No sane woman would think of clipping Tony 
Gabriel’s famous wings. He wasn’t remotely a candidate for the wedded 
state. Photojournalists as a group lived in a state of delayed adolescence. 
When they were with you they were totally there, and when they were 
gone they were totally gone. She had accepted that idea long ago, ab- 
sorbed it and remained with him in spite of it. Now her fingers were 
beginning to tremble, but she answered carefully. 

‘‘Gabe, you don’t really want to get married, even if you think you do. 
You’re not the type.” 

‘Forget my type. Don’t tell me how I feel. Don’t you want to get 
married?” 

“ITdon’t...Tmnot... I’m O.K. with the way things are.”’ 

The cautious, gradual and decidedly minor-league domestication of 
Tony Gabriel had been a series of small changes, not one of which Jazz 
had initiated. She had consciously forced herself to live in the present for 
so long that the racing of her pulse and the intimations of splendid pos- 
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sibilities that-suddenly beat in the air of the room scared her. She had a 
strong instinct not to commit herself to wanting anything from him but a 
continuation of what they had. 

“Well, I’m not,’’ Gabe insisted. 

“Hmmm.” Jazz shook her head, so perplexed and astonished that she 
couldn’t find words to fit the situation. This amazing leap, Gabe’s readi- 
ness to talk about marriage, seemed too much. Yet his expression was as 
fixed and serious as she’d ever seen it. 

‘“‘What the fuck is that noise supposed to mean?’’ Gabe demanded. 

“I’m thinking, that’s all. What do you want me to say?” she asked 
plaintively. ‘‘That this is so sudden? Actually, that’s exactly what it is.”” 

“So? Think!” 

“IT wouldn’t marry anyone else,” Jazz said slowly, picking over a 
minefield of possible responses to find one that seemed safe, that 
wouldn’t leave her out on a limb, admitting to an inadmissible longing. 
She wanted it too much. She couldn’t let him know how much. 

““Swell.”’ Gabe scowled ferociously. 

““But—what kind of husband would you be?’’ she blurted out. 

““My God! We’ve been living together for over two years. If you don’t 
know now . . .” He was outraged. 

“Living together isn’t the same as being married. Married gets .. . 
sticky. Married means making all sorts of promises and compromises and 


one person getting the short end of the whole deal . . . married ain’t all 
that... grand .. .”’ Jazz’s voice trailed off as she thought of her par- 
ents. 


“Look, forget about your mother. It wouldn’t be the same at all. You’d 
be with me wherever I went. I would never, ever go off and leave you 
behind, waiting till I was finished working.” 

“It’s a risky business, highly risky,’ Jazz murmured, almost to herself, 
and lowered her eyelids to hide the flaming speculation she knew was in 
them, to hide her wonderment at his making her so specific a promise. 
Photojournalists were like sharks that remained in constant motion even 
while they slept. Life for them was so spontaneous that this week’s cover 
of Time would be only a dim memory in a few days. She concentrated 
hard on trying to make her fingers stop trembling, linking them together 
so that he wouldn’t see and know. 

Gabe, trying to look into her mind, was doubly frustrated. He studied 
the perfect shape of her dark golden head bent thoughtfully downward, 
and never had he felt such a stubborn, absolute need to conquer her, to 
make sure of her. Jazz seemed so far away, so inaccessible, so caught up 
in memories he could never share that she had become a stranger again. 
He stood up suddenly, lean, rumpled, dark, tough, more intent on hav- 
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ing his way than he’d ever been in his life, and crushed Jazz in his arms, 
forcing her to look up at him. 

“You can’t possibly not marry me, and you know it!” 

“I... probably do,” Jazz admitted, feeling an unanticipated miracle 
of certainty begin to invade her prudent, eager, disciplined, ardent heart. 
“T just never thought... .” 

“No more thinking. It’s bad for you,’ Gabe muttered, leaning down 
to her lips. “‘Let’s just do it, not talk about it.” 

‘Just do it?” she gasped between kisses, trying, in this moment of 
victory, to hold him off so that she could test the glorious reality with a 
flurry of last-minute objections. ‘‘You can’t just do a wedding—you have 
to plan it—I have to call my father. I have to get a dress we have to find 
someone to marry us someplace to get married invite people to the wed- 
ding—oh, it’s so complicated,’’ she complained in delicious deviousness. 
She wanted him to persuade her one more time. He owed her that. 

“We'll make it simple. We'll get married, and have a big party right 
afterwards—we’ll take over Chez Alexandre—and announce it to every- 
one when we get there.”’ His voice rang with triumph. 

““A surprise wedding?” 

“Right. Just us and whoever marries us. Just you and me. Jazz, Jazz, we 
don’t need anyone else.”’ 

“But my father—” 

“And your father.”’ 

“Yes,” Jazz said. ‘Yes, yes!”’ 


In spite of Gabe’s simplifications, it was several weeks before the surprise 
wedding could take place. The French have never made it possible for 
anyone to get married on impulse in their officious, permit-obsessed 
country, and for Americans in Paris, it is more complicated rather than 
less. Jazz was a half-Lutheran, nonpracticing Catholic. Gabe was nothing 
in particular, so no priest would marry them. Finally they found a minis- 
ter affiliated with the American Church in Paris who agreed to perform 
the ceremony in his study after he got permission from his parish. He 
also agreed to provide his wife as a witness, along with Mike Kilkullen, 
who was planning to fly to Paris several days before the wedding. The 
date was set for the second week in December, before any of their 
friends left for Christmas vacations. 

The day before the surprise wedding, while Jazz was busy making sure 
that all was in order at Chez Alexandre, Gabe went for a drink at the 
Press Club to calm what he diagnosed as an unusually severe case of 
bridegroom's nerves. Either that or a very bad clam, he thought to him- 
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self, trapped ‘in a toilet stall from which he’d already attempted to emerge 
twice, only to be forced to return in haste. 

“T thought I saw Gabe at the bar,’’ he heard a familiar voice say. 

“I did too, Herb, but when I turned around, he’d gone,”’ said another 
voice. Both of them were long-time photojournalist pals of his, but Gabe 
was in no condition to greet them. ‘‘Probably rushed home to Jazz. I 
know I would.”’ 

“You going to their Christmas party tomorrow, Herb?’ 

““Wouldn’t miss it.”’ 

“T wouldn’t either. Imagine Gabe and Jazz giving a Christmas party— 
that’s a first for him. I’d never have believed it, not in a million years.”’ 

“Domestic bliss, Herb, old man.” 

‘““‘What the hell’s happened to him anyway, Jim? In your professional 
opinion.” 

“Early burnout, very, very early burnout, I might add, or else it’s the 
slavery of true love, take your choice. The end result’s the same.” 

‘Jim, I understand all about love, I’ve been in love myself, more often 
than not, but love doesn’t mean that you lose your edge, lose the thing 
that makes you different from everyone else. Gabe had two Pulitzers, 
and now? It’s been almost a year since I even stopped to admire some- 
body’s great shot and noticed his photo credit on it.” 

“Yeah, when you remember the stuff he sent back, Cambodia in '75 
and the boat people shots in ’77—”’ 

“The Patty Hearst scoop—” 

“Hell, Herb, what about his coverage of the surrender to the Com- 
mies of Saigon in ’75? The airlift of the last marines off the roof of the 
embassy?” 

‘‘How about the Black September massacre at the °72 Olympics— 
remember that, Jim? Gabe almost got himself killed there—”’ 

‘And those pictures from Biafra? They accounted for one of the Pulit- 
zers, and Kent State the other.”’ 

“That’s all history now, Herb. Ten will get you twenty that one day 
soon Gabe’ll be covering some Baroness de Rothschild’s fancy-dress ball. 
He’s dug in here in Paris now, settled down with the girl of his dreams, 
and once that happens . . .”’ 

“Well, what the hell, love can hit the best of them, or maybe it ¢s 
burnout—Gabe’s been around awhile—every one of us is going to have 
to quit sooner or later,”’ Jim said. 

“Not everybody quits. What about Capa? He landed on the beach in 
Normandy on D-Day, and he was still working when he stepped on that 
Thai mine, poor bastard.” 
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“Capa was generations—eons—before Gabe,’’ Jim said. ‘“They don’t 
make them like that anymore.” 

‘Anyhow, there’s no question that Gabe’s left a body of work, you 
can’t deny that...” 

Herb’s voice was abruptly cut off as the door opened and closed be- 
hind them. Envious cocksuckers, Gabe thought, envious, envious, e721- 
ous, you couldn’t even have a personal life without incurring their poi- 
sonous envy. All they were really saying was that they hoped he’d lost it, 
the sanctimonious bastards, the cocksucking, motherfucking pricks. They 
were hoping, not predicting or commenting, but hoping with all their 
envy-ridden hearts that there was one less photojournalist in the world 
who could show them up for the amateur snapshot album hacks they 
were, one less photojournalist who they knew would always be better 
than they were on the worst day he’d ever had. 

As soon as he could, Gabe left the Press Club and walked blindly 
across Paris, not waiting for stoplights, plunging through traffic, paying 
no attention to the alarm of the automobile horns, not seeing the gray 
city that was decked out for Christmas, not noticing the rosy children or 
the lazy pigeons or the flocks of pretty girls, not buying flowers or stop- 
ping for coffee or lingering on a bridge, a man whose bridegroom’s 
nerves had been forgotten in the awful birth of a far greater fear. 


On the morning of her wedding day, Jazz woke up late. The night be- 
fore, her father had insisted on taking them to dinner at Taillevent, so 
that instead of their usual quick brasserie dinner they had stayed up 
unusually late eating and drinking. Oh, but it had been so good, Jazz 
thought as she stretched and yawned, reluctant to get out of the warm 
bed, yet anxious for the jubilant day to begin. 

Finally she put on a heavy robe, socks and slippers, for Paris was as 
cold as Finland in December, and twice as damp. She rushed to the 
kitchen to make herself a cup of tea. Gabe had forgotten to leave her 
croissants, she saw with a twinge of disappointment, but he’d been so 
absentminded yesterday evening that he was capable of forgetting to 
have any breakfast himself. Warmed by the tea, she brushed her teeth, 
washed her face and sat down at her small dressing table in the bedroom 
to inspect her face in the dim light of the thick gray haze that lay outside, 
hanging over the Seine. Propped up in front of her mirror was a blank 
envelope. Puzzled, Jazz opened it and two folded sheets of paper fell out, 
covered in Gabe’s handwriting. There was no salutation on the first page, 
and no date. 
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I’ve been up all night trying to wake you up and talk 
but I can’t. I’ve realized that we can’t get married. 

I’m so much in love with you that I’ve stopped doing 
good work, I’ve stopped taking risks because I’m afraid 
that something might happen to you. I’ve avoided 
travel so we could stay here together. I’ve looked for 
the easy assignments instead of the tough ones. I 
haven't done anything I’m proud of in the last year. 
I’ve been incredibly happy every minute since I met 
you. 

I’m 31 and I'm a photojournalist. That’s all I can 
be and all I ever want to be. If we get married I'll 
never be any good again. 

I’m getting out while I still know what the fuck has 
happened. I’m getting out while we’re still happy. I’m 
getting out before I start to blame you for something 
that’s a hundred percent my fault. You deserve better 
than me. 

If we got married you'd understand what I’d done to 
myself. Because I love you too much. 

Gabe 


Automatically, Jazz turned the sheets of paper over to see if there was 
anything more on the back of them. She peered inside the empty enve- 
lope and reread the letter. She got up and looked in the closet in the 
hallway. Gabe’s clothes were there, except for his heavy coat, his sturdi- 
est boots and a pair of corduroy trousers. She looked in the dresser and 
found that his warmest sweater was gone. She didn’t bother to look for 
his cameras. She wandered around the bedroom, backtracking and stum- 
bling as if the small room were a forest and she were a lost child. Finally 
she got back into the bed and pulled the quilt up over her face. Her mind 
wasn’t working. All she could think was that it wasn’t possible. It just was 
not possible. It could not be possible. He’d left her, left her on their 
wedding day, because he loved her too much. Did it make sense? Was 
there any twisted way in which it made sense? He was getting out while 
they were still happy. He’d been incredibly happy since he met her. 
Therefore he’d left her. He loved her so much that he had run away 
from her. Did that make sense? 

I should cry, Jazz thought. People cry. Her eyes were dry, but she felt 
as if they were bleeding. Her heart was thumping with sickening heavi- 
ness and her hands and feet were freezing. 
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The doorbell rang and she was out of bed in a second, racing to answer 
it. Gabe hadn’t left after all, she knew he couldn’t, it wasn’t possible, it 
never had been. She flung open the door. Mike Kilkullen stood there, his 
arms full of packages from Fauchon, blocks of foie gras for the wedding 
party. 

“Daddy!” Jazz screamed. She pulled him inside, ran to the bedroom 
and came back with the letter, holding it out to him. ‘Read it!” 

Quickly, Mike scanned the two pages. He pulled Jazz close and held 
her as tightly as he could as she began to shake as if she were coming 
apart. She was not weeping, but terrible noises came out of her throat, 
sounds of an inhuman keening, a lost howling. There would be plenty of 
time later, Mike thought, to tell her that Gabe had been right about one 
thing in his life. Jazz deserved better than him. 


I n the years to come, her departure from 
Paris never became any clearer to Jazz than a blur of dank, dark fog, in 
which the only reality was the figure of her father, to whom she clung, 
physically unable to let him out of her sight. She felt like a small, crushed 
animal who’d been run over and thrown to the side of the road to bleed 
to death all night long. 

Mike Kilkullen threw a change of clothes and all the files from her 
darkroom into a bag, slung her camera bag over his shoulder, and 
watched over her all night in his hotel, until they took off for California 
the next day. Years later he told her that he had remembered to tele- 
phone Chez Alexandre that afternoon to tell the proprietor to carry on 
with the party and to explain that the hosts had unexpectedly left on 
assignment in the Middle East. 

In the ever-shifting world of photojournalism, a world in which the 
divorce rate for photographers for the National Geographic had almost 
reached one hundred percent, if attention was paid when the couple 
formed by Jazz and Gabe never resurfaced in Paris, it didn’t reach be- 
yond a small circle of incurious men with no long-term memory, men 
who forgot their best friends and lovers with each new job, men to whom 
a lasting relationship was as unthinkable as having only one single photo 
assignment for the rest of their lives. 

Jazz remained at the ranch for weeks. She rode every day, packing a 
lunch so that she didn’t have to return before sunset. As she guided her 
horse through grassy pastures, moving among the large, calm herds of 
grazing cows and nursing calves, or picked her way along the edge of the 
harbor, looking for seashells, or cantered along the beach, the sun and 
the rain and the rising and falling of tides slowly began the process of 
mending that could not have taken place in any city on earth. 
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By the end of January she knew that she couldn’t stay on at the ranch 
forever. She had taken from it what she needed, but now she had to 
continue her life, to begin to be independent for the first time. Nowhere 
on a working ranch was there a place for her to do anything useful, and it 
was important to her to get back to work. She wanted to earn money, 
something she had never done except when she was doing the portraits 
of children in Paris. 

Jazz put together a book of her work, using the best work she could 
find from her first year at Graphics Central, and from all the Paris files, 
the best of the film she had shot when she was with Gabe and the finest of 
her portraits of children. She borrowed her father’s car and went to 
consult the placement office at Graphics Central. 

Cathy Prim, at the placement office, had been an acquaintance of Jazz’s 
when she was at Graphics Central. ‘“You’re kidding, right?’’ Cathy asked 
her after she’d looked through the book. 

“No? Why?” 

“Look, Jazz, your work is astonishing, but this book is simply a mess. 
You've got the tabletop stuff you shot here, you’ve got photojournalism 
from hell and gone, incredible shots that should have been published but 
never were, and you've got uncanny children’s portraits. What you don’t 
have is one clearly defined area in which you can display exactly what 
kind of photographer you are. This is an age of specialization—all I deal 
in are entry-level jobs, and nobody’s looking for an overqualified, Re- 
naissance-girl assistant—the Pope in Africa, for heaven’s sake!—who 
shoots everything in sight. This stuff, fabulous as it is, cancels itself out.” 

“What do you think I should do, Cathy?” 

“If you seriously want the kind of job I can steer you to, and I’m not 
sure you do, you've got to prune this book back to tabletop . . . that’s 
where ninety percent of the work is, and even your first-year stuff was 
excellent. Too bad you quit school.” 

“What about the portraits?” 

“You'd have to have a rep, and anyway there’s no real demand for 
children’s portraits—their parents take them with cameras any idiot can 
use. Have you ever tried to get a rep to even look at your work? You 
could get old and gray while you waited, and then there’s no guarantee 
that the rep would be effective.” 

“Tabletop,’’ Jazz said slowly. ‘‘Cathy, to be honest, I’m . . . I’m not 
wild about tabletop.” 

“But you’re great at it. What can I tell you? Unless you want to try to 
sign on at a photo agency and look for work in photojournalism. Now 
there’s a field that’s always wide open, and you’re ‘meant for it.’’ 
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“Photojournalism is absolutely out for me. Over. I included it only to 
show that I can shoot fast.”’ 

“You’re sure about that? It’s a major waste of talent, Jazz.”’ 

“Positive.” 

“How did you get to all those places, anyway?”’ Cathy asked curiously. 
“T’ve never seen anything like those shots in anybody's book before.” 

“Dumb luck,’’ Jazz said hastily. ‘‘Look, I'll take your advice about 
tabletop. Have you got any openings?”’ 

“Only one single opening at the moment, and it just came in. A food 
photographer needs a Girl Friday. I could fill it with twenty different 
candidates, except they’re all Guy Fridays. It’s a real break, Jazz. If I were 
you, I'd try to grab it while it’s still available.”’ 

“Does it involve doing dishes?” 

“Could be. Also silver polishing, and probably sweeping up. When the 
word ‘Friday’ is in the job description, it means everything but life-threat- 
ening situations.” 

“Does it involve cooking?’’ Jazz asked cautiously. She could handle 
sweeping up. 

“You're insane! All the cooking is done by the professional food styl- 
ists, who are home economists, gourmet chefs and highly trained in the 
art of food presentation. They won't let you near the food.” 

“That's the good news. What’s the salary?”’ 

“The minimum. Girl Fridays always get the minimum.” 

‘“‘Where do I go to apply?” 

‘Mel Botvinick’s studio. He’s on Olympic and La Brea.” 

“What do you know about him, Cathy?”’ 

‘“‘He’s great. He graduated from here about nine years ago—one of 
our stars. Tops in the field. Two of his Girl Fridays have gone on to open 
their own studios.” 

“Doing food?” 

“‘What else? Food photography is serious big business. Listen, Jazz, 
don’t futz around. It’s a job, and you can’t imagine the competition for 
any kind of job in photography. You can use my phone to call, and then 
I'll call them and put in a good word for you.” 

“Cathy, you’re an angel.” 

“What I'd really like to know is how you got those incredible pictures 
from all over the world.”’ 

“I happened to be in the neighborhood.” 


As Jazz walked through Mel Botvinick’s studio to the studio manager’s 
office where she was going to be interviewed, she had the impression of a 
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tranquil convent combined with a laboratory in which competent, silent 
people were engrossed in contemplative creation of some mystery known 
only to themselves. It was a large, high-ceilinged, windowless space lit 
mainly by a few strong worklights over a big wooden table where three 
women were seated on kitchen stools, intent on some detailed work she 
couldn’t observe. There was no smell of cooking, she couldn’t spot the 
large, elaborate kitchen she had expected, nor could she see any photo- 
graphic equipment except one huge camera mounted on a tripod. The 
atmosphere of the studio gave Jazz an instant sense of security and seren- 
ity. In the middle of busy Los Angeles, it seemed an island of peace and 
calm. Suddenly, getting this improbable job became very important to 
her. 

Jilly Hexter, the young studio manager, had an office in a loft above 
the studio proper. She leafed slowly through Jazz’s hastily reassembled 
book of her first year’s lighting assignments, which, to Jazz’s critical eye, 
looked boringly technical. 

“What have you been doing since you left Graphics Central?”’ Jilly 
asked, closing the book with an approving nod. 

‘‘T had a chance to go to Europe for a few years.” 

“Lucky you. What were you doing there?” 

“It’s a little embarrassing to admit, but I ate my way from one city to 
another, from one country to another. Once I started, I couldn’t stop. It 
seemed more important than anything else. I’m passionate about food.” 

““We all are here. Mel says that food photography is as much a calling 
as an art.” 

“T agree entirely,’’ Jazz said fervently. 

“Do you cook?” 

“T can open cans, including sardines, I can make myself a sandwich if 
I’m starving, but I feel that serious cooking is too important for amateurs 
to meddle in. What I really love to do, when I get a chance, is clean up a 
kitchen.” 

“Isn't it satisfying when it’s all sparkling again?”’ Jilly said devoutly. 

‘It answers a deep need for me,” Jazz answered. ‘‘And the best part is 
that you know that it won't stay that way long.” 

“When can you start?’’ Jilly asked. 

“Right now.” 

“Good. Come on downstairs and I'll introduce you.”’ 

Jazz followed Jilly and met the head food stylist, Sharon, and her two 
assistants, Molly and Barbara, the women who were working at the 
wooden table. Each of them had a pile of mint leaves in front of them, 
which they were examining for the most microscopic of flaws, discarding 
hundreds of leaves before they found one that was absolutely perfect in 
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shape, size, texture and color. At their feet were piled dozens of cases of 
various fruits which were to undergo the same selection process. 

“We're doing a fruit bowl for a cover shot,”’ Sharon told Jazz. ‘‘I need 
stand-in leaves for Mel to use while he composes the picture, and hero 
leaves for the actual photograph.”’ She looked at the three piles. ‘I think 
that’s enough, gals. Let’s put them in the fridge and get started on the 
strawberries.’ There was a muted whisper of a sigh from her assistants, a 
noise somewhere between pleasure and pain. 

“Strawberries are utter hell,’’ Sharon informed Jazz, with a calmly 
proud smile, like someone showing off a splendid baby and complaining 
that it has learned to walk sooner than its peers. ‘‘It’s almost impossible to 
find a perfect strawberry, and when you do, the little ruff of leaves at the 
top is never just right, or else the stem is damaged in some way. If we 
were doing just one small fruit cup, I’d have to buy a case of each kind of 
fruit, so that I’d be sure to get one good stand-in cup, one hero cup and 
three backup heros. With a bow], it’s ten times as much work. But at least 
we're not doing raw mushrooms. There is no such thing as the perfect 
mushroom. Of course, the worst of all is a decent slice of packaged 
bread. Once I had to go through five hundred loaves to find a good- 
looking one.” 

“Holy moley,’’ Jazz murmured. “‘And then you have to do all that 
cooking too.” 

“Cooking? Nothing to it. It’s the way the stuff /ooks that drives you 
mad.”’ Sharon smiled beatifically. 

“Shall I get rid of all this mint you’ve discarded?”’ Jazz waved at the 
heaps of green that lay on the studio floor among the fruit baskets. 

“Good idea. But first pass up the strawberries, will you?” 

As Jazz carefully placed dozens of baskets of strawberries in front of 
the three food stylists, she asked, ‘‘Where’s Mr. Botvinick?”’ 

“Over there.’’ Sharon pointed to an almost invisible figure in gray who 
had been sitting in front of the tripod, motionless on the floor in a yoga 
position. Jazz realized that she had seen him there out of the corner of 
her eye when she first entered the studio almost an hour earlier. 

“What's he doing?’ Jazz whispered. 

“‘He’s conceiving.” 

“In the dark like that?” 

‘He has to figure out a way to shoot a fruit bowl in a way that’s never 
been done before.” 

“Never ever?” 

‘Exactly. As if it were the first fruit bowl in creation. He may be there 
all day.” 

“The poor man,” Jazz said sympathetically. 
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“That’s why he’s a genius,’ Sharon explained reverently, as a red 
hailstorm of defective strawberries rolled from her adept fingers onto the 
floor. ‘‘The rest is purely technical, and ninety-five percent of it is light- 
ing. You need one kind of light for mint, another for strawberries, an- 
other for grapes, another for kiwi, another for the bowl they’re in, an- 
other for the tabletop, another for the accessories, and so on. But it’s the 
conception that makes it or breaks it.”’ 

“A fruit bowl from hell,’’ Jazz said, almost to herself. 

‘We did that one last year,’’ Sharon said kindly. ‘‘For Halloween.” 


Within a few months, Jazz had made herself indispensable at Mel Botvin- 
ick’s. During the first weeks, no one let her do anything but pick things 
up and put them down, but when they were sure she wasn’t clumsy or 
reckless, they gradually gave her more and more to do. 

She was allowed to unroll the bolts of fabric that were thrown over the 
tabletop to simulate different tablecloths—although the fiercely elegant 
prop stylist, Tinka, a beautiful Japanese woman, actually arranged the 
folds of the material. Jazz was permitted to take Sharon’s heavy metal 
work kit from her hand when she arrived at the studio, to unlock the 
various hinged drawers so that the complicated battery of dozens of 
knives and scissors, pipettes, atomizers, bamboo shoots and tacky wax 
were revealed. Eventually, as Sharon came to trust her, Jazz might be 
instructed to hand over one or another piece of equipment, like a surgi- 
cal nurse in an operating room. 

After Jazz had demonstrated her ability to clean the eight-burner Wolf 
range, the microwave and the double sink to Sharon’s satisfaction, these 
jobs became her undisputed province. She was sent almost daily to the 
supermarket to buy the paper towels, sponges, Windex and plastic bags 
that the studio consumed in huge quantities; she was given the opportu- 
nity to put ice cubes into Baggies that were destined to be hidden under 
salads to keep them looking fresh under the lights. When Tinka arrived 
with her arms filled with twenty different bunches of fresh flowers, in 
case one or two were needed in a shot, Jazz’s job was to put them into 
deep containers of water. Sometimes Tinka let Jazz carry back the pack- 
ages from the trade shows, retail stores or antique shops where she 
bought or borrowed the plates, silver and serving pieces that were used 
to create the mood of the picture. Soon Tinka added Jazz to her two free- 
lance assistants, who built the sets which were sometimes needed in the 
background of a shot; everything from a tropical: beach to a Tuscan farm- 
house kitchen. 

Jazz became the unquestioned source of the vital Q-tips that Sharon 


152 


dipped into a mix of chemicals and concealed in the food so that they 
simulated rising steam; she learned how to crouch under the table and 
pop up between shots to pump up the foam in glasses of beer with a 
turkey baster; she was entrusted with the secret of the mixture of Angos- 
tura Bitters, Kitchen Bouquet and detergent with which all roasted fowl 
were painted and then browned with a little torch to make them look 
cooked. 

“If I really roasted them for more than a half hour,”’ Sharon explained, 
“they'd shrink and look dried out.” 

“But what about the women who wonder why their chickens don’t 
look like yours?”’ Jazz asked. 

‘Food pictures are fantasies, like the photographs in fashion maga- 
zines, Or rooms in interior design magazines. Nobody looks like that, do 
they? Nobody really lives like that, do they? But they do give you an idea 
of the potential, of the way to go.” 

“T guess,”’ Jazz said, realizing that food pictures had the same relation- 
ship to reality that a publicity photo has to a movie star’s face when she 
wakes up in the morning. At least it wasn’t photojournalism. 

As Jazz slowly came to know round, Buddha-like Mel Borvinick, she 
discovered him to be a gentle, shy, lovable man with a never-satisfied 
passion for his work. He allowed nobody to approach the tabletop on 
which he composed and lit each food photograph, working with the 
stand-in food until he had taken enough eight-by-ten Polaroids with the 
big Toyo on the tripod to be satisfied with his conception and start to 
shoot color film. 

Soon, Mel let her take the Polaroids, and when she proved equal to 
that task, he reluctantly entrusted her with a Hasselblad and permitted 
her to take small detail shots of a single egg yolk in a cup, of a whisk, of a 
sack of rice, of a slice of cut onion. 

“Mel, why won't you let me light these details shots?’’ Jazz asked. 

“I’m sure you know how, but I can’t.”’ 

“Mel, they’re going to be less than half an inch square on the page,”’ 
Jazz objected. 

“The client is paying for my lighting,’’ Mel said, in a kindly but un- 
compromising voice. 

When he was working on lighting, Mel was as set apart as he was when 
he was conceiving and composing the shot. Jazz studied his techniques as 
intently as possible. She realized that what she was learning from him 
more than made up for the second year of tabletop lighting she had 
missed when she dropped out of Graphics Central. 

She hovered, unseen, as she watched him bring to life the sparkle of 
the crystal of a wine goblet, the patina of the skin of a purple grape, the 
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heavy brilliance of a well-polished silver fork, the contrast between the 
surfaces of a boiled shrimp and the mayonnaise in which it was dipped, 
not in a series of shots but in one single shot which contained a dozen 
other elements as well. 

Often, when Jazz was left to close the studio at the end of a long day, 
she'd relight the detail shots she’d taken during the day, experimenting 
with ways to do it better than Mel, but she never found a method that 
made a slice of onion more vividly onionesque than he had. He had a 
magic she didn’t yet understand that made food more real than it looked 
to the naked eye. Every bit of food jumped out of his pictures, as if it 
were alive and would eat you if you didn’t eat it first. She could light 
small food shots almost—but not zbsolutely—as well as Mel Botvinick, but 
she couldn’t improve on him, Jazz admitted to herself. 

Dissatisfied, she started practicing on the various tabletops laden with 
stand-in food that remained in place overnight, gathering dust, until the 
hero food was ready to be photographed. Endlessly she rearranged plat- 
ters, plates, table decorations and flowers, struggling to find greater ex- 
citement and harmony and graphic power than Mel had. Sometimes, 
looking at her efforts upside down in the Toyo, she decided that she had 
managed to achieve a more interesting composition than Mel’s. When 
this happened she quickly shot the picture with her own color film and 
labored for hours to restore the setup to exactly the way it had been 
when she started. 

Later, when she compared her shots with Mel’s, Jazz was forced to 
admit that hers were almost as good—but never absolutely as good—as 
his. In spite of the sober deliberation with which Mel plotted each photo- 
graph, he made a clear leap into new, uncharted territory each time he 
finally shot the picture. His mind worked with dazzling innovation within 
the possibilities of food photography, in a way hers did not and never 
would. All she could do was learn from him. 

She had rented a one-room furnished apartment near the unfashion- 
ably located studio. When Jazz got home at eight or nine at night, weary 
and footsore from the miles she walked every day, both inside the studio 
and running errands, she was content to make herself a light meal, take a 
hot bath and go to bed. Everyone at the studio ate a huge lunch and a 
high tea, ordered in from a variety of places. None of them would dream 
of tasting the food they were working with, since they knew too well 
what had been done to beautify it. It would have been, Jazz thought, like 
a plastic surgeon wanting to make love to a woman whose breasts he had 
enlarged, whose saddlebags he had diminished, whose kneecaps he had 
lifted. : 

She felt tranquilized by the work she had been doing for the first six 
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months of 1982. No matter how good a food photographer and every- 
one who worked with him were, they all had to have enormous reserves 
of patience. Two long days, often three, of painstaking, detailed prepara- 
tion were normal before a single major photograph could be taken. 

Yet the relaxed, humorous patience that permeated the studio was the 
reverse of laziness. There was absolutely no slackness; the studio 
hummed with an undercurrent of disciplined determination to finish each 
tiny job at hand and get on to the next tiny job. At all times they worked 
under deadlines fixed by the advertisers or magazine art directors who 
counted on getting the finished pictures on a certain date. 

This was the first time that Jazz had ever worked with a team, a dedi- 
cated, cohesive team, in which ego could play no part. Mel Botvinick, shy 
and modest as he was, was a leader who knew how to inspire total loyalty 
in his troops. 

When an important detail proved faulty and had to be done over, as 
was bound to happen in each and every separate food shot, Mel stayed so 
calm that he never allowed an atmosphere of crisis to develop. There was 
no blaming of individuals when things went wrong, no competition for 
getting things right; nothing short of an invasion of roaches would have 
provoked anger. Botvinick’s studio was a supremely safe place to be, a 
cosmos into which no discussion of the riots and terrors of the outside 
world ever made their way. When Sharon announced that she had de- 
cided never to eat anything that had eyelashes, this was as close to a 
political statement as anything Jazz had heard since she started as a Girl 
Friday. 

Jazz wasn’t sure if this was the atmosphere in which she always wanted 
to work, but she knew that there was a quality about it that was su- 
premely right for her now. It made her flourish, it helped her grow the 
skin of a fresh experience over the tumult of the past two years. In 
shopping for unusual bread baskets with Tinka, in learning how Mel 
would go about lighting a dish of bouillabaisse or how Sharon would use 
her skills to beautify an artichoke, Jazz could, for minutes at a time, forget 
her horribly wounded heart. 


“T can’t find Mel’s birthday card,” Jilly said to Jazz, looking unusually 
distracted, as she rummaged in bulging file cabinets, on a day in June of 
1982. 

‘‘How can you find a card in there? Those are the negatives of stuff he 
took last year. Do you want me to go to a card shop for you?” 

“No, that’s not it, Jazz. Every year on his birthday, Mel sends a food 
shot to all his clients and all the art directors who might become clients, 
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and all the photo buyers for magazines—to everybody in the magazine 
and advertising businesses. They don’t even know it’s his birthday. You 
know how shy he is, but he likes to do it. And Phoebe says it’s great for 
getting new business.”’ 

*‘Just one shot?” 

“Yes. He has it enlarged and printed on the world’s most expensive, 
heavy, glossy paper and signs it on the bottom. A lot of people frame 
them. It’s become a tradition.” 

“Shall I help you look?” 

“Thanks, but it won’t help. I’ve shown him fifty great shots and he’s 
turned them all down. He says they don’t say anything new. Now I’m 
starting on last year’s work. He’s been doing this birthday-card thing 
since he opened the studio.” 

“With due respect, Jilly, why don’t you try something different?” 

azz" 

“Think about it. Something that could personalize evena . . . a bowl 
of Jell-O?” 

“Jell-O! Mel hates Jell-O. How many new ways do you think he’s had 
to find to shoot Jell-O?” 

“O.K., not Jell-O. What I mean is, what about doing pictures of all the 
people who work here, showing how each one contributes to a single 
food shot, with a line saying that this is the team that works for Mel 
Botvinick? It could be laid out as a sort of . . . booklet. . . right, a 
booklet with the food shot itself on the last page. Nobody really appreci- 
ates the effort that goes into food photography.” 

‘“Wouldn’t it cost a fortune to do?” Jilly objected. 

“Not if you got the pictures for nothing and didn’t print it on such 
expensive paper.”’ 

“Who’s going to shoot the pictures for nothing?”’ 

“Me.” 

fe OND Sie 

“Sure. I’ve had experience in doing photo stories. It’s fun for me, and 
you can buy the film.” 

“Gee, I don’t know... 

“You, for instance, Jilly, I’d shoot you talking on the phone to Phoebe 
or running up and down the stairs, or conferring with Sharon on the next 
job, or explaining to Tinka what Mel’s conception is, or organizing the 
lunch orders, or handling the billing, or chatting up one of the clients, or 
digging up negatives like today, or any one of the hundreds of things you 
do every day, managing the studio.” 

“Hundreds?” 
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“You're like a perpetual-motion machine. This place would stop func- 
tioning if you took a day off.” 

“IT never thought about it that way,’’ Jilly said, entranced by Jazz's 
vision of her, the kind of vision based on truth that a photojournalist 
conjures up to convince an unwilling subject to allow a photograph to be 
taken. 

‘That's because you take it for granted. I’m a fresh eye. For example, 
in this light, I can really see the fine bones in your face and the fascinating 
set of your ears—you have perfect ears, did you know that?’’ 

“Well . . . I have been told that they’re pretty . . .”’ Jilly blushed 
with pleasure. 

“Not pretty. Perfect. Almost no one in the world has perfect ears. I'd 
never shoot you on the phone unless you held it in the off-camera hand.”’ 

““Wouldn’t all this mean a lot of posing, Jazz? I feel self-conscious 
already.” 

“Jilly, I promise you won’t even know I’m working. I'll only take 
informal, working shots. When do you have to mail out the birthday 
card?”’ 

“In a month.” 

“No problem. Let me see that ear again, Jilly. Ob yes’ An ear for the 
ages. If you say to go ahead, you'll have contacts in ten days and then you 
can decide if it’s a good idea. If they don’t look good, you can always go 
back to your usual approach.”’ 

“‘Let me ask Mel. It all depends on what he decides.” 

“Tell him it says something interesting about the power of people 
working together.” 


During the next week, when Jazz found herself with a rare second to 
think, she would wonder why she had deprived herself of using a camera 
of her own for so long. As she took her first tentative shots of Sharon 
icing a cake, she felt as if a part of her body that had been numb had 
started to function again, more alive than ever. The thrill of capturing a 
human image, that thrill she had first known when she was eight, was not 
only undiminished by the passage of time, it was enhanced by all the 
other work she had done in the last few years. 

Jazz hadn’t realized how much she had learned until the week she shot 
Botvinick’s birthday card. The personal invisibility, the speed, the accu- 
racy, so perfected that they had become second nature, and the ability to 
see and seize the perfect moment, all of which were essential to a photo- 
journalist, belonged to her. 

The awareness of the importance of motion, the meaning of facial 
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expressions, the understanding of the playfulness of activity, the sensitiv- 
ity to mood and fleeting thoughts, all of which were essential to a photog- 
rapher of children, belonged to her. 

The vision of the most eye-catching and original graphic composition 
of a variety of elements, which was essential to a food: photographer, 
belonged to her. 

Her understanding of lighting had grown a thousandfold, so that Jazz 
was able to use whatever light was available without resorting to flash, 
which would have been a disruption of the mood of the studio, where 
everyone was deep in preparation for a double spread of a post-football- 
game buffet supper. 

She did her own work in effortless triple time, her loaded Nikon F-2 
around her neck, and shot whenever she could steal a moment, flitting 
back and. forth, here and there, an inquisitive winged creature, wearing 
her uniform of jeans and work shirt, tireless, exhilarated, finding angles 
she hadn’t known existed, seeing her co-workers in ways she’d never 
seen them before, and always, during that week, aware of the love she 
had for all of them, a love that had been growing during the six months 
she had worked in the nurturing, beneficent atmosphere of the studio. 

Each one of the three food stylists was beautiful in her own special and 
different way, Jazz realized as she looked into the viewfinder. Tinka, the 
prop stylist, and her two equally elegant assistants were whirling, high- 
stepping creatures who seemed to have danced in from the pages of 
fashion magazines; Jilly was everything Jazz had told her she was, and 
more, for she was the energetic element of the real world of business in 
the quiet creative buzz of the studio. 

Although Mel Botvinick had agreed to Jazz’s idea for his birthday card 
on the stipulation that she not do a portrait of him, he hadn’t specifically 
excluded his hands, Jazz thought, as she shot away, nor had he mentioned 
his unmistakable shadow, that of the only man in this world of women. 

By the end of the week she had a great bagful of rolls of black-and- 
white film, for it had been agreed that the only color picture inthe 
birthday booklet would be the food shot. Jazz drove home to the ranch, 
as she had been doing every weekend since she moved to Los Angeles, 
and stayed there developing film in her darkroom night and day, from 
Friday night, when she arrived, until early Monday morning, so excited 
that she felt no need for sleep. Susie brought her trays of food, and Mike 
Kilkullen looked in on her from time to time to make sure she was all 
right, but Jazz just waved them away, the expression on her face reassur- 
ing them more than any words. 

She left the ranch before dawn on Monday morning and drove straight 
to the studio. Mel and Jilly were discussing a billing problem in the loft 
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office when she climbed the stairs and put the sheaf of contacts down on 
the desk. 

“Done,”’ Jazz said, as calmly as she could. 

“Well, I suppose we'd better take a look,”” Mel Botvinick said heavily 
and reluctantly, putting out his hand for his magnifying glass. Jilly hesi- 
tated, looked nervously around the room, but found no way out, and 
slowly forced herself to pick up another magnifying glass. As the two of 
them began to inspect the contact sheets, they maintained a guardedly 
noncommittal silence, for the two of them had agreed that if the pictures 
weren't acceptable, they couldn’t use them, no matter how much it was 
certain to upset Jazz. They both regretted the sudden impulse that had 
made Mel first agree to Jazz’s proposal. When their first enthusiasm wore 
off, they realized that being a splendidly willing Girl Friday did not make 
a photographer. 

Jilly and Mel peered long and closely at each small contact, cagey and 
vigilant, determined not to express any premature judgment, tensely 
mindful not to relax their circumspect attitudes. They exchanged no 
words or glances, they never looked up at Jazz with an approving smile, 
but the gathering speed with which they began to slide their magnifying 
glasses from one image to another, the growing swiftness of the rhythm 
with which they passed the contact sheets back and forth to each other, 
gave away their rising excitement. 

Jazz watched their hands, not their faces, and started to breathe again. 
She leaned back against one of the walls of the office, her arms folded, 
her feet crossed at the ankles, an expression as calculatingly blank as 
theirs on her face, so that when they finally both looked up at her in 
wonder, they didn’t see the great wave of triumph that was holding her 
up. 

“You... you...’ Mel Botvinick breathed, and then stopped, 
shaking his head in a mixture of awe and utter astonishment. 

“You never said.”’ Jilly’s words tumbled out of her mouth, accusingly. 

“Where did you come from?’’ Botvinick demanded, as if he’d never 
seen her before. 

“You never—I didn’t know—why didn’t you #e// me?”’ Jilly asked, as 
wonderingly as if Jazz had lifted her up, twirled her overhead and re- 
vealed that she was Misha Baryshnikov in drag. 

“T did, I told you I’d had experience with photo stories.”’ Jazz tried to 
maintain her cool, but she couldn’t prevent a tear from rolling down each 
of her cheeks as she looked at the absolute delight on their faces. 

“Experience!”’ Botvinick exploded. “If I hadn’t seen you with my very 
own eyes, shooting these all by yourself, I’d swear that they were taken 
by one of the best photographers in the world.” 
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“Why, thank you, Mel. That was a compliment, wasn’t it?” Jazz 
grinned, wiping away her tears. 

“Huh? Oh. You know what I mean.” Mel Botvinick’s round face 
turned bright red as he heard his own words. 

‘Jazz, there aren’t any pictures of you here,”’ Jilly realized. 

“T’ll do a shot of Jazz,”’ Botvinick announced. “I’ve been dying to try 
to light her hair for months now. It looks like French toast, a little burned 
around the edges, with melted butter streaking over it. And her eyes 

. they’ll be tricky. Christmas-tree ornaments? Yellow diamonds un- 
der water? Pieces of eight? Leave that to me. In color, of course. No 
other way to do her.”’ 

‘Mel, how are we going to pick the best picture of each person?” Jilly 
asked. ‘‘There are just so many I wouldn’t know where to start.” 

“Process of elimination,’ Botvinick said briskly. ‘‘Let’s say each page is 
ten by twelve; let’s say we can get nine clearly visible pictures on a page 
and still leave room for the person’s name and what she does at the 
bottom; let’s say three pages for the food stylists, three pages for Tinka 
and her assistants, one page for you, Jilly, and the last page for the food 
shot, with Jazz’s picture on the back and her photo credit for the booklet 
and mine for the food shot, that’s eight pages in all, plus a cover shot of 


. . well, maybe . . . sort of a tease, nobody’d have to know what it 
was, of course . . .”’ His voice trailed off. ‘‘Sort of an inside joke,” he 
said at last. 


“This one?”’ Jazz asked, pointing to her favorite picture of the tabletop 
where the hero food for the football game feast was laid out. Mel’s hands 
were making a final adjustment in the placement of a fork, and his 
shadow loomed over the entire scene. 

““As a matter of fact . . . yes. I mean, it is my birthday, so why not go 
for it?” 

“Are you sure you wouldn’t rather use this one?” Jazz pointed to 
another picture of Mel, seen from the back, sitting on the floor in the 
process of conception. 

“Oh no,” he said hastily. “Somebody might recognize me.”’ 

“Mel,” Jilly protested in her office manager’s voice. ‘“That makes a 
nine-page booklet. Even with the least expensive paper we can decently 
get away with, it’s going to cost a bundle to do this.”’ 

“What are you talking about? We'll use. the paper we always use, of 
course. It would be criminal not to. Criminal! With these pictures! And 
it’s a legitimate business expense.” 

Jilly made a muffled noise of agreement. She was taking another look 
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at the shots of her making phone calls. Jazz had been perfectly right. Her 
ears were perfect. 


Three weeks later, hundreds of art directors and photo buyers all over 
the United States and Europe were looking with stunned fascination at 
the phenomenon of Mel Botvinick’s birthday booklet. Each and every 
one of them knew immediately that it was destined to become a collec- 
tor’s item. Only every two or three years did their jaded eyes see the 
work of a photographer with a fully formed style that was entirely origi- 
nal, a style that owed nothing to any other photographer, a photographer 
capable of work that had never been done before. Jazz’s work, as new 
and fresh as the day after tomorrow, revealed a strong personal point of 
view that turned a static portrait shot of someone into a virtual conversa- 
tion. This unknown photographer, with her total mastery of technique, a 
photographer who had jumped into center stage as a fully formed star, 
was as young as she was beautiful, to judge by the small, exquisite color 
portrait of her that Mel Botvinick had taken. They called every photo rep 
they dealt with and asked only one question. 

“Who the bell is Jazz Kilkullen?”’ 

Only one rep, Phoebe Milbank, knew the answer to that question, and 
she had signed Jazz to a contract before the booklets were mailed. 


Phoebe Milbank represented only Mel Botvinick and the car photogra- 
pher Pete di Constanza. After signing Mel and Pete, Phoebe had deliber- 
ately refused all other clients, although dozens of hopefuls came knock- 
ing at her door every month, carrying portfolios of their best work. 

It was infinitely more important, Phoebe decided firmly, to spend ev- 
ery available second of her time doing an outstanding job with her two 
major photographers, who together billed over a million dollars a year. 
Phoebe didn’t believe in the quick buck, although she worshiped the 
steady one. There was plenty of time to choose, with close evaluation and 
hardheaded conviction, a third and probably final client after she had 
steadily boosted Mel and Pete’s prices and multiplied the number of 
people vying for their work. 

Jilly phoned Phoebe to update the final list of people who would re- 
ceive the birthday booklet. Crafty and ever on the alert when her clients 
were concerned, Phoebe had heard a note in Jilly’s voice that made her 
curious enough to drop by Botvinick’s studio to take a look at the book- 
let before it was mailed. Electrified by what she saw, not taking the time 
to ask a single question about Jazz, the skinny blond whirlwind had 
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pounced, for she knew that as soon as the booklet was in circulation Jazz 
would be the target of every rep in the business. By the end of the day, 
with the help of Mel’s unqualified blessing and his strong recommenda- 
tion of Phoebe, Jazz had agreed to sign with her. 

Phoebe, giddily astonished at her own uncharacteristic.impulsiveness, 
talked her new client into going out to lunch with her the next day to 
celebrate. Jazz was still working as a Girl Friday until Jilly could replace 
her, and she insisted that they eat at the little Chinese joint around the 
corner from the studio, so that she could get back to work quickly. 

“You're pretty cool for a girl who’s going to be awfully rich and fa- 
mous,” Phoebe probed, looking Jazz over with the avid curiosity of a 
mail-order bride who has just married a perfect stranger. 

“Phoebe, we’re going to work together very closely,”’ Jazz said tightly. 
“Tt’s important that you understand some things about me that aren’t 
general knowledge. Fame will never be my motivation. My mother was 
Sylvie Norberg.” 

“Oh my God, Jazz, I’m sorry!”’ 

“Thank you, Phoebe.”’ 

“But no one at the studio said .. . 

“T never told them. It’s an old story and a sad one. There was no need 
to talk about it.” 

“IT should have guessed. You have her eyes, her look . . . you’re so 
much like . . .” 

“T know.”’ Jazz closed Phoebe’s rising excitement down by her tone. 
“I’m very close to my father,” Jazz went on quickly. ‘I spend most 
weekends down at our ranch near San Juan Capistrano—the land is im- 
portant to me, more important than you can realize. I don’t want to lead 
a life in which I find I don’t have time for my father or the ranch. So if 
there’s a job that pays a ton of money but takes me away from California 
for a very long time, turn it down.” 

“Just like that?”’ 

“Faster than that, Phoebe.”’ 

‘What about my possible buyer’s remorse here? My new client doesn’t 
want to be rich or famous! This could cut into my piece of your action.”’ 

“Change your mind, I'll understand. And nothing’s been signed yet.”’ 

“No way. I said ‘could,’ not ‘would.’ We’ll work around it. Leave that 
to me. Is there anything else I should know?” 

“Now that you know that being rich and famous aren’t my priorities, 
what else is there?”’ 

“Men?” 

“Nothing important. I’m married to my work.” 


” 
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“Of course.”” Phoebe tossed her banana-yellow hair and every one of 
her pointy bones expressed disbelief. 

‘You'll see.’’ Jazz laughed at this improbable creature who had swept 
in, scooped her up and declared that she could orchestrate a great career 
for someone about whom she knew nothing. If Phoebe hadn’t been 
Botvinick’s rep for two years, Jazz would never have agreed to get in- 
volved with a rep who was so grandiose in her thinking. 

“Listen, Jazz, when will Jilly get a replacement for you?” 

“She’s interviewing this afternoon. No reason she shouldn’t find some- 
one right away. It’s a marvelous job.” 

“Good, because I have your first assignment.” 

“What?” 

“Last night I had dinner with a photo editor from Esquire. I showed 
him the booklet—you have a way of digging out and illuminating a 
woman's inner sensuality, even if she isn’t a recognized sexpot. Most 
women can’t tell when or how another woman is sexy—it’s a gift. I’d 
never noticed how deeply sensual Sharon and Jilly are—Sharon icing a 
cake was positively carnal, and Jilly on the phone—she gets an X-rated 
expression on her face. So you’re set to photograph two, let’s call them 

. middle-aged . . . women for a cover story for Esquire—going 
right straight for their hidden sensuality, the guarded, deep, but intensely 
private and privately intense sensuality that people miss in them, but that 
is brought out by their work. That’s the only angle Esquire wants. Sexy 
middle-aged broads.” 

“Who might they be?”’ Jazz asked. She knew that Phoebe, for all her 
elaborate stage directions, had to mean Linda Evans and Joan Collins. So 
this was what a rep did. 

““Margaret Thatcher and Nancy Reagan.’’ Phoebe watched Jazz out of 
the corner of her eye to catch any surprise. 

““Why’d they leave out Mother Teresa?’’ Jazz asked with unblinking 
curiosity. 

Phoebe gave her an appreciative, tinkling giggle, a mixture of fluff and 
flint. Jazz was a quick learner. “‘You’ll do Mother Teresa for the Christ- 
mas cover of Vogue. She represents the spirit of this year’s ultimate chic, 
or so they told me over the phone this morning. And since your fashion 
stuff with Tinka was as sensational as your portraits, they want you for 
fashion as much as for celebrity portraits.” 

“‘How could they have possibly seen the booklet yet?” 

“Condé Nast has an L.A. office.’”” Phoebe crunched an egg roll with 
self-satisfaction. 

“What else did you do this morning?”’ 

“All in good time,’’ Phoebe answered. The sixteen-page portfolio for 
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GQ, showing twenty-five years of Warren Beatty’s women, hadn't firmed 
up yet. She never told a client about a job that wasn’t a sure thing, 
because they’d blame her if it fell through. 

Phoebe had been up all night, feverishly plotting the moves for Jazz’s 
immediate future. She intended to have Jazz concentrate exclusively on 


editorial work for the next year. That was the way to make her famous | 


fast. Lucrative advertising contracts would follow the editorial work, but 
they could wait until next year, when Jazz would be firmly established as 


the most interesting new celebrity photographer in the business. Tonight, | 
when Phoebe saw Jann Wenner for drinks, she’d clinch the Rolling Stone | 


cover shot. 
“I suppose you’re a Republican?” she asked Jazz. ‘‘Being from Orange 
County.” 


“Why do you ask?” Jazz quirked an eyebrow at Phoebe. What did her | 


politics have to do with anything? 


“It’s something you could knock off on a weekend without missing | 


your visit with your father.”’ 
““How so?” 
“San Juan Capistrano is just a short drive from San Clemente, isn’t it? 


Rolling Stone wants a portrait of Nixon for the tenth anniversary of Water- — 


gate.” 


10 


Ax the Fiesta of September 1990, 


Jazz's life at Dazzle grew busier than ever. For a month she was booked 
so steadily, with each shoot starting so early and lasting so late, that she 
had been able to go down to the ranch only twice: unsatisfactorily short 
visits that lasted from Saturday lunch to late afternoon on Sunday, when 
she had to start back to L.A. 

Casey Nelson hadn’t been visible on either of the two Saturday nights. 
Mike Kilkullen reported that he got up long before sunrise to conduct 
his business affairs, using the fax machine he’d installed in his room. The 
two men had been having dinner together at the hacienda almost every 
weekday night, but when Casey knew that Jazz was expected, he tactfully 
took himself off so that father and daughter could spend what little time 
they had without the constant presence of a stranger. 

Jazz was feeling city-bound, pushed to the limit and ragged around the 
edges. The time she usually reserved to spend at the ranch, riding and 
walking and sailing, renewing her contact with the land, was essential to 
balance the taut, breathtaking pace of her work, the pitiless pressure of 
the clock, the need to stretch and stretch again for each new assignment 
so that her work never became repetitive or predictable. 

Jazz complained to Sis Levy about her workload, but her studio man- 
ager answered that the fault lay with Phoebe. The next time Jazz found 
that she had a minute to spare, toward twilight on a Thursday in late 
October, she confronted her rep with the overscheduling. 

“Land sakes, Miss Jazz, you’re a caution,’’ Phoebe replied, blinking in 
amazement. ‘“‘Here I work my dialing finger to the bone to make sure 
that you get your choice of all the prize jobs, and what’s my reward? Of 
course you're busy. If you weren’t, I wouldn’t be doing the job you pay 
me for. Mel and Pete are perfectly happy, and they work as hard as you 
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do. Incidentally, do you know how many years you’ve been going home 
to Daddy on the weekends?”’ | 

“T haven’t counted,”’ Jazz flared. 

“Well, I have. It’s been eight years. Some people might . . . just | 
might . . . say it was—oh—a bit unusual. You're a big girl now, Jazz.”” 

“What are you trying to say, Phoebe?” 

‘Frankly, Jazz, I've been concerned about you for some time now. I | 
understood perfectly when we met, but you’re twenty-nine, and you've | 
never been seriously involved with a man. Could it be because of your tie 
to... . >the ranch?” : 

“I don’t believe this,’ Jazz said incredulously. ““You’re trying to med- 
dle in my private life—you?”’ 

“Why not me, Jazz? I know you as well as any woman does, maybe | 
better. We've been working together for a long time, and I have your | 
best interests at heart.’ 

“Why do I suddenly not believe that?” 

‘““Maybe you don’t want to hear what I said.” 

“Phoebe, stay the fuck out of my head,” Jazz said in a deadly voice, 
“‘and clear every single booking with me before you accept it. That’s an 
order, not a request.”’ 

As she slammed out of the office Jazz missed seeing the tiny, vindictive 
twitch of Phoebe’s lips. 

My, my, Phoebe thought, oh my. Ever since Jazz threatened to leave if 
she repped Gabe, that girl had been getting more and more indepen- 
dent. But someday, someday for sure, that girl would want something 
badly, and then, if her rep didn’t get it for her, she’d realize where the 
real power lay. 

Things like that had a way of happening, Phoebe decided, in high 
spirits. They always did when she started to concentrate on them. 


Jazz ran up to her studio in a cold fury, sent Sis, Melissa, and Toby Roe 
home early, locked up the studio herself and found herself in her car 
driving north toward Trancas, way beyond Malibu, before she collected 
herself enough to decide to go home. 

Suddenly she felt that she needed something like a nice cup of tea, or 
at least something that would produce the vaunted effect of a nice cup of 
tea. A martini, if she only knew how to make one. She hoped that she 
had teabags in the kitchen, for usually she ate breakfast at the studio. 
Maybe she would get into that old quilted bathrobe she’d been trying to 
throw out for five years and make a few friendly phone calls. She was too 
angry at Phoebe to drive around aimlessly. She shouldn’t be behind a 
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wheel when all she could think of was taking that skinny wretch by her 
skinny tentacle of a neck and doing something unspeakable and final to 
her. 

She turned the Thunderbird and headed back to her apartment in 
Santa Monica. There was little traffic as she left the 405. Anxious to find 
herself in familiar surroundings, she shifted into third. Her car re- 
sponded instantly. Nothing wrong with this old beauty, Jazz reflected, no 
Anniversary Countach for her. What was the point of a car that could do 
186 miles per hour when the speed limit was.55? If she asked Pete a 
question like that, he’d just look at her pityingly. Obviously, if you had to 
ask, you didn’t need to know. Weren’t worthy of knowing. 

The sound of a siren and the sight of a flashing light in her rearview 
mirror brought her hastily back to the present. She braked the instant she 
heard the siren, but a glance at the speedometer told her that all was lost. 
She was only down to forty, and seconds had passed. She pulled over to 
the curb, rolled down the window and prayed. ‘‘Hey great car!” the 
policeman said with enthusiasm. 

“Thank you, Officer,” Jazz replied, with a stirring of hope. 

“See your license, please?’’ he asked in a friendly way. 

Jazz handed it over obediently, hope killed. Friendly or not, there was 
absolutely no point in sweet-talking or trying to vamp him. She knew. 
Oh, how well she knew. He disappeared, went back to his car and 
radioed in her number to the computer at headquarters. He returned, 
busy writing out a ticket. 

‘How fast was I going, Officer?’’ Jazz asked politely, out of resigned 
curiosity rather than any hope of redemption. 

“Fifty.” 

“But that’s five miles under the limit,’’ she objected, as boldly as she 
dared. ‘‘Under, Officer, not over.”’ 

‘You're in a residential zone, lady. All residential zones are posted at 
twenty-five miles an hour. You were twenty-five miles an hour over the 
limit.”’ 

“Twenty-five miles an hour?’’ She was incredulous. ‘‘Nobody goes 
twenty-five miles an hour! If they did, you’d pull them in for obstructing 
traffic!”’ 

“They’re all just as guilty as you are.” 

“Oh God. Why are you so mean?”’ It was a whimper, not a question. 

“You've had two moving violations in the last year. If you go to Traffic 
School, you can get this ticket off your record. Otherwise your insurance 
rates go up. One more and we take away your license.”’ 

‘Traffic School. Please, no, not Traffic School, anything but that.” 

“Your choice. Say, you wouldn’t want to sell that T-Bird, would you? 
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No? Didn’t think so. Well, have a nice night.’’ He handed her the ticket, 
returned to his car and, Jazz thought, undoubtedly vanished into the 
hiding place where he must wait like a blood-thirsty leech for just such 
another innocent one as she, so that he could fill his quota of tickets 
before he went home for the day. 


Jazz's small apartment was in a large, luxurious, expensive old apartment 
building, The Penthouse, in Santa Monica. She had picked it for several 
reasons. It wasn’t a real home, and unlike a home, she could leave the 
apartment without worrying about anything happening to it while she 
was away. Someone else worried about the roof and the landscaping and 
the pipes. Jazz could stay away for a weekend or two weeks and it would 
always be there. The building had optional maid service, valet parking, 
and high security—a reception desk for all visitors, an elevator man in 
each elevator twenty-four hours a day—and a view of the ocean. 

Except for the view of the ocean, the apartment meant little to her. It 
was like a particularly comfortable hotel suite. Jazz’s real home was the 
ranch, and when she couldn’t be at the ranch, her home was her studio. 
Most of her evenings were taken up with dates and parties and restau- 
rants, when she wasn’t too tired to go out. Basically, her apartment 
served as a bedroom and dressing room into which she dashed to change 
for the evening, then dashed out again and returned only to sleep. 

Tonight, however, Jazz found herself wondering if she should spend 
some time redecorating the place, warm it up a little. It would repay a 
litle loving kindness, she thought, feeling as sorry for the neglected 
apartment as she did for herself. Traffic School lay in her immediate 
future. She dared not attract the attention of the insurance company. 

Jazz made a cup of hot tea and poured vodka into it until it was cool 
enough to drink quickly. Perhaps she was reinventing the martini. Traffic 
School. The perfect end to a perfect day. She’d never had to go before, 
but she’d heard horror stories from everyone. On any shoot, the mere 
mention of Traffic School turned the most frostily remote movie star into 
an instant buddy of the humble pizza-delivery man. It was like root-canal 
work. Everyone in California seemed to pass through its hell sooner or 
later. 

Jazz decided to call her father and tell him. He’d had to go to Traffic 
School twice. He’d comfort her. He’d tell her what she should have said 
to that cop. Once he’d given her the ticket, was there anything worse he 
could have done if she'd told him what she thought of him? Could you 
be cited for verbal assault of the LAPD? Probably. 

She dialed the hacienda number and let it ring. There was no answer 
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after a dozen rings. Where could her father possibly be? No father, no 
Susie, not even Casey Nelson to talk to. Jazz was willing to accept his 
condolences on the subject of her ambush and entrapment. If he was 
there, surely he’d answer the phone, unless he was laid up in bed with 
saddle sores. Nobody to home at home, Jazz thought mournfully. 

She called Newport Beach information and got Red Appleton’s num- 
ber. No answer except a recording on a machine. She hung up hastily, 
without leaving a message. Red not at home, and her father not at home. 
They had to be out somewhere together, having dinner, sharing jokes 
and confidences. They must be having a marvelous time, Jazz thought. 
She didn’t begrudge it to them, but still, where were they when she 
needed sympathy? It wasn’t as if she came around demanding sympathy 
on a regular basis. ° 

She put the phone on the bedspread and looked at it as if she’d never 
seen it before. Tears blurred her eyes, and she brushed them away impa- 
tiently. This was absurd. Traffic School was only eight hours. No picnic, 
agreed, but then not even a picnic was a picnic. How many people really 
liked picnics? Why, then, did the prospect make her feel so utterly . . . 
abandoned? As if she’d lost her best friend? 

She couldn’t call Mel, he’d be all wrapped up in Sharon. She couldn’t 
call Pete, he’d roar with laughter at the idea of her getting caught driving 
at five miles under the speed limit. She couldn’t call any of her friends 
because—she didn’t know why, but she couldn’t possibly call at this time 
and intrude on anybody. Whoever wasn’t out on a date would be making 
dinner at home with some man or other. It was amazing, just when you 
felt like calling people on the phone you couldn’t reach anybody, yet 
when they called you it was always at an inconvenient time. 

Maybe she would write somebody a letter, Jazz thought gloomily, giv- 
ing the ocean an indifferent glance. It was fascinating by day, but dark 
and unfriendly by night. Perhaps it would be better to have an apartment 
that looked out on city lights instead of the uncaring blackness beyond 
her windows. She could put the letter in a bottle and throw it in the 
ocean like the little girl in a story she'd once heard from someone, who 
sent a message in a bottle that said, ‘Whoever gets this, I love you.” 

Jazz padded into the kitchen in her bare feet, the old bathrobe tied 
securely around her waist, planning to make another cup of tea and 
maybe look for a cracker. She was too gloomy to feel hungry. The house 
phone rang, and she jumped at the sudden noise. It rang again, aggres- 
sively, and she answered it. 

‘Miss Kilkullen,’’ said the voice of the receptionist, ‘‘there’s a visitor 
here for you.” 

‘Thank God,”’ said Jazz. ‘“Who is it?” 
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‘A Mr. Gabriel. Shall I tell him to come up?” 

Jazz gaped at the house phone as if she’d found herself fondling a 
snake. 

“Miss Kilkullen? Shall I send Mr. Gabriel up?’ the receptionist re- 
peated patiently. 

‘Hold on a minute.” Jazz was transfixed by confusion, not knowing, 
for one frightening moment of time, what year it was or why she was 
barefoot in this kitchen. She was thrown back to the rending pain of the 
wedding that hadn’t taken place, to the months of recovery in Mel 
Botvinick’s studio, to the astonishing shot of Richard Nixon lying re- 
laxed in the sun on the sand of the San Clemente beach and reminiscing 
about Diane Sawyer with a lazy smile no one had ever seen on his face 
before, the shot that had made her famous all over the world when it was 
published in magazines in every foreign country, everything jumbled 
together as if they were happening now, simultaneously. 

She looked at the calendar on the wall: 1990. Jazz’s sense of time 
returned, steadied, settled in. She knew who she was. She couldn’t be- 
have as if she were afraid of Gabe, that mixed-up guy with the emotional 
age of an eleven-year-old, whom she had loved in her own foolish imma- 
turity. If she ducked him, he’d think she couldn’t face him. 

‘Tell him to come up in seven minutes, Joe,’’ she instructed the recep- 
tionist and hung up. 


Five minutes were enough for Jazz to compose the perfect outfit in which 
to greet, after nine years of silence, the first man she’d ever loved, the 
only man she’d ever trusted with her whole self, the man who'd left her 
waiting at the church. Every girl was entitled, she told herself as she 
dressed, to one gigantic mistake in her life. 

She concentrated on her clothes, beating down an attack of nerves that 
could only be an aberrant, irrational form of stage fright left over from 
another life, another girl, an innocent, gullible person she barely remem- 
bered. Gabe could never happen to anyone but just such a dumb kid. 

Jazz pulled on the purple and gold Lakers T-shirt she always wore to 
the games—the glory and power of the splendid team, led by Magic 
Johnson, the most valuable and charismatic player in NBA basketball, 
would isolate her from Gabe as a necklace of garlic protected a sleeping 
person from a vampire. 

Being dumped by Gabe had been the most important favor anyone 
had ever done her. If, God forbid, they’d gone through with that mad 
marriage plan of his, she would have continued to live in his shadow, 
without a career of her own. Impossible as she now knew that would 
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have been, Jazz was annoyed to realize that she still didn’t feel as totally 
invulnerable as she was. As she had been for years. 

She pulled on a well-worn pair of black leather biker jeans, with studs 
on them that would keep a member of the Hell’s Angels at a respectful 
distance. Black high-top sneakers, an extra layer of mascara, a quick 
brush-through to make sure that her hair was as disorderly as possible, a 
smudge of lip gloss, and she was almost ready to open the door. 

She surveyed herself critically in the mirror. Don’t mess with me, 
motherfucker, said her image. But, silly as it was, Jazz decided that if this 
were a picture and she was taking it, she’d know that something else was 
needed—some kind of prop. Jazz ran to her fridge and got an apple, took 
a bite, carefully removed it from her mouth and put it in the garbage, 
went to the front door and opened it a fraction. She turned on the televi- 
sion set in the living room and fell into her usual, cross-legged perch on 
the rug, propped up on half a dozen pillows, apple in hand. 

The doorbell rang. ‘‘It’s open,” she called, nipped a tiny bite of apple 
and chewed vigorously, never taking her eyes off the set, trying to ignore 
the agitated pounding of her heart. It was no more than a reflex reaction, 
the proverbial chicken with its head cut off. 

“So,’’ Gabe said, stopping in the hall at the entrance to the living 
room. 

“Oh, hi, Gabe. Come on in. I have to see the end of this show—it’ll be 
over in a minute,’’ Jazz said as she chewed, gazing intently at the screen 
and waving vaguely at the couch behind her. He sat down and waited 
silently for three minutes as the episode of a television series came to an 
end. Jazz picked up the remote control and snapped off the set. She 
glanced up at Gabe. He hadn’t changed, she thought, except that his eyes 
were world-weary and his mouth sardonic in a way it never had been 
before. Such an ordinary man. “Sorry, but ‘thirtysomething’ is the one 
show I watch religiously,”’ Jazz said. ‘‘Do you like it?”’ 

“Huh?” 

“Never mind. Apple?’”’ 

“No. Thanks.”’ He fell silent as Jazz nibbled away unconcernedly. 
“So,” he said at last. 

‘You sound like Mary Tyler Moore. Remember, on her show, how she 
always said ‘So,’ with that big, bright, nervous smile, whenever she 
couldn’t think of anything else to say? Blair Brown does it too.” 

“Is this the television trivia quiz night?” 

“I forgot you haven’t had a chance to see American television in a long 

time.” 

“So you've become a Lakers fan?” 

“If you're tired of the Lakers, you're tired of life,” Jazz said with 
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mocking eyes. ‘“You’d probably think it’s not enough of a contact sport. 
After all, nobody gets killed. There aren’t any riots. No bombs are 
thrown. There’s no blood on the floor. Still, as someone once wrote, 
when Cooper guards you, it’s like the worst wet kiss you ever had. You 
should be at the Forum when the Lakers have to get physical. I wouldn’t 
want to be out there then, not even if I were as big as Michael Jordan or 
Charles Barkley.”’ 

“Barkley?” 

“Of Philadelphia,” she said patiently. ““You sound like someone from 
outer space. How’ve you been keepin’?”’ =. 

“Fine. And you?” 

‘Never better. Busy, up to my eyebrows in work, but then aren’t we 
all?” 

“Jazz!” 

““What?”’ she mumbled, through a bit of apple. 

“‘Just stop. I came here to talk to you, not play games.” 

Jazz let his words hang in the air as she chewed and swallowed. She 
turned around on the rug and put some pillows behind her, hugging her 
knees with her arms and looking up at Gabe on the couch. Her cloud of 
wavelets, streaked with every color from chutney to tortoiseshell, fell 
back from her open, flower-fresh face. She spoke lazily. 

“Well, sure, Gabe, say whatever you have to say. I’m not stopping 
you.” Jazz kept her expression benignly neutral, even though she was 
thinking that if what he had to say was too difficult to confront her with, 
he could always write her another lovely letter. 

“T had dinner with Phoebe a while ago. She told me you don’t want 
me in the studio and you don’t want her to rep me. I told her you were 
just another groupie, because I didn’t want her to know anything about 
us. 

“I’m amazed that you didn’t tell her the truth. Phoebe usually insists 
on knowing all.” 

“Since she obviously didn’t know we even knew each other, I assumed 
you hadn’t told anybody here.” 

“You can’t expect that experience to be—how can I put it?—the favor- 
ite item in my memory book. Those years seem to have happened to 
somebody else. No one but my father knows what kind of human being 
—no, strike the word ‘human’—what kind of being you are.”’ 

“It’s about time you got hostile.’ Gabe leaned forward. ‘“‘Now we can 
get this out in the open.” 

‘Wrong. I'm not hostile. That was merely the most friendly way I 
could think of to describe you. A being. You exist. There’s plenty of 
room for both of us in L.A., but there’s no room on my turf,” 
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Jazz took another bite of the apple. There was another silence as she 
chewed methodically. ‘Want to watch ‘Nightline,’ with Ted Koppel?” 
she offered finally, in a friendly tone. ‘‘Wherever you've been, it’s proba- 
bly the best way to catch up. That and ‘Washington Week in Review.’ 
That way you won't have to spend as much time reading the morning 
papers.”’ 

“I do not want to watch ‘Nightline.’ I do not want to catch up. I do not 
want to know what’s going on in the world. I’ve seen too much of it.”’ 

“T’ll bet you’ve never bothered to vote again, after that one time in 
Paris,’’ Jazz remarked with a lightly scornful edge to her voice. 

“Fuck! I didn’t come here for Civics 101.” 

“I don’t remember inviting you. On television night I try to say 
home.” 

Gabe got up and sat down on the floor near her. She edged away 
immediately. 

“Jazz, I can find other office space, that’s no problem at all, but I need 
Phoebe to be my rep. I’ve known her for years, I trust her judgment, and 
I don’t see how that can intrude on your territory.” 

“Any connection between us is out of the question,”’ Jazz said coldly. 
“Your old pal, buddy, sidekick, Phoebe the know-it-all, is nothing if not a 
connection. She’s like some gonzo computer hacker who can sneak in 
everywhere and stir up trouble. It would be impossible to maintain a 
distance between us once Phoebe was involved in your work.”’ 

“Jesus, Jazz, you’re still hooked on me!” 

Jazz jumped up from the floor when she heard the faint but unmistak- 
able note of not-quite-hidden triumph in his voice. She stood over him, 
flooded with the rage she’d been suppressing since he’d walked in the 
door. 

“Hooked on you? J hate you, Gabe. | hate you for what you did to me 
when I was a twenty-year-old kid, too young to know that no one should 
ever believe one word that came out of your mouth. /t was so desperately 
cruel. What kind of contemptible bastard is capable of getting a girl to say 
she’ll marry him, against her better judgment, and then disappearing at 
the very last minute, leaving nothing behind except a shit-eating letter of 
shit-eating, trumped-up, so-called explanation? You couldn’t even find 
the little bit of guts you needed to tell me face-to-face.” 

Jazz turned away from him and stalked over to the window, shaking 
with the adrenaline of her pent-up fury. Gabe got up and followed her, 
and when she heard his footsteps behind her she turned a frightening 
face on him. 

“You left Paris in the one way that had to hurt me the most. I’d turned 
over my life to you. It was your idea to get married, not mine, God 
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knows. I never tried to tie you down, you did it to yourself and then— 
then you tried to put the blame on me. Somehow what you did became 
my fault! It was so cheap, Gabe, cheap beyond cheapness, so utterly 
unfair. You disgust me.”’ 

‘I’ve disgusted myself ever since. Good God, Jazz, don’t you think 
there isn’t one thing you've said that I haven't said to myself a thousand 
times, night after night—and ten times worse? Every word of that letter 
was the cold, hard truth, but that doesn’t excuse it. Nothing can excuse 
my gutlessness. But you're still hooked on me, Jazz, no matter what you think 
of my character.” 

“That's sick!’’ she cried. “‘Really sick! I know what kind of vile coward 
you are, I know how cruel you can be, but I didn’t think you were 
egomaniacal enough to think I couldn’t get over you.” 

“You wouldn't be so determined to avoid any contact with me if I 
were just a bad memory. You wouldn’t still be so defensive, Jazz, if you’d 
really forgotten me.” 

“T honestly think you believe that revolting crap,”’ Jazz taunted him. “‘I 
hear you talking yourself into it. You’ve actually convinced yourself.” 
Her voice was corrosive, jeering. 

“You're not over me, Jazz.’’ Gabe’s lean, dark face insistent and certain 
of his words. 

“Tt’s been years and years since I wasted a minute thinking of you,” 
she said contemptuously. 

“Prove it,’’ Gabe challenged her. 

“T don’t have to prove anything to you!” 

“Then prove it to yourself. If you don’t, you’ll never really trust your- 
self again.” 

“T trust myself plenty,”’ Jazz said coolly, in control of herself again. 
“Get out of here, Gabe, I want you out of my house. You make it stink.” 

Gabe grabbed Jazz roughly, pulled her into his arms and kissed her 
with all the immoderate passion that he’d felt since he came into the 
room and saw her again, so much more beautiful than he remembered. 
Jazz punched him in the face with her fist, as hard as she could. 

“T knew it!’ he cried. ‘“You’d never bother to hit me if you didn’t give 
a damn!"’ Gabe held her arms pinioned to her side and kissed Jazz again, 
over and over. He stopped for a minute, released his grip and gave her a 
clean chance to beat him up in any way she chose. 

“Obstinate bitch,” he said, when she didn’t move, or change her stony 
expression. He held her unyielding body close again and bent to her cold 
lips once more, his whole being concentrated on making her acknowl- 
edge his mouth. Finally he felt her lips responding, just the merest flicker 
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of a response, a tiny quiver, a faint pressure, a warming, a hint of a 
yearning, which grew and grew until it became a kiss that met his kiss. 

They stood in front of the window by the ocean, clasped in each oth- 
er’s arms, kissing silently, tentatively, each unwilling to make a sound or 
say a word that might break the unexpected magic of this isolated mo- 
ment in which the past and the present met and all the joy of their years 
together was distilled and all the pain of the ending forgotten. But when 
Jazz felt Gabe pressing against her so tightly that she couldn’t ignore how 
aroused he was, she pushed him away and stood apart, tall and proud and 
defiant. 

“Oh no. Definitely no, not that,’’ Jazz said in a strong, clear voice. 
“You've proved your point, Gabe. I’m not physically indifferent to you. 
There’s still something there, I’m only human. But it’s just an unimpor- 
tant something, a bit of the past that somehow . . . survived what you 
did to me.” 

She shook her head sadly and reflectively. ‘Whatever it is, it’s not 
strong enough so that I'll let you make love to me, Gabe. Oh, I admit 
that I want to, Gabe, don’t think that I’ve forgotten the way it used to be 
when the lights of the bateaux mouches lit our window and we lay in bed, 
invisible, listening to the dance music on the river, with you so deep 
inside me that I knew absolutely and forever that nothing in the world 
had ever been that marvelous for anyone else but us.”’ 

Jazz put her hands on his shoulders and spoke gently, the light of her 
eyes so incandescent with memory that he couldn't meet her gaze. 

“They say that there’s nothing to beat an Auld Lang Syne fuck, Gabe, 
and you were the best, the very best lover I’ve ever had. Not just because 
you were the first—I’ve had a chance to compare.” Jazz cocked her head 
and gave a complex, unconsciously infuriating smile, full of memories 
that Gabe suddenly knew had nothing to do with him. ‘‘The problem is I 
can’t trust you. And I won’t make love to a man I don’t trust.” 

“‘Can’t you believe that in. nine years I could have changed?” he said in 
anguish. ‘“That I must have changed? That you can trust me?” 

Jazz laughed abruptly at his words. ‘‘ ‘Trust’? Trust you? Trust is out of 
the question. Even you must know that. But I don’t care anymore if 
Phoebe reps you. In fact, you can rent the space too. You've just proved 
something to me that you didn’t intend to prove. You don’t have power 
over me anymore, poor Gabe.” 

She patted him on the cheek and he started to speak. Jazz raised a 
finger in a way that stopped him cold. ‘‘Don’t say it! Don’t make me hate 
you again by saying that if I were truly sure that you didn’t have power 
over me, I'd let you make love to me. No, Gabe, no, you can’t use that 
frat-house argument all night. It would be unworthy, even of a Hun- 
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garian. You’ve got what you came over here to get. And a little extra. Be 
satisfied.”’ 

Gabe looked at Jazz speechlessly. Christ, he’d really done himself in 
this time. Fucked himself up good and proper. He’d thought he was over 
her, mostly anyway. He must have been completely insane. It hadn’t 
been an acceptable risk to so much as shake hands with this incomparable 
girl. He’d taken it, and now he was stuck with the consequences. Stuck 
for good, stuck forever, if he knew anything about it. She’d always been 
the only one. 

“So I guess we’ve missed Ted Koppel,’’ Gabe managed to say. 

“Chances are.’’ Jazz gave him an amiable and impersonal smile. ‘‘Want 
to watch Jay Leno?” 

“No, I’ve got to go. Thanks, Jazz, see you around,” he said, and fled. 


She was going to be late for class, Jazz thought in a panic. On top of 
everything else that was revolting about the prospect of Traffic School, 
there was no place to park near the building in which the school was 
located. Late for class. She could feel anxiety sweat bursting out all over 
her neck and forehead. Late. For. Class. The mere sound of the words 
brought with them all the feeling of a particular kind of nightmare. 

Jazz had reluctantly investigated the options available in Traffic School 
after she had received her speeding ticket. Obviously she wasn’t the only 
automotive offender in town, since there were dozens of different 
schools, a California cottage industry, as thick on the ground as meetings 
of Alcoholics Anonymous in Beverly Hills. Some schools advertised that 
they were especially for singles, others promised pizza for lunch; schools 
lured customers with magic tricks and Disney movies, and many billed 
themselves as comedy schools. The only school located not too far from 
her apartment was called ‘‘Fabulous Comedians Entertain U.”’ 

Gritting her teeth at wasting a Saturday, Jazz had called and signed up 
at Fabulous Comedians to expiate her ticket. When she arrived, thinking 
that she was in good time, she found that the parking lot behind the 
building was closed on Saturday and the streets around the school were 
all filled with cars parked next to meters. ‘“Teacher’s pets,”’ she snarled 
out loud, feeling the sweat begin to trickle down her sides as she sought a 
space in growing alarm. 

Eventually, three blocks from the school, she wedged her car into the 
last space available and ran back as fast as she could to the unprepossess- 
ing two-story building on Pico Boulevard. There was no one in the halls 
or on the staircase, and when she crashed into the room in which the class 
was held, a round of mocking catcalls and applause greeted her. 
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“You're two minutes late,” the instructor said, locking the door be- 
hind her. ‘Another second and it would have been too late.” 

Thanks,” Jazz gasped, and looked around for a seat. Only one chair 
was empty, on the aisle in the front row, obviously right under the nose 
of the instructor, and the last place anyone would want to sit, if schoolday 
memories were any guide. She slunk down the aisle and sat down next to 
a messily dressed man with an enormous black handlebar mustache. He 
had a grubby crew hat pulled down over his hair, and he wore dark 
glasses. 

The tiny chair was even harder and smaller than she had expected. Jazz 
looked straight in front of her, pulling her streaky ripples of hair over her 
eyes in an attempt to create a private space. She should have postponed 
coming to Traffic School as long as possible, she realized, now that she 
was actually there. Not that it would have been any better later in the 
allotted period of two months, but she had been feeling unusually down 
since the night, a week ago, when Gabe had shown up at her apartment. 
She had no wellspring of energy during the day, although she managed 
to function more or less normally in the studio. She’d caught Toby and 
Melissa exchanging concerned glances, although neither of them had 
actually mentioned anything. She’d turned down dates in order to go to 
bed early, and then she’d slept badly, with unpleasant dreams, although 
she couldn’t remember what it was about them that made her feel bad. 

In the morning Jazz felt more weary, more bruised, than when she 
went to bed. She felt obscurely damaged in some way, as if she’d gone 
through a far more brutal experience than the actual meeting with Gabe 
had been. She felt older than twenty-nine, unpleasantly streetwise, and 
totally cynical. Every time she read a newspaper or watched the televi- 
sion news, she wondered why she’d even bothered to drag herself out of 
bed. It all seemed so . . . hopeless, so endlessly hopeless. If this were 
depression—although she couldn’t think why she should be depressed— 
how could she get rid of it? 

Whatever was causing her to feel this way, it couldn’t be Gabe, Jazz 
was certain. She finally put that ghost to rest. She’d seen him again, she’d 
kissed him again, and she’d found out that she was over him. She’d had a 
chance to confront him with some of the accusations she’d been storing 
up for eight years, and he’d had to admit that she was right. He’d been 
reduced to nothing more than what he was, a part of her past, a part that 
had been far more good than it had been bad, in spite of its traumatic 
ending. 

To be logical, Jazz ruminated, to put things in the correct balance, it 
was only fair to admit that Gabe had taught her an enormous amount just 
by his example. Her ability to shoot straight from the gut under any 
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circumstances, and her methods of manipulating any subject, could only 
have been learned from a photojournalist. She should be grateful to him. 

She was grateful. Their years together had been a time of invaluable 
experience. Of course, there had been a price to pay for that education. 
No realistic woman could have expected anything else. She couldn’t go 
back and relive her life, that was for sure, and meanwhile there was 
Traffic School to survive, in an airless room that was jammed with people. 
Jazz surveyed the perimeter of what she could see through the protective 
wings of hair she had pulled together so that they almost met at her nose. 

Her scruffy neighbor was a tall man with long arms that invaded her 
space, but because of the way in which the chairs were crammed to- 
gether, he couldn’t move in any direction to give her more room. Thank 
God, on one side there was the narrow aisle, although she couldn’t move 
her chair because it was bolted to the floor. Jazz pressed her lips together 
in useless disgust, but she was careful not to look at the man on her right. 
There must be absolutely no eye contact between them, as if they were in 
the New York subway. It was the only way to maintain any psychic 
distance between herself and someone to whom she was destined to be 
all but chained for the next eight hours. The slob was three times too big 
for his chair. He came into direct body contact with her, all the way from 
his shoulder to his knee. She’d worn her jeans and work shirt from her 
Girl Friday days, but now she wished she had worn something with 
spikes on it, to fend off his hideously unwelcome closeness. 

The man who had locked the door mounted the podium and began to 
speak. 

“IT am LAPD Officer Muffet, your instructor for today. You are here 
for eight full hours. Any attempt to cheat me of your attention before 
your four hundred and eighty minutes are up will be regarded with grave 
prejudice. Do not even try to ask me if you can leave early; that will be 
construed as a bribe.’’ The instructor, a middle-aged man, looked as pale 
and tough as a prison guard, Jazz thought. Where were the fabulous 
comedians? Why was this room filled with hulking, ugly men and only 
one other woman? 

“This class is subject to monitoring by the Department of Motor Vehi- 
cles,’ Muffet continued. ‘‘If you come back late from lunch, you will find 
the door locked and you will have to repeat the class. There will be one 
fifteen-minute break in the morning and one in the afternoon so that you 
can feed the meters. These breaks will not—repeat, will not—be de- 
ducted from your four hundred and eighty minutes of Traffic School. The 
door will be locked as soon as the break is over.”’ 

Holy shit! She had plenty of singles in her wallet, but no change. 
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Could you get a parking ticket while you were in Traffic School? Unques- 
tionably. 

“The officer who was supposed to teach this class has a cold. I’m re- 
placing him at the last minute, and I don’t do jokes.” 

A chorus of outraged protests broke out from the imprisoned souls in 
the room. Muffet listened impassively. When it died down he said, ‘“‘Any- 
one who wants to leave is welcome to do so. I don’t advise it unless you 
have another Saturday you want to clear for Traffic School, or unless you 
want to waste the part of the morning you’ve already devoted to getting 
up and getting here and getting your seats. The rules for the comic 
Traffic School are exactly the same as mine.” 

Jazz heard a few people getting up noisily and leaving, but she stayed 
put. She’d given up a weekend at the ranch for this hell, she’d found a 
parking space, and she was damned if she’d go through that drill again. 

Muffet waited impassively until the last defector had left, and began to 
speak. 

“A trial by jury does not apply to your infractions. When you get a 
ticket, you’re guilty until you’re proven innocent. Unless your time is 
worth less than twenty dollars an hour, don’t fight the ticket. That’s my 
first lesson.”’ 

Muffet looked around the room with a grisly smile. What had hap- 
pened to the Bill of Rights, Jazz wondered? 

“O.K.,” Muffet said. “‘Now who knows what Selective Enforcement 
is? Nobody? I thought so. Nobody ever does, except repeaters, and they 
won't admit it. Selective Enforcement is the right of an officer to pull you 
over when everybody else is doing the same thing you’re doing. Every 
single car is doing sixty on the freeway, and you get a ticket for doing 
sixty. You don’t think you’re guilty, but you are. Why? Selective Enforce- 
ment is practiced by the LAPD because there is only one chance in twelve 
hundred that you'll be picked out to get a ticket. In other words, if you get 
one ticket, we know that you have committed that particular violation 
twelve hundred times without getting caught. So, no matter what the 
circumstances, you’re guilty. That’s my second lesson.” 

Muffet hitched up his pants, his authority established as thoroughly as 
if they had all been deposited on Devil’s Island for the rest of their lives. 

‘“‘How many people in here are single? Raise your hands,’’ Muffet 
continued. The rustle of hands was clearly audible. ‘‘How many are mar- 
ried?’ Again she heard hands raised. ‘‘How many don’t know?” 

Jazz's hands were clenched. She hadn’t raised one for any category. 
Her private life was none of his concern. What did it have to do with 
getting an outrageously unfair ticket? 
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“Now I'll ask each of you your name, what you do for a living and 
how you got your traffic citation,” Muffet continued. 

I’m not here, Jazz thought, this is not happening to me. Behind her, 
people were giving answers to his questions. All their violations, without 
exception, were far greater than hers. The advantage of being in the first 
row. was that when her turn came she was able to reply in a low voice. 
The man next to her said, in a mumble even lower than hers, that his 
name was Leslie Duff, that he was a construction worker and he’d been 
cited for running a stop sign. 

“Why didn’t you stop at the sign?’’ Muffet asked. 

“T did,”’ Duff protested gruffly. ‘‘But there was nobody coming in any 
direction, not a single car anywhere, so I looked around carefully, came 
to a rolling stop, and crossed the street. I thought that was good 
enough.”’ 

‘‘A stop sign means three full seconds at a full stop,” Muffet said disap- 
provingly. ‘“‘We call those three seconds ‘the eight-hour decision.’ If 
you'd stopped, you wouldn’t be here.’ 

Duff subsided into a sullen silence. What a goon he was, Jazz thought. 
No way she would give Muffet any backtalk. The LAPD had its national 
tough-and-rough reputation to protect, and this class was clearly taking 
place somewhere beyond the territorial waters of the United States. 

“You,” Muffet demanded, pointing at Jazz. ““Do you know the only 
two things that can be thrown from your car legally?” 

“No, sir.” 

““Water and feathers of /ive poultry.” 

onyYeS. Sit. 

Muffet paused, and Jazz could see him tempted to actually make a joke, 
just to see if it was possible. ‘‘I don’t want to ever catch you on an 
overpass with a pillow,” Muffet told her. In disgust, Jazz heard herself 
giving a nervous giggle. 

Muffet began to berate the class with a series of warnings about pedes- 
trian rights, and Jazz’s eyes began to close. She was appalled by the 
prospect of at least seven and a half more hours of enforced confinement 
in this crowded, claustrophobic room. The small windows were closed 
and there was no air circulating; the chair was growing harder by the 
minute, and it felt as if Duff were taking up more and more of the little 
space she occupied, although he hadn’t actually moved as far as she could 
tell. If she could only put herself onto a higher astral level, remove 
herself completely, have an out-of-body experience. This would never be 
happening to Shirley MacLaine. ; 

Suddenly Duff laid a piece of paper on her lap. Startled, she looked 
down and read the words, ‘“‘Hi, gorgeous.”’ 
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She almost shrieked out loud. This weirdo was trying to pick her up. 
For the whole gruesome, penitential day she was going to be subjected to 
his harassment with no hope of escape. Jazz took a pad and pencil out of 
her purse and wrote, “‘I’ll tell Muffet if you don’t stop,” and passed it to 
him when Muffet wasn’t looking. 

He scribbled busily and slid her another scrap of paper. “I thought 
you'd want to know that I forgive you.” 

Duff was also crazy, Jazz realized. A sex fiend and a nut case, and a 
very large-sized one, He might lash out quickly and do her some damage 
before Muffet could protect her. ‘“Thanks,’’ she wrote. Perhaps that 
would pacify him. 

““How about lunch?”’ the next note said. 

Jazz was about to get up and remove herself to a safe distance and then 
tell Muffet what was happening, when she suddenly realized that this 
horrendous creature might have his uses. 

“‘No thanks. My husband’s taking me to lunch. Do you have change 
for a dollar?”’ she wrote. 

“Plenty,”” was the answer. 

“That's very kind,”’ Jazz wrote, and sat undisturbed until the break. 
Everyone rose quickly as soon as Muffet announced it. Jazz held out some 
dollar bills but Duff simply poured quarters into her hand, turned his 
back, and started down the stairs. Jazz sped to her car, put in three 
quarters, and started running back toward the school. The street was 
empty, she was still two blocks away from the school, when Duff, even 
bigger than he seemed sitting down, materialized in front of her. 

“Can't stop,” she said, and kept on running. He caught up with her 
quickly and grabbed her arm. 

“Come on, be nice,’’ he said. “You weren’t always so standoffish.”’ 

Perhaps sweet reasonableness would get her safely back to Fabulous 
Comedians, Jazz thought frantically. Muffet would take care of him. Muf- 
fet unquestionably had a gun and would love to use it. ‘“We’re going to 
be late if we don’t get back to class right away,’’ she puffed. 

“The last time we met, you were more friendly,’ Duff insisted, still 
holding her arm. 

“T’ll scream for help,’’ Jazz said wildly. 

“‘No woman ever said that to me before.” 

Something about his voice was weirdly familiar. He had an accent that 
wasn’t quite American, and even those exact words rang a distant but 
clearly remembered bell, Jazz realized. She looked at Duff for the first 
time. He didn’t have on his sunglasses. Without the mustache . . . with- 
out the dirty crew hat . . . he would be not that bad . . . no, he would 
be ... memorable . .. he would be... 
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“Sam Butler,” Jazz snapped accusingly. ‘“‘What the hell are you doing © 
clowning around with that ridiculous hair on your face?”’ | 
“You mean you really didn’t recognize me? I thought that with your | 
eye you must have spotted me—aren’t you the lady who sees around | 
corners? I figured you were just giving me the cold shoulder.”’ The 
Australian actor smiled his twenty-million-dollars-for-three-pictures 
smile, and Jazz realized that if she’d been paying any attention to her 
surroundings, she’d have recognized him immediately, mustache or not. 

‘You scared me to death,” she said severely. ‘“Who’s Leslie Duff?” 

‘““Me. I changed it for the movies.” 

“T thought you were a mad rapist.’’ Jazz was furious at having been so 
frightened. 

“That happened before too. Do you assume that every man is hot for 
your body, or is it just something special about me?” 

“It’s definitely you.”’ Jazz bit her lip to keep from smiling at the way 
she’d frightened him with the menace of a tidal wave after that earth- 
quake weeks ago. “‘Something about your attitude.” 

“Do you really have a husband taking you to lunch?” 

“No,” Jazz admitted. ‘‘I wanted to make you stop writing notes.”’ 

“Then is lunch on?” 

“T have to eat anyway ... so all right. What did you mean, you 
forgive me?” 

“T forgive you for being so unfairly sexy when you photographed me. 
You were sexy, you have to admit it. You really had me going. It was the 
first time a photographer ever got me to strip for a shoot.” 

“Oh. That. Yes. Well, maybe I did take advantage of you. I guess 
actors are considered fair game. But what would have happened if there 
hadn’t been an earthquake? You were on top of me, for God’s sake! 
Naked!”’ 

“T would have let you go,’’ Sam Butler assured her. ‘‘I made an honest 
mistake. And I apologize. I was absolutely wrong.” 

Studying him and trying to size him up, Jazz knew that for some reason 
she believed him. A man like Sam Butler didn’t have to go around forc- 
ing himself on women. 

So many actors were chameleons, depending on the part for their 
appearance, but Sam Butler could only look like Sam Butler. He couldn’t 
disguise the absolute masculinity of his features, the strong, square jaw, 
the straight nose, the thick, almost flaxen blond hair, the resolute blue- 
beyond-blue eyes, the wide, determined mouth, all arranged in a way 
that would have left a crowd of Victorian maidens in a mass swoon . . . 
what could he do about it? Sam Butler’s features said things about him 
that didn’t necessarily have to be true, but which no actor’s craft was 
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powerful enough to deny or change. He would inevitably be cast as a 
romantic hero. Like the young Olivier, to prove that he was a good actor, 
he would always have to hide behind makeup. 

It had been too easy for her to categorize this actor as another guy who 
didn’t understand a ‘‘no’’ when he heard it, to overlook the loving and 
homesick heart he had revealed when he talked about his family back 
home in Australia. The attitudes of Planet Hollywood were getting to 
her, Jazz thought, and that wasn’t good news. 

Butler looked at his watch. ‘“‘Run for it. We're going to be late for 
class.”’ 

They arrived, winded, Sam pulling Jazz by her hand to speed her up 
the last flight of stairs, just as Muffet was about to lock the door. Sheep- 
ishly they regained their seats. 

“T’ve seen this before,’’ Muffet said severely. ‘I don’t allow socializing 
in my class. No profane language, no chewing tobacco, no spitting, no 
Doritos, no disgusting noises.” He pointed at Jazz and Sam. ‘‘And partic- 
ularly no sucking face. If you wanted to meet someone, you should have 
gone to one of the singles Traffic Schools.” 

‘“‘We’re cousins,” Sam assured him. 

“First cousins,’’ Jazz said hastily. 

“Our mothers were sisters,’ Sam embroidered. 

“Twins, actually,’ Jazz added. 

She couldn’t seem to shut up. Siamese twins? She felt hysteria mount. 
A crazy laugh was about to overtake her, the kind you couldn’t bring to a 
halt, the kind that hadn’t happened since high school, the insane laugh 
that came over you at the most solemn and inappropriate places and that 
fed upon itself. High mass, graduations, weddings, funerals—oh God! 

She felt Sam Butler’s fingers pinch her upper arm, and she was able to 
control the fatal laughter until a sideways peek at him revealed that he 
was also shaking with suppressed mirth, which he was trying to conceal 
by hiding his lower face. He was having trouble tucking his long, un- 
wieldy mustache away inside his collar. This absurd sight put Jazz over 
the top. She hunched up her shoulders, looked blindly at the floor and 
gave herself up to a full-fledged fit, weeping with unstoppable laughter. 

“What's going on here?’”’ Muffet demanded. 


“It’s ...a... comedy... school... sir,’ Sam Butler man- 
aged to choke out. ‘‘My cousin’s ... very... susceptible . . . to 
jokes.” 


“Well, O.K.,”’ Muffet said grudgingly. ‘‘But don’t let it happen again.” 
Jazz finally gained control of herself through the realization that if she 
didn’t stop, she’d pee in her pants. It was an instantly sobering thought, 
and she concentrated on it until the lunch break, her eyes almost shut as 
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she shrank her attention down to this one strong possibility, willing her- 
self not to be aroused by the fits of giggles that shook Sam from time to 
time, and which were communicated to her by the quivering of his body. 

Finally the lunch break came. Jazz and Sam dared to look at each other. 

“Why were we laughing?”’ Jazz asked soberly. 

“T don’t know,” Sam said. 

“Tt wasn’t that funny.” Jazz looked puzzled. 

“Not nearly funny enough. What’s so funny about twins?”’ Sam agreed 
solemnly. The word ‘‘twins’’ set them both off again, until they staggered 
out of the classroom, gasping, headed hastily for the restrooms on the 
ground floor. 

‘Got to put in some quarters before lunch,” Jazz reminded Sam when 
they rejoined each other on the street. 

“T’ll come with you,” he said companionably. 

‘““Where’s your car?” 

“There.”’ Sam pointed to a black stretch limousine that was following 
them as they walked. “‘The studio didn’t want me driving to Traffic 
School. They were afraid I’d get another ticket on the way here.” 

“T wish someone took that kind of care of me,”’ Jazz said enviously. “‘I 
almost couldn’t find a parking place. Was it their idea to send you out in 
disguise?” 

“No, mine. It’s the only way I can have any privacy now. Since my last 
flick . . .”’ His voice trailed off, embarrassed. 

‘You mean you’re drawing crazed crowds in Hollywood? Nobody gets a 
second look in this town. We locals pride ourselves on that.”’ 

“Well...” he mumbled, looking away frorn her. 

“My God. I’ll bet you do. Women going apeshit every time they see 
you. I can see it now. If there had been more women at Traffic School—it 
makes perfect sense . . . they haven’t seen anything like you in genera- 
tions.”’ 

“T hate it,”” he said simply. ‘‘Come on, let’s have lunch. We deserve it 
after four hours of Muffet.’’ He handed Jazz into the limo. 

“Where can we go? We have to be back in about a half hour, and 
there’s nothing around here but a Pollo Loco and a McDonald’s.”’ 

‘All taken care of.”’ Sam Butler opened a big wicker picnic basket that 
was lying on the floor of the limo, and revealed a large array of plastic 
containers and flat parcels wrapped in aluminum foil. 

“T told them to order a little of everything from Nate n’ Al’s deli— 
good tucker there—and we’ve got lashings of Australian white wine to 
start with.’’ He pulled off his false mustache, took off his crew hat and 
dark glasses, and shook his head in relief. 

“Wine, please,” Jazz said, stretching her cramped muscles and lying 
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back on the cushions of the limo. “‘Wine, strong wine, and lots of it. 
Were you expecting a guest, or did you order all this for yourself?” 

“Just for me. I hated the thought of Traffic School so much that I 
thought it might be a good idea to drink my way through it, but that 
wouldn’t go down well with Muffet, would it?” 

“Don’t say his name,” Jazz begged. “‘With only a half hour, let’s not 
spoil it. I smell pastrami . . . oh, Sam Butler, for a simple country boy 
from Perth, you learn quickly.” 


There were two bottles of wine, pastrami, corned beef, bagels, rye bread, 
mustard, pickles, French dressing, smoked salmon, cream cheese, sliced 
turkey, rare roast beef, and even a container of chopped chicken liver, 
which they both agreed should be saved for dessert because the cheese- 
cake that the studio had ordered was fattening and they’d each had three 
sandwiches and almost all the wine. 

Never in their lives had they needed food and drink so much. They ate 
in greedy, hasty silence except for moans of delight with each new sand- 
wich combination, and when they were absolutely full they rolled down 
the limo windows to get some fresh air before the second half of Traffic 
School. 

“T’m not going,” Sam Butler suddenly announced. 

“Not going where? Where are we, anyway?”’ Jazz said, oddly disori- 
ented. 

“Back. I’m not going back to that room. I can’t stand it. We don’t have 
bloody Traffic School in Australia. I’m not even an American citizen. 
What can they do to me? I’ll go home to Perth. They can’t extradite me, 
and no jury in Australia would convict me.” 

“But this morning won’t count if you don’t go back. You'll have to do 
it all over,’ Jazz objected sleepily. 

“That’s O.K., but I’m not going back now. This morning was a small 
price to pay.” 

“Pay for what?” 

“You. I’d do two weeks of Traffic School to meet you again. Three. 
Four. A fucking year of bloody Traffic School just for you, cobber.”’ 

“You could have phoned, if it meant that much.’’ Jazz giggled at his 
histrionics. 

“T was afraid you’d hang up on me. Would you have?”’ 

“Probably. What’s a cobber?”’ 

“A friend . . . a buddy.” 

‘How sweet, how very sweet,’’ she said sentimentally. ‘“‘“Sooooo sweet 
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—but I think I’ve got to go—don’t I1?—go back to school or whatever? 
Could you tell the driver?” 

“Driver, back to the school, please,’’ Sam said. 

“We've been parked in front of it for more than fifteen minutes,’’ the 
driver answered. 

‘‘NOT POSSIBLE!” Jazz screeched. She looked at her watch. She ran 
up the stairs with Sam following. The door was locked. They pounded on 
it, and the only response was Muffet’s sadistic shout. ‘‘I warned you two, 
don’t say I didn’t warn you.” 

“Oh SHIT!” Jazz almost burst into tears. 

“Tt’s all my fault.” 

“Damn right it is!” 

“T’ll make it up to you.” 

‘“‘How?” she demanded. ‘‘Just tell me one way you can make up four 
wasted hours of Traffic School!’ 

“T can’t make it up to you,”’ Sam muttered, abashed. ‘‘Not ever, not if 
I tried for the rest of my life.” 

Jazz looked at his face, set in lines of genuine and total dismay. His 
eyes were screwed up with self-reproach, every bone in his body ex- 
pressed his honest distress. 

“Cheer up,” she said, ‘I forgive you. It’s not the worst thing a man 
ever did to me.” 

“Tf it isn’t, I’d like to meet the bloody bastard who did.”’ 

“Are we a little drunk, Sam?” 

“‘Not possible on Australian white. That never gets to me. I’m no two- 
pot screamer. But it’s not a bad idea. Want to go drown our sorrows?”’ 

“In the afternoon?”’ 

“Right. Much too early. Let’s go to that old-fashioned circus. You 
know, in that tent on the beach . . . I’ve been wanting to go ever since 
they got here—fire eaters, sword swallowers, jugglers—how about it?” 

“I’m too sleepy. I need a nap.”’ 

‘Poor cobber, you’re not used to Australian wine,’’ he said. “‘I’ll take 
you home.” 

“What about my car? I can’t drive it like this, I’m a teeny-weeny bit 
smashed, I do believe.” 

“T'll have it taken care of, just give me your keys.” 

Limply, Jazz let Sam help her back in the limo. She fell asleep immedi- 
ately from the combined effects of four hours of Traffic School, a huge 
lunch, a bottle of wine and all the emotions of the morning. 
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When she woke up, on top of a strange bed, under a strange quilt, Jazz 
could tell from the darkness outside that it must be night. She lay very 
still, certain that if she tried she would be able to remember where she 
was and how she had come here. There was a small lamp on in the room, 
and she could make out a window with trees beyond it. What little she 
could see of the room looked as if it were located in the Yukon, about a 
hundred years ago. She smelled a wood fire burning and the sounds of a 
man’s footsteps quietly crossing another room. She closed her eyes again 
and tried to free-associate. Yukon, wood fire, quilt, trees, nothing. She 
ran her hands over her body. Jeans, work shirt, Girl Friday, Mel Botvin- 
ick, Pete di Constanza, Dazzle, automobiles, Traffic School. Bingo. 

Jazz threw off the quilt and realized that she felt as refreshed as if she’d 
just had the best night’s rest of her life. She padded across the dim, 
wood-paneled room and discovered a bathroom. She splashed her face 
for a long time with ice-cold water, used a new toothbrush that she found 
there, and inspected herself in the mirror. 

She couldn’t help smiling. She looked, to her critical and habitually 
appraising eye, at least eighteen. It was probably the deep sleep, the fact 
that she hadn’t put on any makeup this morning, or the anarchic disorder 
of her hair, but she recognized a girl she hadn’t seen since she'd worked 
on her first-year lighting assignments at Graphics Central. Her eyes were 
untroubled, her cheeks flamed pink, she looked like the girl she’d been 
before she met Gabe. Better yet, she felt like her. 

Her sneakers had disappeared, Jazz discovered, back in the bedroom, 
but she was still wearing her socks. She cracked open the door of the 
bedroom and stood there without making a sound, peeping through the 
slit she’d made and surveying the empty living room where a fire was 
burning low, providing the only illumination. 

Sam Butler came through a door at the far end of the room, carrying 
an armload of logs. She watched him renew the fire as quietly as possible 
and sit down patiently in front of it, obviously waiting for her to wake. 
From the way he sat, from the severe look on his face, Jazz knew that 
he’d stay there all night if need be. He’d been guarding her while she 
slept the afternoon away in this mountain retreat or wherever it was. 

‘Good evening, Sam,’’ she said sedately. 

Sam Butler started violently. He’d been somewhere else, Jazz realized, 
and her sudden words had jerked him out of a dream. 

“Jazz!” His expression changed from severity to happiness as he 
looked at her. ‘‘I was getting worried. You passed out, I couldn’t wake 
you up.” 

“I don’t usually drink a bottle of wine before lunch. Also, I don’t 
normally get kidnapped.”’ 
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“I didn’t know where you lived, or I’d have taken you home.” 

“Why didn’t you look at my driver’s license?” 

“I didn’t want to look in your handbag without your permission,’’ he 
said gravely. ‘‘It didn’t seem polite.”’ 

“That was very . . . delicate of you. Is this your place?” 

“Right. I found it a few months ago.” 

“Where are we?” : 

“Way far up in the Hollywood Hills. This place was built about eighty 
years ago. I have deer in my backyard.” 

“What time is it?”’ : 

Sam Butler looked at his watch. ‘‘It’s almost seven-thirty and it’s Satur- 
day night—I’m sure you have to be somewhere . . . you’re probably 
late already. I’ll take you home right away.” 

Jazz sat down in front of the fire. ‘‘I don’t have a date, but I’ll bet you 
do. Why don’t you just call me a cab?” 

“T was planning to stay home alone tonight, it’s been a busy week.” 
He folded his arms resolutely, a man with nothing to do but look into a 
fire and think idle thoughts. 

“Then I’ll get out of your hair,’’ Jazz offered. 

“‘No, I didn’t mean it like that. I—I could make you a drink.” 

“That you could,” Jazz said thoughtfully. 

“Or I could broil you a steak.”’ 

“You could do that too,’ she agreed. 

“T can’t put on telly. My set's broken.”’ 

“That’s fine,” she said equably. ‘“‘No telly tonight.” 

“But I could put on some music.” 

‘““Music’s fine. I’ve always liked music.”’ 

“That's about all I can do to entertain you.” 

“Can't you think of anything else?” 

‘Not at this late date. We’re not dressed to go out.”’ 

“Nothing at all? Not one single other thing?” 

“Nope . . . I don’t have any imagination,’’ he said with a flicker of 
mischief in his eyes. 

“You certainly don’t,’ Jazz said, shaking her head in commiseration. 
She crawled forward, turned around and lay back across his lap, looking 
up at him, her head resting on his folded arms, her lips tilted toward his 
chin. 

“How about a kiss, cobber?’’ She put up her arms and pulled his head 
down. ‘‘That’s what people used to do for entertainment before there 
was television.” 

“Oh, Jazz,” Sam said, resisting the pull of her arms, ‘‘I want to so 
much.”’ 
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“Then why don’t you?” 

“T want to start all over again with you. And I don’t want to go barmy 
and swarm all over you like I did the first time, and I don’t want to act 
like a bloody nitwit who thinks he’s a hotshot movie star.”’ 

“Is that what’s stopping you from kissing me?” 

“Yeah,” 

“You think too much,’’ Jazz said, and pushed herself up far enough so 
that she could plant a hasty kiss on his mouth. ‘Now I’m the official 
aggressor. You can make the next move and it won’t count against you.” 

Sam held her at arm’s length and studied her face intently in the fire- 
light. 

“That doesn’t count,” he decided, finally. “‘That was just a little quick 
peck. Where I come from, that’s the way you kiss your brother.” 

Jazz launched herself at him, wrapping herself around him, giving him 
a long, warm kiss that could never be considered sisterly. 

“No, sorry, but that just won’t do,’’ he panted. ‘‘That’s the way you 
kiss your cousin.” 

“Don’t say you didn’t ask for it,’’ Jazz warned him in a tyrannical 
whisper. So he was a game player. And good at it too. Well, so was she, if 
the game was worth the candle. She pushed Sam down on the rug and 
bent over him. He lay quietly, watchfully, questioningly looking up at 
her.as if he were taking her measure. Jazz realized, in this spell of consid- 
eration that held her motionless, that never before had she been so aware 
of the shape of her mouth. Kisses were something she was used to being 
given, not something she had ever had to take. 

As she watched Sam seeming to wait so patiently for the touch of her 
mouth, she visualized what he was seeing, she saw her own sudden birth 
of sensuousness, the ardent fullness, the promise of warmth, and she felt 
her lips parting in response to the genuinely reined-in desire she saw in 
his eyes. Jazz brought her mouth down on him like a gift, gently, ten- 
derly, with a steadily increasing pressure until she couldn’t wait any 
longer to learn his mouth with the firm tip of her tongue. She thrust it 
slightly between his lips and stopped, waiting for the answering thrust 
she expected. When it didn’t come she searched for it in an exquisitely 
invasive rush, until she had captured his tongue firmly between her teeth, 
and had abandoned herself to a long discovery of its wonderfully sensi- 
tive surface. 

Sam was kissing her back now, kissing her back powerfully, but still he 
was not advancing beyond the boundaries she established, Jazz under- 
stood in a flame of delicious, incredulous impatience. She could just go 
on kissing him like this—or she could stop, which was the silliest idea 
she’d had in a long time—or she could do whatever she wanted to do to 
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this big, beautiful, tricky creature who claimed that he wanted so badly to 
start out all over again with her. But she had to show him what she 
wanted to do, or he would restrain himself. He’d make good his threat, 
or was it a promise? A matter of national pride, no doubt. 

Jazz leisurely unbuttoned Sam’s shirt all the way to the waist and 
started to kiss her way with agonizing deliberation down the warm, 
good-smelling, good-tasting flesh of his throat and his chest. From time to 
time she stopped, as if she had decided to go no farther, testing him, and 
then, as if she were almost reluctant, she continued, until she reached his 
nipples. With a teasing lack of haste she fastened her mouth on one of the 
points and took the other gently between the first three fingers of her left 
hand, rolling her fingers around the tiny, sensitive bit of tissue that was 
almost lost in the blond hair on his chest. Instantly they both became stiff, 
and as she sucked on his right nipple, he gave a great groan, which only 
made her fasten herself on him more closely, playing with him, flicking 
hard with her tongue, withdrawing it, then attacking again, meanwhile 
never letting up the growing pressure of her rolling fingers, which she 
had moistened in her mouth. 

Jazz felt Sam’s whole long body pull together, every muscle tensed as 
he held himself resolutely still under her aggression. He didn’t permit 
himself another sound, but he couldn’t control the mad pace of his heart 
or the wild sound of his breathing. She felt her whole body trembling 
with this new experience of making a man take more pleasure, control- 
lingly, unrelentingly, than he should be able to endure without moving. 
She felt herself swelling and growing wetter, as she realized again that he 
was there for her to plunder as she willed; she grew even more pur- 
poseful as her curiosity leapt ahead of her actions and she wondered, in a 
bewilderment of anticipation, if he was ready for her, if it was difficult for 
him to contain himself, if it was hurting him to lie there so rigidly, if this 
was a game he had invented or if someone had taught it to him. 

Jazz raised her head inquiringly, but his eyes were squeezed closed. ‘‘Is 
this . . . too much?” she murmured. 

“Godno...no.. .’’ he replied in joyful, shuddering supplication. 

At least he wasn’t wearing a belt, Jazz thought, as she unzipped his 
jeans. She went still, holding her breath. He wasn’t wearing anything but 
his jeans, and the open fly revealed a penis so thick, so long, rearing so 
strongly upward from its tangle of blond hair, that she was unable to go 
any farther. 

“I... can’t... you have to,” Jazz said in awe, even as her shaking 
fingers began to undo the buttons of her work shirt and liberate her 
breasts. 
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“No .. .-you have to... I have to know you want me.” Sam’s 
voice was strangled but adamant. 

“Oh, I want you, all right,’’ Jazz muttered as she stood up, never 
taking her eyes off him, and stepped out of her jeans and her panties. 
He’d won this game already, by whatever rules there could be, but since 
he still insisted on playing, she’d give him a match to remember, she 
thought, in luscious vengefulness, and she lowered herself until her 
knees were on the rug. She opened her thighs wide apart just in back of 
his head so that her mound was placed above his mouth, but she held it 
high enough so that his tongue couldn’t possibly reach it as long as he lay 
where he was. Jazz bent forward over his body so that her hair would fall 
and touch his penis. Then she moved her head gently from side to side so 
that his straining, jerking organ was lashed softly by a million little whips. 
Her hips swayed in supple unison with her head and, once again, she had 
the feeling of knowing exactly what he was seeing above him in the 
firelight. 

Now she heard him groan again and again, but she didn’t falter in her 
teasing rhythms, nor did she approach any closer to his body. She knew 
that the revealing moisture of her parted lower lips must be clearly visi- 
ble to him in the leaping flames, but she continued her shameless, slow 
motions. She knew that he could see her whole body above him, the full, 
hanging globes of her breasts, the swollen circles of her nipples, the taut 
swell of her belly, the whiteness and softness of the insides of her thighs. 

No man could stand this forever, she thought, as she moved more 
purposefully, lowering her head so that her lips were almost on top of his 
penis, so that he could feel the warmth of her breath and die for the 
touch of her tongue, a touch that didn’t come. She was right, as Sam 
reached one long arm up and pushed her carefully down to the rug, 
turning her over and holding her down while he pulled off his jeans. He 
opened her with one hand and entered her with one steady push, for she 
was so ready for him that there was no resistance. Then he stopped and 
held steady, although the need on his face matched that on hers. Still he 
didn’t move, although he was inside her as far as he could go. For the last 
time he asked, passion now unmistakably bright in his eyes, ‘‘You’re 
sure?”’ 

“You win, you bastard! You win! Yes, I’m sure!” 

Liberated at last, steadily, strongly in command, thrusting deliberately 
and knowingly, Sam Butler gave Jazz the long, piercing climax that she 
was so instantly ready for, waiting until she was in the middle of her 
splendid, frenzied release before he allowed himself to grind into her 
body without holding back and join her own spasms to the first mighty, 
relentless strokes of his masterful orgasm. 


11 


" Kilkullen Malvern and her sister, 


Fernanda Kilkullen, temporarily Fernanda Nicolini, lived in a chronic 
condition of mutual disapproval, yet, in the manner of so many sisters, 
found each other indispensable. No other friends in their individual 
worlds could be trusted so implicitly. No other friends could be so 
counted on for sound and shrewd advice as could these two women who 
shared a common history. No other friends could understand and feel 
true sympathy for certain of their basic points of view. Mutual disap- 
proval was an insignificant price to pay for their deep complicity. 

They knew many of the same people and traveled in many of the same 
circles, although Valerie’s life had been one of a single conservative mar- 
riage and Fernanda’s one of constant upheaval and travel. More often 
than not, they made the time to end their afternoons with a quick tele- 
phone call before dressing for dinner, so that they kept informed of each 
other’s activities. 

Several months after they had returned from the Fiesta at the ranch, 
they spoke together as the New York twilight, exciting with the promis- 
ing glow of a crisp winter, deepened outside their well-lit apartments. 

“Did Mother reach you on the phone today?’’ Fernanda asked. 

“Yes, but I was out,”’ Valerie replied. 

“Lucky you. Unfortunately, I wasn’t. Poor timing on my part, so you 
owe me one.” 

“What did she have to say, besides making sure that everything’s in 
order for her visit?’’ Valerie asked. 

“How do I always manage to block out the date of her arrival?’’ Fer- 
nanda giggled. 

“How is it that I always get stuck with having her stay with me?”’ 
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“Now, Val, you know I can’t have a guest the way things are with Nick 
right now. Especially not Mother.” 

“But you must admit that it’s utterly unfair. You always have the same 
excuse, Fern. One day even you will run out of husbands, and I'll make 
you take her for keeps.’’ 

‘‘But those men gave me so much trouble,’’ Fernanda said plaintively. 

‘Fern, that just doesn’t impress me. I think you do it on purpose, to 
provoke.” 

“Oh, Val darling, I’ll send tons of caviar and flowers and champagne 
and I'll take her for lunch and dinner as much as possible but I just can’t 
face having Mother living in my guest room, the way Nick is carrying 
on.”’ 

‘‘Damn the department stores,’’. Valerie hissed. 

‘“‘And their damn sales,” Fernanda concurred. “It’s too much, four 
times a year.” 

The sisters paused, a’pause that admitted that there was nothing that 
would stop their mother from descending on them for one of the three 
or four visits to New York that she made each year. 


Lydia Stack Kilkullen had made her permanent home in the Spanish 
resort of Marbella for three decades. After her divorce and Mike Kilkul- 
len’s immediate remarriage to Sylvie Norberg, she had devoted long 
hours of calculating thought to the problem of where to establish her 
future home. She didn’t take her daughters into consideration, since she 
planned to send them to boarding school in the United States, no matter 
where she decided to live. 

London, although there would be no language problem, was totally 
out of the question. It was Philadelphia society’s favorite port of call. 
Historic friendships and close family relationships existed between Lon- 
don and Philadelphia, London was the foreign city in which a Philadel- 
phian would feel the most at home, and Liddy had determined, in the 
hours following the discovery of her utter humiliation, to get as far away 
from her native city and its gossiping citizens as possible. 

She eliminated Rome for another reason. It was the period of La Dolce 
Vita; in that noblest of cities, international moviemaking was at its height, 
and Rome was known as ‘‘Hollywood by the Tiber.” Liddy had no inten- 
tion of finding herself in the same city in which her husband’s new wife 
would reign as a queen whenever she chose to arrive there. Two Mrs. 
Kilkullens? Impossible. 

Paris presented other problems. Liddy still could speak some Foxcroft 
French, and she imagined that she could conquer the language if she 
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applied herself. She had an ear for languages, and she’d heard enough 
about Paris from her mother and her aunts to understand that without 
French she could never live there happily. It was the only key to the city. 
But Parisians, of the kind she would hope to move among, Parisians of 
the upper class, simply did not get divorced. Religion and tradition com- 
bined to make even the most unhappy marriages last forever, and she, an 
unknown American divorcée, would find herself very much the odd 
woman out. She assumed that even in Paris, given enough time, she’d 
find a few friends, but why set herself up in a position in which she would 
start out as an underdog? 

At last she decided to move to Marbella rather than to any large, 
cosmopolitan center. In 1961 it was barely a year since the Austrian 
prince, Alfonso Hohenlohe, had begun to make the little fishing village 
into an international resort, and three hundred million dollars was ear- 
marked to be quickly invested in Marbella and its surroundings. 

Marbella, the ancient home of a few fisherfolk, was a port on the Costa 
del Sol of Andalusia that had never before existed in the eyes of the 
world. Liddy cleverly understood that she would be among the first resi- 
dents, a distinction which would give her an instant, established position 
among the visitors, as well as put her on a basis of equality with the 
European aristocracy, largely Austrian, who were busily developing the 
resort. 

Just as important was the fact that in any resort, by its very nature, 
there would be no line drawn between the divorced and the married. 
Languages would be no problem, since most of the people whom Hohen- 
lohe would attract spoke English as their second or third language. And 
the stream of temporary visitors would be so full of lively, ongoing gos- 
sip that no one would bother to remember or repeat anything as essen- 
tially dull as the story of a cast-off wife who'd lived in the outback of 
Orange County and had been raised in Philadelphia’s equivalent of cold 
roast Boston. Nobody would have heard of the Kilkullens, or even of the 
Stacks, strange as that might seem. It was the perfect chance for a fresh 
start. 

Liddy found a rambling white villa, in rather poor condition, but with 
a view of the sea. She bought it in the nick of time, before the prices 
started to go up and continued to rise for decades. The villa was within a 
short stroll of the hub of all activity, the lively hive of the Marbella Club, 
which she joined instantly, for she saw that it was going to become a 
magnet for the fun-loving world. 

One of the worst deprivations of her married life had been that of 
lively company, Liddy had realized during the year she had just spent in 
Philadelphia. Even the muted, feminine hum of the Acorn Club had been 
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like Mardi Gras compared to the stillness, the remoteness of the ranch. 
Except for Deems and Nora White and the people she had come to know 
through them, she would, by choice, have had no social life at all. And of 
all the Whites’ group, only Deems had been important to her. She missed 
him terribly, she missed him every day, but she could hardly have re- 
mained linked to Mike Kilkullen just to continue her burning, ardent 
friendship with a married man she could only see in public. 

Now, in Marbella, Liddy found that lively company was what the place 
was about, the grail of both the aristocratic Europeans who followed the 
lead of Prince Alfonso and came to Marbella in increasing numbers, and 
the bands of international sybarites, beautiful and famous moneyed drift- 
ers, who asked nothing more than sun, sex, drink, dancing and a bit of 
dinner, so long as it wasn’t served a minute before ten-thirty at night, 
when the languid, possibility-filled night of Marbella officially began. 


All over the western world there are a few women like Liddy Kilkullen 
who can astutely analyze the problem of what to do with their otherwise 
unsatisfactory lives, and decide, with all the facts laid out hardheadedly 
before them, that the answer is to become a certain kind of hostess. 

Single, widowed or divorced, such women judiciously and prudently 
accept the fact that they must not lead their lives in expectation that a 
man will come to their rescue. They determine, as Liddy did, to rank 
among the famous hostesses—not an easy métier, nor one for a woman 
who is lazy, inefficient, or without connections and iron nerve. 

Within their different means, these clever women entertain with rigor- 
ous regularity; some give modest cocktail parties, some give grand din- 
ners, some can afford to invite people to country weekends; knowing that 
if the fashionable world can be lured to gather at their homes, eventually 
there must be reciprocity. 

If hostesses set themselves up to wait patiently, and never falter in the 
dependability of their entertaining, soon they will be asked here and there, 
and eventually everywhere. Liddy never had any intention of settling 
down in Marbella and staying planted there. Her villa was designed to 
become the vehicle by which she would eventually regain all the poten- 
tial worldliness she had forfeited when she married Mike Kilkullen. 

Liddy allotted herself the most insignificant bedroom and bath in her 
new home. She spent most of Mike’s settlement money on restoring the 
villa, putting in a swimming pool and doing up the three large guest 
suites she carved out of the various rooms of her large establishment, 
turning them into accommodations so well conceived that in them the 
most world-weary guests would feel pampered. 


202 


Each suite had a big, pretty bedroom, well lit for reading, with deep 
chairs, wonderful beds, and a dressing table with a comfortable bench 
and a big triple mirror. French doors opened to a private balcony that 
looked out at the ocean. Each bedside table held a large carafe of cool 
bottled water, an airtight tin of freshly baked cookies, a new box of Boules 
Quies—the French wax ear plugs that had saved many a marriage—an 
unopened box of Kleenex and another of imported chocolates. The sit- 
ting rooms were as spacious and comfortable as the bedrooms, for Liddy 
knew that no couple wanted to spend all the free time of a holiday holed 
up together in the same room; that sometimes one or another would 
want to nap or read without disturbing the other. 

The new bathrooms she had designed were conceived with every 
thought for convenience and luxury. The towels were the thickest in 
Europe, the plumbing was up to the minute, the bidets and the toilets 
each had their private cubicles. 

These suites were designed for visits of at least two weeks; the closets 
held dozens of padded hangers, the embroidered Spanish bed linen was 
more luxurious than anything that could be found in the United States, 
the pottery vases of fresh flowers were changed every other day, and the 
magazines, from many countries, were replaced every week. Liddy’s 
Spanish chef was trained to cook in an international style, and when she 
had guests, she always gave parties in their honor, asking the most im- 
pressive of the local residents and their guests: the Bismarck clan, Prince 
and Princess Alfred Auersperg, the Baron Guy de Rothschild and his 
wife, and Baron and Baroness Hubert von Pantz. 

Liddy started entertaining slowly. She had to be careful with her invita- 
tions so that she didn’t bring the infection of Philadelphia gossip to Mar- 
bella. Her first guests were Deems and Nora White. From the moment 
they arrived, she and Deems fell back into their mutual obsession with 
each other, and Nora, fascinated by Marbella, never noticed it in spite of 
the fact that Liddy was now without a mate. She asked long-unseen 
friends from Foxcroft and older, established European friends of her 
family’s. Everyone accepted her invitations, for Marbella had quickly 
become the most desirable destination of the International Set. Soon 
Liddy began to make friends among the many aristocrats, both British 
and European, who came to stay at the Marbella Club, and added them to 
her house parties. 

In a matter of only several remarkably discriminating and well-man- 
aged years, Liddy Kilkullen’s house parties during the Marbella high 
season became an institution, discussed on the society pages of newspa- 
pers, and written about in magazines. Her unfortunate divorce was over- 
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looked in Philadelphia, as her old friends wrote to her in her alluring 
exile, hoping for invitations. 

Liddy always filled all three guest suites since, in her opinion, less than 
six guests didn’t provide enough gaiety or variety. She rose hours before 
they did to go over the menus with her chef, to give orders to her 
industrious little maids, to buy the best produce at the local markets, to 
arrange the flowers, and to telephone to check on the day’s arrange- 
ments, making sure that the invitations to tennis, lunch and cocktails, on 
one of the yachts anchored in the harbor of Porto Banus, were all orga- 
nized satisfactorily. Of course, there was always the Marbella Club, the 
blessed club where everyone ended up sooner or later, but the bills there 
had an unpleasant way of adding up, and although no one ever realized 
it, Liddy had to be careful how she spent her money. 

Since visitors to Marbella had nothing to do but amuse themselves, 
entertaining was the primary occupation of every woman who had a 
house there. With the energy and attention to detail that Liddy ex- 
pended, she could have run an excellent, small Swiss hotel. Once the 
house had been done over and furnished, none of her guests would have 
guessed that she could entertain in her lavish, openhanded style merely 
on the alimony she received from Mike and the additional ten thousand 
dollars’ income she had inherited. 

In return, Liddy was invited to stay at great houses all over Europe, 
England and the Eastern Seaboard. She was as marvelously professional a 
guest as she was a hostess. Although she remained beautiful, she never 
threatened any woman’s marriage; sexual intrigue only interested her in 
the form of gossip; she quickly picked up as much Spanish, French and 
Italian as she needed to make conversation with any bore in any civilized 
country; she could be counted on to play tennis and bridge expertly and 
to charmingly animate any dinner table. 

But Lydia Henry Stack Kilkullen, in spite of the success with which she 
established herself in the whirlwind of international society, never forgot 
the period of her life when only her wits, luck, timing and hard work had 
enabled her to rise from the ashes of her divorce. 

She was owed, she would brood, when she had a moment to herself, she 
was owed. No matter how successful she was now, no matter how many 
invitations she received or issued, no one could ever repay her for those 
years of her marriage, the forever lost, wasted, joyless years of what 
should have been her glorious young womanhood. She should never 
have been forced to cater to guests, she should have been—always—the 
one who was catered to, the one about whose comfort others worried. 
Even now she had to keep careful books, to worry about the rising cost of 
living in Spain, where it had once been so cheap; even now she had to 
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think about pleasing, always pleasing, in her own house or in the houses 
of others, for she was a single woman, and a single woman must always 
please. 

There was no financial revenge, she realized bitterly, nothing she 
could do to claim what should have been hers, as the rapidly developed 
land all around the Kilkullen ranch turned to pure gold in the hands of 
builders. But through her clever tongue, her network of friends and her 
knowledge of the inside workings of her world, Liddy did manage to 
take a steady revenge for the disappointments of her life. 

If a woman she didn’t like was foolishly indiscreet and Liddy Kilkullen 
heard about it, the news found its way back to her husband, although no 
one ever knew how he had learned the truth. If a new hostess attempted 
to establish herself in Marbella, and she was someone without sources of 
power, she found herself frozen out, and never suspected what Liddy had 
said about her. If a married man preferred men and thought it was a 
secret, he was unmasked by Liddy Kilkullen if it suited her purposes, but 
no one could ever point to the source of information. She knew who 
took drugs, who drank too much, who cheated at cards, who had married 
for money and regretted it, whose sexual tastes were unsavory or crimi- 
nal, who owed too much money and to whom it was owed. 

She was like a clear, ever-flowing well in a village from which all the 
inhabitants dipped their pitchers, never knowing that the water they 
drank might make them ill. As she grew older, Liddy grew more venge- 
ful, more sophisticated, more amusing, more poisonous. 


Only one human being besides her daughters was entirely safe from 
Liddy’s evil: Deems White. He and Nora were invited to Marbella at 
least twice during the season, and soon Nora became addicted to what 
she considered her unique position as part of the Marbella set, and made 
no objection to the frequency of their visits, which cost no more than the 
price of the airline tickets. 

Nora White and Henry White, Deem’s father, had good reason to feel 
that their ambitions for Deems were prospering. Henry White was a 
leader of the Orange County Republican Party, and Nora could be 
counted on for heavy and steady contributions to anyone her father-in- 
law favored. 

Deems raised no objections to their newly formed political ambitions 
for him. It was more congenial, and more amusing, for such a charming 
man to win votes than it was to litigate. During the 1960s he had held a 
number of local offices, each one more important than the preceding one. 
Nora drew the line at his running for statewide office, for she couldn’t 
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imagine herself living in Sacramento, but Congress was altogether a dif- 
ferent matter, she realized when her father-in-law raised the possibility. 

If Deems was elected to Congress, the Whites would live in Washing- 
ton part of the year and in San Clemente for the remainder, and in both 
places, with Nora’s well-invested, ever-increasing income, they could cut 
a splendid figure. Her exposure to the pleasures of Marbella had induced 
Nora to pay more attention to her looks and her clothes, and she had 
transformed herself into a perfectly acceptable-looking woman who was, 
if nothing else, instantaneously perceived to be rich. Since she was good- 
humored and polite, people spoke well of her, as people always enjoy 
speaking of their rich friends, feeling the richer themselves. 

Deems White, in his early forties, was easily elected to Congress. He 
was a natural candidate; he spoke extremely well in public, and his grasp 
of issues was clear and sensible; he was a part of a Republican family who 
had lived in Republican Southern California for generations; and he 
charmed the voters as he charmed everyone else. The only surprise was 
that he hadn’t run for the office sooner. Nora was a happy woman, 
thrilled by the success of her ambitions for her husband and certain that 
this was only the beginning of an honorable career. 

Liddy watched over Deems’s rise in government from Marbella, now 
far closer to him than ever before. On the first visit the Whites had made 
to Marbella, right after she had finished her villa, she and Deems had 
finally found the blissful solitude they had never been able to establish in 
California. Nora never grew accustomed to the late Spanish nights that 
ended after three in the morning. Every afternoon, after the late lunch 
out by the pool or at the club, she slept deeply until it was time to dress 
for cocktails. Deems and Liddy, unlike Nora, drank nothing at lunch, and 
unlike Nora, they needed little sleep. 

During each of those afternoons, when all of Marbella was still, Deems 
would come to Liddy’s room, where she waited for him, the shutters 
drawn against the sun, her piqué bedspread removed by her maid in 
preparation for Liddy’s siesta, her embroidered silk sheets freshly 
changed each morning. A creamy ocher light shimmered in the corners 
of the room, where drops of sunlight pooled on the terra-cotta floor, but 
otherwise the room was almost as dark as night. It was never too warm in 
the cloistered room, nor was it ever too cool; lilies and jasmine perfumed 
the air. 

Liddy wore her dark hair shingled as short as a boy’s now, but she 
always changed into one of the superbly made, modestly cut, satin-and- 
lace nightgowns that she ordered in Madrid. When she let Deems in, 
after his single tap, she locked the door securely behind her. 

Wordlessly, without any explanation, they slipped into Liddy’s open 
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bed together, Deems wearing nothing but the accepted houseguest uni- 
form of swimming trunks. Usually they were utterly content just to lie 
intertwined, close, close, in the miraculous twinship of their dreams, 
Liddy’s face buried in Deems’s neck, his face touching the smoothness of 
her short hair, so intimately connected by the contact of skin on skin, 
breath on breath, sigh on sigh, that they wanted nothing more. 

When he was at home in San Clemente, Deems White was in the habit 
of leaving his office several times a week, giving one of a hundred rea- 
sonable and uncheckable excuses, and driving rapidly to San Diego. 
There, in the depths of the dark, squalid bars near the port, he would 
rapidly select and pick up a young, unknown sailor from the naval base. 
For enough money the sailor would follow him to a cheap hotel, where 
Deems would penetrate the young man in furtive, frantic, potent secrecy 
and exquisite pleasure. He would stay with the sailor as late as he dared, 
using him often and purposefully. On these frequent trips to the nearby 
port, Deems found the absolutely necessary relief for the inadmissible 
longing that he had hidden all of his life, 

Now, when he had not bent over a young and willing man in a few 
days, now when he was a houseguest at Liddy’s, now when he was lying 
in her bed, utterly safe from the world, now when he became aware of 
the muscular firmness of Liddy’s buttocks and the strength of her legs, 
sometimes he would feel his penis rise and fill as they held each other so 
chastely. Deems would wait until he was certain that he had an erection 
that would not go away. When he felt himself in the sure grip of a 
ferocious impatience, he pulled off his trunks. 

When she realized that he was naked, Liddy would turn her head 
away, never looking down. Silently, with only a touch, Deems would 
indicate to Liddy that he wanted her to turn around in the bed, so that 
her back was toward him, and pull up the hem of her nightgown so that 
she was exposed up to her waist. She moved as elegantly and deliberately 
as an athlete as she raised one of her long, smooth legs so that she was 
spread open far enough to receive his penis. Her eyes closed, her breath- 
ing scarcely quickened, she refrained from a single movement that would 
indicate that she had any other expectation of him but this silent, slow, 
sweet intrusion. Sometimes he simply remained inside her for a long, 
long, close time without thrusting at all, clasping her from behind with 
his arms. She would relax backwards into him with a sigh of pleasure, but 
she never rocked her buttocks in an insinuating way that would have 
suggested that she wanted him to do anything more. Sometimes they fell 
asleep in that position and woke later, with a feeling of mysterious joy. 

Yet on other occasions when Liddy held herself still in that undemand- 
ing position, Deems would reach down and pull up her nightgown so 
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that he could caress her between her legs, touching her body with so 
little aggression, almost absentmindedly, for such a long time and with 
such great delicacy, that she would be unable to hold back the noiseless, 
subtle, but profound climax that Mike Kilkullen had never been able to 
win from her. 

More often, as the days of his visit went on, and Deems lay there with 
his eyes closed, pressed up against her firm rear, as far inside her wet 
softness as he could go, it would happen that he imagined that she was a 
young sailor, a very young and tender sailor in whom he had engulfed 
himself more easily than most, and then he would come to plunging, 
sudden life inside her with an urgent vigor that would have astonished 
his wife. When he finally poured himself into Liddy, a smile of utter 
contentment would cross her lips, but she never claimed any matching 
satisfaction. 

No matter what took place during their siesta hours in Marbella, Liddy 
and Deems never spoke of it to each other afterwards, just as they never 
parted their lips when they kissed. Whatever it was that they had to- 
gether was perfect for each of them. Its precise nature would have been 
disturbed by words, its marvelous mystery dissipated. They had always 
understood each other. Now, every afternoon of every Marbella vaca- 
tion, year after year, they could touch each other in ways that satisfied 
them both utterly. It was enough to know that it would continue forever, 
as long as there was a room in which they could lock themselves away 
while Nora slept. 


Clothes had always been a problem for Liddy Kilkullen. The rich Euro- 
pean and American women who became her closest friends dressed with 
enormous expense and rarely had to repeat a dress. No matter if they 
spent their days in bathing suits and tennis clothes, their evenings de- 
manded elegance and lots of variety. 

Eventually, Liddy Kilkullen realized that the big sales at New York 
department stores provided her with the only way to dress almost as well 
as her friends. Since European haute couture was completely beyond her 
means, she contented herself with the best of American ready-to-wear. 
Once her daughters were married, when she stayed with them in New 
York there was the additional economy of the hotel bill. And, of course, 
it was nice to see the girls in person instead of just keeping in touch by 
phone, no matter how annoying they usually managed to be. 

Fernanda’s marriages were a disgrace, but it wasn’t her fault that she 
was so attractive that men wouldn’t leave her in peace. Valerie was stiff 
and dogmatic, but she’d never let anyone guess that she didn’t have the 
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marriage she’d expected, and that, as Liddy well knew, was a quality 
much to be admired. 

In any case, it was her clear duty to stay with them in New York, to 
keep her eyes open, listen well, test the waters around them and then tell 
them the things that children unfortunately never wanted to hear. If a 
mother couldn’t rub her daughters’ noses in a few home truths, who 
could? Who would bother? Everything she said to them was for their 
own good, and at heart she was sure they knew it and took her advice 
and warnings seriously. 

A saleswoman at Saks and another at Bergdorf’s were instructed in 
Mrs. Kilkullen’s needs and her schedule of visits. Pleased and flattered by 
her confidence, for she told them exactly where she went, whom she saw, 
how she needed to dress and, especially, exactly how much she had to 
spend, they set aside clothes for her as soon as inventory-taking began 
and last season’s garments were marked down. Often, when a dress came 
in that was clearly a buyer’s overenthusiastic mistake, a dress they knew 
would be hard to sell because it was hard to wear, too highly styled for 
the average woman, they would keep ‘an eye on it for Liddy. If it was 
snapped up by some clever woman before it was marked down, they felt 
a genuine pang. Soon they started to put those garments away in their 
private ‘‘hold’’ bins, before anyone else had a chance to buy it. Liddy 
never failed to write to her two saleswomen from Europe, on letter paper 
that bore the names of great houses, and give them the latest gossip and 
tell them how successful her clothes had been. 

They knew her size, which had remained a perfect eight for the last 
thirty years, and they knew she wouldn’t buy any dress that demanded 
great jewels to make it work. They knew that Mrs. Kilkullen no longer 
liked to expose her underarms or her elbows; they knew that her slim 
waist, her magnificent shoulders and small bosom had remained highly 
presentable, that her legs were as good as ever, and that she didn’t have 
to wear a bra in an evening dress, so that she could afford to reveal a 
smooth and well-muscled bare back. Liddy had always watched her diet, 
and she swam two hundred laps daily in her pool. Mrs. Kilkullen was a 
pleasure to work with, each of them thought in satisfaction, and neither 
of them guessed at the existence of the other. They looked forward to the 
big sales as a chance to be of service to her again. 


“After all, she is our mother,” Fern sighed finally, holding the telephone 
idly. 
‘There ought to be a statute of limitations on having given birth—it's 
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not that major an achievement. Even you managed to do it three times 
without too much confusion.”’ 

“Red Appleton, Val, that tramp Father’s been seeing—have you heard 
anything new about her lately?’’ Fernanda continued, ignoring Val’s 
words. 

“T talked to a friend in Newport Beach this morning who said she’d 
bumped into them last night at some great little Chinese place called Five 
Feet. She said they were very, very cozy,’’ Valerie replied crossly. 

“I don’t like the sound of that. Not at all. We’ve been hearing about 
them every week since the Fiesta.”’ 

“She’s half his age,’’ Valerie estimated, ‘‘and gorgeous.” 

“And there’s no question that Father’s crazy about her,” Fernanda 
ordained in a disapproving voice. ‘‘I wonder what he’s like in bed?” 

“Now that is truly disgusting,’’ Valerie said. Fernie was so predictable. 

“T couldn’t agree more, Val darling. Still, wouldn’t you like to know? 
No, you probably wouldn’t. Not an ounce of normal curiosity in your 
long, chic bones, is there? Anyway, talk to you tomorrow.” 

Valerie began to change for another ordinary dinner with Billy, ordi- 
nary Billy, handsome Billy, none-too-bright Billy Malvern, who had al- 
ways been good in bed, as Fern had managed to worm out of her years 
ago. At least she didn’t have to cope with that dreadful Nicolini person. 
She hoped Fern would get rid of him quickly. She was quite enough of an 
embarrassment all by herself, without her latest husband. 


The next day, Valerie, who had reinforced her preferred mode of impen- 
etrability by shielding her eyes with her wide-rimmed, lightly tinted tor- 
toiseshell glasses, sauntered around the site of the future Madison Ave- 
nue Settlement show house. From time to time she gave a glance at the 
list of the rooms that had been assigned and the decorators to whom they 
had been given, all based on a lottery system because of the impossibility 
of any committee making such decisions without a full-scale war. 

One year Valerie had received a tiny maid’s room, tucked away at the 
top of the house, one year a ballroom, and yet another year, the most 
difficult of all, a kitchen. She was pleased with her assignment of a child’s 
room since it was neither too small, like the maid’s room, nor too techni- 
cal, like the kitchen, nor too big, like the ballroom, which had been a 
nightmare to fill. People were so unreasonably sentimental about chil- 
dren that her second-floor bedroom would be seen by everybody. 

Since her rude but potentially useful cousin, Casey Nelson, had been 
cool to her idea of a little boy’s Western room, Valerie had decided to go 
in a totally different direction. She would design a room for twin girls of 
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ten. Ten was the ideal age at which all children should be quick-frozen. It 
avoided all the messy problems of puberty, so that the fantasy wouldn’t 
be interrupted by parents wondering what might be happening in the 
room while they were away on weekends in the country. It also bypassed 
dealing with the clichés of a small child’s room. 

Valerie moved through the chaos of the house, wearing her useful 
glasses. She had perfect eyesight, but with her glasses on she could seem 
to be inspecting something with nearsighted attention while she was actu- 
ally listening. to what people around her were saying. Not eavesdrop- 
ping, of course, but just keeping informed. It was amazing how invisible 
she could become by wearing glasses, and a blouse and skirt of flat beige, 
unrelieved by a handsome belt or interesting jewelry. 

Experience with doing a room for a show house had taught Valerie the 
value of casing the competition during the first hour, while everyone’s 
guard was down. All the other decorators were standing in their stripped 
and often unpromising rooms, most of them complaining about the loca- 
tion, the size, the number of windows, the height of the ceiling or some 
other undesirable feature they had just realized they were stuck with. 
Valerie had only given a quick look at her second-floor room, although 
her assistant, Crumpet Ives, was busy taking measurements there. While 
there was time, she wanted to cull hints about what her neighbors and 
competitors would be up to. There. was much to be gained in testing the 
waters of today’s newest “‘ins’’ and “‘outs,”’ for in the world of interiors 
these could change overnight. 

Valerie Malvern knew that she wasn’t an originator. If she occasionally 
wished that she were, it was in the abstract, the way a man might idly 
wish he were Kevin Costner, without bitterness or a spark of useless 
hope. 

Her comfort was that there had only been a few genuinely original 
talents since the days when a young American woman, Elsie de Wolfe, 
created a new profession: that of a person who takes over an entire house 
and decorates it for money. Until that day the insides of houses fell 
within the province of cabinetmakers, architects and tasteful amateurs, 
Madame de Pompadour first and greatest among them. 

Valerie was quite aware that her work was competent, so long as a 
client didn’t want the contemporary and innovative. Rare was the woman 
who had the stomach for contemporary, and even rarer was one who 
demanded innovation. 

“T tell you, John, chintz is out. O-U-T. Oh, it’s still all right in England, 
if it’s been in the house for decades and has a faded, dusty patina. Your 
great-grandmother’s chintz is still acceptable, but in New York it’s be- 
come a joke. Remember what Rebecca West said, “The chintz was singing 
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its old vulgar song’? It’s not even nouveau riche now, no matter how 
much it costs, just O-U-T.”’ 

Valerie edged closer to the two men, who were standing by a bay 
window against which a new building had just been put up, posing the 
problem of how to block out the lack of view. 

“T don’t care what you think, Nicky, this room isn’t doable without 
pattern everywhere. And that means chintz. It’s less of a yawn than toile 
de Jouy, for Pete’s sake, and people have used it for three hundred years. 
Doesn't that tell you something? It’s timeless, not in or out.” 

“Bore, bore, bore. That’s what it tells me, John. Saturation. I say we do 
this as a garden room. Outdoor furniture and trellises on the walls. We 
can bank these windows with marvelous trees—really big ones. It doesn’t 
matter that they'll die without light; they won’t croak until the show is 
over. I see it as part of the whole new feeling about ecology. Didn’t you 
read that quote of Mark Hampton’s? It’s so delicious. ‘Even people who 
feel incapable of being natural should strive for natural interiors.’ ”’ 

“What the hell do you suppose that means? Give me a break, Nicky. 
Cecil Beaton did the ultimate garden room a hundred years ago. What’s 
O-U-T are trees and green plants of all kinds. That’s what’s reached the 
point of no return. Also big bouquets of massed roses, all that Victorian 
starched white linen on tables and beds and pillows, and, need I say, the 
whole ghastly country-western look.” 

Valerie moved on. Whenever decorators started griping about coun- 
try-western they grew unreasonably nasty, since so many of them had 
installed vacation house interiors that were inspired by New Mexico just 
before the fad ended. 

She collected a number of overheard tips in the next hour, each one 
negating another. What seemed to be in, Valerie decided firmly, pushing 
her glasses back on her head and putting on the earrings she’d left in her 
purse, was utter confusion about what was in and what was out. 

New Yorkers put a monstrously unreasonable burden on having the 
perfect interior because the minute they set foot on the street they were 
confronted with the dehumanization and degradation of their city. Even 
the few steps from apartment house to limo exposed them to things they 
couldn’t allow themselves to see. The square feet of private space they 
owned or rented gave them the only refuge they had from the crumbling 
outside world, and their frantic, obsessive efforts to turn their homes into 
islands of comfort and peace had seeped down to the decorators who 
catered to them. 

Once decorators had been calm tyrants, semi-benevolent dictators for 
whose smile a client was grateful. Now the clients were so rich and so 
demanding, so aware of what other rich people had, thanks to HG and 
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Architectural Digest and World of Interiors, that members of the decorating 
community were scrambling to keep ahead of each other, in much the 
way that the residents of the Hamptons did, 

There was nothing to be learned from her colleagues, Valerie thought, 
as she confronted her own allotted space for the first time since she had 
taken a rapid glance at it earlier. It must have been a dining room at one 
point in its history, since it had two double doors on each side of the wall 
at the far side, doors which the fire laws dictated must be kept open, but 
otherwise it was a good size and shape for what she had in mind. 

‘We'll simply have to work around those doors, Crumpet,” Valerie 
said to her young assistant, whose boarding-school nickname, Muffin, had 
become so common that she’d changed it officially, with a party at Le 
Club. ‘‘But otherwise the room seems’ adequate.”’ 

“You won't say that, Mrs. M., when you hear what’s going on in the 
next room,” Crumpet said, a look of alarm crossing her unexceptional 
features, 

“What have you heard?”’ asked Valerie. That was the utter hell of show 
houses. Adjoining rooms could kill each other if there wasn’t some ele- 
ment of visual harmony between them, since you could see from one to 
another so easily. 

“It’s been assigned to Lady Georgina Rosemont, and she intends to 
turn it into a man’s playroom paradise . . . a man whose hobby is elec- 
tric trains. She’s planning tracks that will go up for seven levels across the 
back of her room, which means that our own open double doors will be 
crisscrossed by the tracks up to eight feet.’’ 

“She can’t do that,”’ Valerie snapped. ‘“The fire marshal won’t let her.”’ 

“‘He’s already been to see it. She promised to leave six feet open 
behind the tracks and he gave her permission. The trains will be running 
all day long, state-of-the-art electric trains with a whole miniature land- 
scape built around them. They’ll be a terrible distraction, don’t you 
think, Mrs. M.?”’ 

‘That's one way to put it, Crumpet.” Valerie looked for a windowsill 
on which to sit. She was weak in the knees. 

Lady Georgina Rosemont was the new and uncontested winner in the 
top New York wives’ race, taking the prize the first year she had lived in 
the city. No, not just taking the prize, but being accorded it, Valerie 
thought, faintness turning to nausea. Only twenty-nine, she was more 
beautiful than Blaine Trump, she was, richer. than Carolyne Roehm 
Kravis, and she entertained more frequently than Gayfryd Steinberg, yet 
she had been entirely spared the habitual nasty sniping in the press that 
was growing more outspoken week by week, as envious journalists 
snarled, spat and bared their teeth at the ladies with new money. 
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Lady Georgjna’s recent and worshipful husband, Jimmy Rosemont, 
who bought companies for breakfast and sold them for dinner, had given 
her a decorating business as a toy for Christmas. She operated it with the 
massive help of talented assistants lured away from the best firms in town 
by doubling their salaries. 

She was also, most unfairly, an earl’s daughter, with a family tree that 
went back to William the Conqueror, which really, truly was the final, 
utter, bitter end, because who, among all the women jockeying for posi- 
tion at the top of the ladder, could tell you their grandmothers’ maiden 
names? 

Valerie’s mind raced, trying to think of a way to somehow block out 
the noise of electric trains, but she knew that unless she turned the twins’ 
room into a nursery for quintuplets and managed to keep five live and 
identical babies penned up in a crib in the middle of the room, she was 
doomed to failure. In any case, you couldn’t have animals in a show 
house, so that rule probably applied to babies too, assuming they could 
be procured. 

“Mrs. M.,’’ Crumpet’s worried voice said, ‘‘are you all right?” 

““No, Crumpet. Would you be?” 

“We're in an unenviable position, aren’t we, Mrs. M.?” 

“Please, Crumpet, I'm thinking,” Valerie said absently, while she 
watched Mrs. Rosemont in animated conference with three assistants in 
the next room. It was a fait accompli that her man’s playroom was going to 
be the hit of the show, both from the point of view of the public and the 
publicity. The media were fascinated by Lady Georgina. It was a new 
idea for a show house, and with unlimited funds and assistance there was 
no way she could go wrong. But, to look on the bright side, if Mrs. 
Rosemont could somehow be persuaded to give up the electric trains, the 
contrast of a grown man’s fantasy and the twin girls’ ballet fantasy might, 
just possibly, complement each other, since they both had a childlike 
element, and yet were so different. 

Valerie got up and walked rapidly into the next room. 

“Lady Georgina, I’m Valerie Malvern.” Valerie extended her hand, 
smiling. 

“Well, Mrs. Malvern, how very nice. I understand we’re to be neigh- 
bors.” 

“Yes, we are. And, like all neighbors, we’re facing a tiny problem. I do 
hope we can solve it.” 

‘I hope so too.”’ Valerie studied Georgina Rosemont, her heart falling. 
This was a really secure woman. All the top New York wives were tall, 
and added the highest of heels to make them look even taller, even 
though they towered over their husbands in their bare feet. All the top 


214 


New York wives were as thin as women could get without perishing of 
hunger. All the top New York wives wore expensive, magnificently tai- 
lored designer suits in the daytime, and had a hairdresser who came to 
the house every morning to ensure that they were always. perfectly 
coiffed in case a photographer happened by. 

Georgina Rosemont was petite and wore sensible, low-heeled, highly 
polished walking shoes. She was gently and delicately rounded, from her 
rosy, smiling face to her shapely calves, and looked happily well nour- 
ished. She wore a well-cut tweed skirt, neither too long nor too short, a 
gray cashmere sweater, and no jewelry but pearls at her ears. Her auburn 
hair was parted on the side and fell simply to her shoulders in a way that 
betrayed nothing but a good brushing. If you ignored her astonishing 
beauty, so great that she used almost no makeup, she looked just like a 
sensible citizeness of . . . Philadelphia. Damn the Brits! When they did 
it right, they were superlative. ) 

“Lady Georgina—’”’ 

‘Oh, please, just Georgina. And I’ll call you Valerie, shall 12 So much 
simpler.” 

“Georgina, the electric trains—”’ 

‘““You’ve heard already? I must admit, I am totally enthralled by it. The 
idea came to me in the middle of the night, my very own brainstorm. 
When I thought of the trains, I knew immediately that it was perfection. 
Jimmy, my husband, used to have a passion for electric trains when he 
was a poor boy and his parents couldn’t afford them, but somehow I 
hadn’t thought that a grown man would adore to have the trains he 
wasn't given as a child.” 

‘It’s a marvelous idea, I do agree,”’ Valerie said hastily, ‘‘but I’m afraid 
that you'll, well, to put it bluntly, wipe out my room with the sight and 
sound of your trains.”’ 

“Oh, Valerie, surely not! As I understand it, we’re all supposed to do 
whatever fits into our spaces and just let the public be entertained by it. 
I’m sure that whatever you have in mind will stand up beautifully to the 
background of my sweet trains.’’ 

“T’m planning a room for ten-year-old twin girls, with a ballet theme,” 
Valerie said, smiling with as much conviction as the earl’s daughter. 

“You see, I knew it! Your twins would love to be ballerinas, and my 
man would love to have been an engineer. It goes awfully well. Our two 
rooms will bring out the buried child in men and women. Why, Valerie, 
it’s not a problem at all.”’ 

“But the noise—”’ 

“Think of it as background music. In fact, why don’t you have some- 
thing from Swan Lake playing in your room so that no one will notice the 
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sounds of the trains? Oh, but you're so clever, why should I be giving 
you suggestions? I know you'll find the perfect solution. I have to be on 
my way, but I'll be back tomorrow at about this time. Will I see you 
then? Yes? Splendid. Till tomorrow, then.”’ 

Valerie Malvern watched the retreating form of Lady Georgina 
Rosemont. There’ll always be an England, she thought sourly. But for 
every one of her ancestors who had refused to sign the Declaration of 
Independence, there had been at least two who'd fought in the Revolu- 
tion. That battle wasn’t over yet. It had not even been joined. 


Fernie had her uses, Valerie had conceded long ago, and helping with the 
show-house problem might be one of them. Fern’s daughter, Heidi, had 
gone through an acute attack of balletomania that had lasted almost four 
years before she grew out of it. Surely she would have some suggestions 
for the show house, or even an idea of something entirely different to do 
that would trump Georgina’s ace. Sometimes, oddly enough, scatter- 
brained Fern came up with an original idea that she, Valerie, might have 
overlooked. She telephoned her sister and asked her to meet her at the 
house the next day. 

““You have to do something with this?” Fernanda said in dismay as she 
looked around the room, seeing the walls on which paper hung in tatters, 
and the ugly, chipped radiators under the windows. 

“Don’t concentrate on the wrong thing, darling. It’s always a mess 
until we get started. I'd visualized it perfectly—very Old Vienna, two 
dear little gilt four-posters draped in great poofs of the kind of tulle they 
use for tutus, masses and masses of tulle at the windows, sheet music 
scattered on a stenciled and lacquered floor around a marvelous old harp- 
sichord—pianos are madly fashionable again, even if you don’t play, so a 
harpsichord would be even better—and wreaths of dried flowers in 
shadow-box frames on the walls—romantic and girlish and fairy tale-ish. 
But that Englishwoman, who should have stayed where she came from 
and wowed the competition in her own backyard, is going to ruin every- 
thing with her electric trains. A delicate room like mine will fade out 
entirely.” 

“What if you had huge racks made and put them in front of those 
double doors and hung all the girls’ clothes on them as if they didn’t have 
closets?” Fernanda suggested. ‘You could create a sound barrier if you 
hung school clothes, dress-up clothes and all their ballet stuff, toe shoes, 
leg warmers, costumes, just massed in.” 

“T thought of that. It’s a good idea, but not good enough.”’ 

‘Why not do the room you thought of for Casey Nelson, and add a 
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mechanical’ bucking bronco like the one in that movie with Debra 
Winger and John Travolta—remember, it was about a bar in Texas?” 

“It’s a possibility,’ Valerie said. ‘‘But I’d need two mechanical bron- 
cos, one in front of each door, and that would be painfully obvious. 
Broncos don’t make sense without people on them. No, it’s loud and 
distracting, but it doesn’t work either.” 

“‘Isn’t that Lady Georgina?’”’ Fernanda asked, nodding in the direction 
of a woman who had just walked into the next room. 

“Yes. I think that’s her husband with her.” 

“The famous Mr. Rosemont?’’ Fernanda asked thoughtfully. 

“Why famous? Just because of his corporate raiding or green-mailing 
or whatever they call it now? Surely that’s nothing at all these days, if you 
keep out of jail. He just does it better than the others.” 

“Val, you amaze me. That man is famous for his love affairs. Even you 
should know that. Apparently he’s the heir to the Aly Khan’s ability to 
keep it up for hours and hours . . . something to do with mind control. 
Eastern religion—mysticism—”’ 

“Darling, do you think you could keep your mind on my problems for 
a minute?”’ Really, Valerie thought, in the midst of this catastrophe, could 
Fernanda find nothing better to do than to meditate on the eternal sub- 
ject of her pelvic region? 

“Fernie, where are you going?” she cried in alarm, as her sister started 
resolutely in the direction of the other room, her dark green lizard cow- 
boy boots clicking on the bare floor, her blond hair tossed about defi- 
antly, her body flamboyantly encased in a burgundy suede jacket and 
tight trousers, lavishly trimmed in silver. Fernanda didn’t stop to answer. 

“*Hi,”’ she said, walking up to the Rosemonts. “I’m Valerie Malvern’s 
little sister, Fernanda. Val, poor dear, is too shy and reserved for her own 
good, which is what comes of being from Philadelphia, so she didn’t 
want to say anything about your trains, but I just know that you’d simply 
never, ever do something that wasn’t sporting, would you? Even inadver- 
tently.”’ 

Fernanda turned from one to the other, her face alight with vivid, 
urchin conviction. She was a compelling mixture of girlishness, coquet- 
tishness, worldly wisdom and rascalry. “I do love your idea, Lady Geor- 
gina, it’s so much fun, but let’s face it, a whopping monster set of trains 
next to any room, not just my poor sister’s, wouldn’t be considered quite 
—well, quite playing the game. It’s going to sound as if a street carnival 
is going on in here, all that hooting and tooting and whistling and stop- 
ping and starting and general clanging around. It would be the greatest 
thing at a private party, Lady Georgina, but I’m afraid you might find 
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that there will be a lot of carping from the other decorators—the trains 
will have an impact on every room on this floor.” 

“Oh dear,’’ Georgina Rosemont said, blushing. ‘“‘I hadn’t really 
thought of that—but perhaps you’re right. I don’t know .. .” 

“T think—it’s Fernanda Kilkullen, isn’t it?—is right, as a matter of 
fact,”’ Jimmy Rosemont said. “I thought you might be getting a little too 
ambitious, pet, but I didn’t want to spoil your fun.” 

“Well, I'll just do without the trains, then,’’ Georgina decided, looking 
plaintively at Fernanda. ‘‘Oh well, so much for brainstorms in the middle 
of the night.”’ 

“Oh, you are a perfect darling!”’ Fernanda exclaimed. ‘‘I knew you'd 
understand, once I'd explained it to you.”’ 

“Your father’s Mike Kilkullen, isn’t he?’’ Jimmy Rosemont asked. 

“Yes, he is. How’d you know?” 

““We sailed our yacht up the coast of California last summer, and when 
we passed your father’s property I asked what it was—you could see 
Portola Peak all the way out to sea for over a hundred miles. It was a 
most beautiful sight. I was amazed to learn it was part of one huge ranch 
that was still privately owned. Did you grow up there?” 

“Yes indeed.” 

“That must have been marvelous,’’ Georgina Rosemont said. 

“Oh, it was . . .” Fernanda replied automatically, as she took a rapid 
inventory of Jimmy Rosemont. His reputation as a cocksman was obvi- 
ously not going to be explained by his exterior, she thought. He must be 
at least forty-five, perhaps older, fairly short and a little too plump in 
spite of his well-tailored suit. Still, he was a most attractive man if you 
liked the devilish look. He had devilishly pointed eyebrows over devil- 
ishly lively black eyes and a devilishly lubricious mouth in a foxy, clever, 
alert face. If you were any kind of a hound, you’d chase him on sight. If 
you were any kind of a woman, you’d lie down and spread your legs. 

Valerie joined the group. 

“Val, Lady Georgina isn’t going to have the trains after all,” Fernanda 
said. ‘‘And this is Mr. Rosemont. He’s seen the ranch from the ocean, 
and knows who Father is.” 

“Should I apologize for my sister?’’ Valerie asked, hiding her relief. “I 
can’t imagine what she’s been saying to you.” 

“Nothing that didn’t need saying,’’ Georgina Rosemont replied. ‘I do 
hope IJ didn’t worry you with my mad train idea.” 

“Well . . . yes, a bit. But I’d never have said more than I did yester- 
day. I hope you’re not too disappointed.” 

“Of course not. Tell my husband what you’re planning—it’s a lovely 
idea, Jimmy.” 
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“Listen, why don’t we all go have lunch together?’’ Jimmy Rosemont 
proposed. ‘‘I’m starving, and I can only listen to decorating talk for so 
long before I get antsy. You two ladies can go at it to your heart’s con- 
tent, and I’ll talk to Fernanda about life at the ranch.” 

He shooed Valerie and his wife in front of him and stopped Fernanda 
from following them. ‘‘I understand your father has about sixty thousand 
acres,” he said, as Valerie and Lady Georgina walked toward the door. 

“Uhmm, more or less.” 

‘“‘That’s interesting.”’ 

“Fascinating,” Fernanda agreed. Jimmy Rosemont had taken her by 
the arm in such a way that he had brushed her ass with the heel of his 
hand for the briefest of instants. There was no possibility that the contact 
could have been inadvertent, but also no way in which it could have 
seemed deliberate except to someone who wanted it to be. Fernanda 
leaned her body into his side just a trifle more than was necessary, and 
looked him straight in his rakish eyes. A smile of impure temptation 
formed on her pouting lips at what she saw there. 

“‘T thought you were starving,’’ Fernanda purred, and released his arm 
slowly. “Shall we join the ladies?’’ she suggested. 

“May I call you for lunch someday? I'd love to hear more about grow- 
ing up on the ranch.” 

‘What a good idea,’’ Fernanda agreed, and hurried after her sister, her 
boots clicking a tattoo of savage anticipation on the uncarpeted floors. 
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azz leaned back in her favorite chair at the 
ranch, a worn leather armchair that had somehow escaped being re-cov- 
ered in seventy-five years, and surveyed the three people gathered 
around the great fireplace in the living room, where one of the first fires 
of the California winter blazed. 

There was her father, looking fifteen years younger than he had at the 
Fiesta only a few months earlier. Maybe it was because his new tweed 
sport jacket of subtle shades of dark gray, in an inadvertent trick of 
contrast, caused his thick white hair, cut in an even shorter crewcut than 
usual, to look almost blond. Maybe it was because the winter rains had 
started heavily, with much more rain predicted, so that Mike could begin 
to relax about the eternal water problem; maybe it was the notoriously 
flattering firelight; maybe it was just that he was glad to see his darling 
daughter safely back from the Land of the Rising Sun; maybe—and there 
was always that possibility—maybe he was feeling the benefits of passing 
over certain daily responsibilities that he had hoped for when he made 
Casey Nelson Cow Boss. Whatever it was, Jazz decided, it was real, not 
just something in the flickering orange light, and she found herself puz- 
zled, for her father looked not just younger but, in some subtle way, 
different. 

Jazz hadn’t seen Mike Kilkullen in weeks. She had returned four days 
ago from a trip to Japan, where she had shot three separate portrait and 
life-style stories for Connoisseur, Vogue and Sports Illustrated. All three com- 
missions had come in simultaneously, right after Traffic School, for inter- 
est in the new Japan was growing steadily as it established its economic 
presence in the United States. 

Vogue had assigned her to photograph the ten most beautiful women in 
Japan in their: own homes; Connoisseur had wanted portraits of the out- 
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standing figures in Japanese literature and art, and Sports Illustrated had 
needed action pictures and informal portraits of the Japanese baseball, 
golf and swimming champions. 

Jazz had taken along both of her assistants, and left Sis Levy to coordi- 
nate everything from Dazzle. It had been an exhausting, fascinating trip, 
and she’d spent every night since her return at home in Santa Monica, 
trying to arrive at the other side of a massive case of jet lag. 

Sam Butler had telephoned her almost every day while she was gone, 
and he’d met her at the airport and whisked her home. For one glorious 
hour of fervid reunion, Jazz thought that Sam had invented the quick 
cure for jet lag, but the next day she’d been totally wiped out, and since 
then she had functioned in a semi-fog, doing nothing more than shoot 
two fashion spreads for Barney’s new Beverly Hills store, before she 
went back to her apartment, falling asleep before dinner, waking up at 
three in the morning and staying up, unable to fall asleep again until it 
was time to go back to Dazzle. She’d booked herself out yesterday, a 
Friday, and arrived at the ranch in the late afternoon, falling asleep imme- 
diately after dinner with her father last night. When she woke up at noon 
today, she felt rested for the first time since her return. 

Earlier this evening, Red Appleton and Casey Nelson had joined Jazz 
and Mike Kilkullen for dinner at the El Adobe in San Juan Capistrano, a 
landmark that had been built of adobe bricks in 1778, by far the best 
restaurant in town and Mike’s favorite. Jazz had been so hungry, after a 
reviving afternoon galloping around the ranch, that she had barely paid 
attention to the conversation of her three companions while she de- 
voured the great Mexican food in the restaurant that was uniquely agree- 
able on a wet night. 

Richard O’Neill III owned the El Adobe as a hobby. His historic 
ranch, the Mission Viejo, was almost as large as the Kilkullen Ranch. 
Once the O’Neill family and their cousins, the Baumgartners, had owned 
the Santa Margarita y las Flores, a vast possession of some 230,000 acres, 
but the Marine Corps had taken over more than half of it at the begin- 
ning of World War II, turned it into Camp Pendleton, and never given it 
back as it had first promised to do. Richard O'Neill, like Mike Kilkullen, 
belonged to an old family, woven into the fabric of the land, a family that 
had also married Land Grant aristocrats. They had developed some of 
their land for residential and commercial use, but they had retained the 
largest part of it as natural ranchland on which they continued, like Mike 
Kilkullen, to raise cattle. 

Now, in the firelight, Jazz observed that Red Appleton looked subtly 
different from the way she had looked at the Fiesta. Although she knew 
that her father and Red had been seeing a lot of each other, somehow 
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Red, like Casey, hadn’t been around on Jazz’s weekends at the ranch 
during the early fall. Meanwhile, Red had let her hair grow so that, 
instead of a severe boy’s cut, it now curled whimsically in casual bright 
wisps around her face. For another thing, Jazz noted, she’d gained 
weight. For Red to gain weight had to mean something important. 

During Red’s years as a great model, she’d always been as under- 
weight as the métier demanded, a good fifteen to twenty pounds too little 
for her height, judged by any reasonable calculation. Even after she be- 
came a fashion editor, during the period when Jazz had first known her, 
Red had fanatically maintained her model’s figure, so brainwashed by the 
discipline of years that she was convinced that if she dared to relax for a 
single decent lunch or, heaven preserve her, an honest dinner, she’d 
wake up the next day with a body fit to float overhead among the bal- 
loons of the Macy’s Parade on Thanksgiving Day. At the Fiesta, Jazz had 
noticed that Red was even more willowy than ever—approaching 
scrawny—as if her fast-track married life had not permitted any time to 
eat. 

But tonight, at the El Adobe, she’d kept pace with the rest of them 
instead of pushing food around on her plate, and although she was wear- 
ing black slacks with an easy cut, and a dolman-sleeved black silk blouse, 
garments which conceal the shape as much as anything can, Jazz’s eye 
could spot the fact that Red, like a girl of fourteen, had sprouted new, 
unmistakable and very becoming breasts. She even had a nicely rounded 
bottom where once she had only had bones. 

Was Red letting herself go at last, Jazz wondered, after the discipline of 
over twenty years? It must be the relief of getting rid of her husband. Or 
perhaps it was the influence of the good life on Lido Island, that pure 
platinum spit of land off Newport Beach, where almost every one of the 
four- or five-million-dollar houses on the bay side had its own yacht 
landing; Lido Island, where the outboard-motor-powered ‘‘cocktail 
boats’’ rocked gently next to the yachts, and were used far more often as 
their owners visited each other each evening, their little boats gaily 
strung with multi-colored lanterns and stocked with what were perhaps 
the last cocktail shakers in California. 

Yes, Red had changed, mysteriously changed, in ways that weren't 
limited to her hair or her weight. An expression of . . . contentment 

. Of was it peacefulness , . . had replaced the permanent look of 
underlying tension Jazz had always seen on the face of her old pal, her 
old buddy, her dear old Red, who had given her such a lot of work when 
she was just starting out after Phoebe started to rep her. 

Yes, Red looked different and her father looked different. Why not 
admit it, Jazz asked herself suddenly. Why not admit that they looked 
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different because of each other? Why was she looking for explanations 
beyond the obvious? On the night when she’d been ambushed with a 
speeding ticket, on that dismal night when Gabe had had the nerve to 
show up at her apartment and talk her into letting him move into the 
studio, on that altogether curious night when the LAPD had lobotomized 
her, she’d been unable to reach either of them on the phone, but she 
certainly hadn't begrudged either of them a little friendly meal together. 

But it was one thing to know, as she did now, that they saw each other 
—you certainly couldn’t say that they ‘‘dated,’’ because they were far, far 
too old to date—on some sort of regular basis, and it was quite another | 
actually to see them together. Quite another thing to see them touching | 
each other’s shoulders or arms or hands or knees, as if to emphasize a 
point in conversation—but with far more frequency than could be con- 
sidered within the range of normal behavior, unless you happened to be 
a member of the Yiddish Art Theatre; quite another thing to see them 
catch each other's eye and smile privately or, worse yet, not even smile, 
just exchange a wordless glance for a little too long; quite another thing 
to catch a tone in her father’s voice when he talked to Red that she, his 
very own daughter, couldn’t remember hearing before in her whole life; 
quite another thing to watch Red sneak a look at Mike Kilkullen when he 
wasn't looking at her, and quite another thing to watch her father mooning 
at Red when he thought he was unobserved. 

Just what the fuck is going on here, Jazz asked herself, getting up from 
her chair and wandering around the room. Can’t they behave like grown- 
ups, for God’s sake, if not in front of me, then at least in front of Casey? 
Have they no shame? What on earth can make people lose all sense of 
human decency and carry on like teeny-boppers at their advanced ages? 
Haven't they any idea of how ridiculous they look? No wonder Red 
hadn’t been around when she'd visited the ranch these last few months— 
if they didn’t have the self-restraint to keep their hands off each other, 
they probably were so ashamed that they didn’t want her to see them 
together. God almighty, you’d think that they had invented sex, or what- 
ever it was they still did at their ages. She expected more dignity from 
her father, more class from Red, more maturity, at a very minimum from 
them both. He was sixty-five, for Christ’s sake, and she had to be forty- 
one. Didn’t anybody ever become an adult? 

Casey put another log on the fire without being asked, looking relaxed 
and altogether too much at home, Jazz thought wrathfully. He certainly 
had changed since the night of the Fiesta. Now that he was wearing the 
most thoroughly broken-in boots she’d ever seen, a flannel shirt that had 
faded until she couldn’t make out its original plaid, and clean but ancient 
jeans. Yet his clothes suited him. He looked like a Cow Boss. Everything 
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about him was of a piece now, and he moved with unconscious ease and 
the same easy grace with which he had danced with her on the night of 
the Fiesta. Casey might be a city boy and a clever investor, Jazz admitted 
to herself, but horses and cattle were clearly his game too. 

These three people, lounging in front of the fire, were the most bor- 
ing, bovine bunch she’d ever spent time with, Jazz decided, her peregri- 
nations around the living room bringing her to a stop in front of the fire. 
The backlighting brought out a nimbus of crisp, bright hairs around her 
head, and her golden eyes shot topaz sparks. She treated them all to a 
determined smile. 

“Wouldn't it be wonderful,” Jazz said, “‘if there were sixteen different 
types of men and women, instead of the hideous boredom we’re con- 
demned to with just two? As an example, let’s say that you, Casey, hap- 
pened to be born a Type Nine. You'd go to a cocktail party and you’d get 
into conversation with a girl and pretty soon you'd exchange numbers. 
She’d say that unfortunately she was a Type Five or a Fourteen—clearly 
out of the question for you—but that her friend over there was a Type 
Eight or a Seven or a Ten or an Eleven, or even—jackpot!—just like you, 
a Nine. Now you'd have the whole range of types from Seven to Eleven 
to pick from—five different types of girls with wonderfully different and 
amusing ... attachments . . . diversions . . . surprises . . . varia- 
tions . . . but each one just enough a/ike so that with a little goodwill 
and minor adjustments, everybody could manage to get it on. Maybe, if 
you were particularly broadminded and athletic, a Nine, like Casey, 
could establish imaginative and rewarding consensual sexual relation- 
ships with a range of types all the way from a Six up to a Twelve. At least 
he could give it a shot. I can’t imagine why the Almighty stuck mankind 
with so little choice. He did a hell of a lot better with Chinese menus.” 

“Hmmm,” Red murmured. 

“Brilliant,’’ Casey observed. ‘“Tallulah Bankhead used to say that she’d 
had men and she’d had women and there had to be something better—I 
think you've just figured it out.” 

‘‘Jazz,”’ Mike Kilkullen said, ‘‘the way I look at it, two is just perfect. 
The Almighty couldn’t have done better if He’d tried. In fact, I believe 
He did try, and two was His best shot. Come on, Red, I'll take you 
home. You look sleepy.” 

“Good night, Red, night Dad, I'll see you in the morning,” Jazz said. 

“Don’t count on it, honey. But I’ll try to be back before—well, I may 
not make it for lunch—but definitely before you have to leave for L.A.” 

“Right. Well, I'll see you when I see you.”’ 

Red and Mike both kissed Jazz quickly, waved at Casey, and left in 
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unceremonious haste. There was an instant of total silence in the living 
room of the Hacienda Valencia. 

‘‘A Nine, huh? Is that what you’d think I’d be?” Casey asked. 

“Oh, shut the fuck up!”’ 

“Would you be a Nine too?” 

“Stop trying to change the conversation!” 

“What conversation?” 

“You know what I mean.”’ 

“Oddly enough, I do.” 

“You couldn’t possibly. You haven’t got a clue, Casey Nelson.” 

He walked over to the music room and sat down at the concert grand 
that had been Jazz’s great-great-grandmother’s pride and joy, and lazily 
played a few elegant chords that quickly resolved themselves into 
“Smoke Gets in Your Eyes.’’ Casey sang quietly, in a rusty but true 
baritone. 


“They asked me how I knew 
My true love was true, 

I of course replied, 
Something here inside, 
Cannot be denied . . .” 


“Did you hear me?”’ Jazz said furiously, rushing to the music room, “‘I 
said to shut the fuck up, not to do a piss-poor Bobby Short impersona- 
tion.” 

“Just sending a message,"’ Casey said, continuing to play. “Since West- 
ern Union stopped delivering and I can’t fax you because you don’t have 
a fax except at Dazzle.” 

“Casey,” Jazz said in bewilderment, sitting down on the piano bench 
next to him. “‘You've been here for months while my father’s been carry- 
ing on with Red. Tell me what’s happening.”’ 

“T just did.’’ He stopped playing and turned to look at her. 

“True love? Red and my father? You can’t mean that!” 

“That’s the way it looks to me.” 

“How would you know? What makes you an expert? It’s just a fling. 
Look at how they behaved—they’re so . . . so blatant! Why don’t they 
take out an ad, for Pete's sake. ‘Hello world! Guess who just redis- 
covered their long-lost hormones?’ It makes me want to throw up.” 

“Listen, Jazz,’” Casey said gently, ‘‘let’s imagine that you're truly in 
love. Are you in love, by the way?” 

“Certainly not,” Jazz said indignantly. She definitely wasn’t what she’d 
call in love with Sam Butler. She wouldn’t let herself be in love with the 
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love object of tens of millions of women, no way—absolutely not. Only 
civilians fell in love with actors. 

“Well, let’s try to imagine that you’re crazily in love with . . . oh, just 
about anybody . . . for the sake of argurnent, let’s say that you've fallen 
for me, since I’m the nearest able-bodied male in the neighborhood. 
Now you’re convinced, by your foolish heart, that I’m the best-looking 
man in the world, brilliantly intelligent, incredibly sensitive, sexy beyond 
sexy, a Fred Astaire on the dance floor and... .” 

“Well, you do dance very well, I'd have to agree with that,”’ Jazz said 
grudgingly. 

“Try to extrapolate, Jazz. I put it to you that you also believe every- 
thing else I just mentioned. All for love, and the world well lost—that 
bit. Naturally you couldn’t help showing how you feel.”’ 

“Just where is this improbable scenario going?’’ Jazz was suspicious of 
every word Casey said. It was probably no more than an elaborate pass. 

““Would the way you felt about me be a reason for you to love your 
father any less?” 

“Of course not,” Jazz said calmly. ‘‘In your heavy-handed way—your 
habitually heavy-handed way, I might add—you’re suggesting that I’m 
afraid that my father might love me less because he’s got the hots for 
Red. You're missing the point—it’s the juvenile way he’s acting that 
shocks me, My father, the Mike Kilkullen I’ve always known, would 
never, ever have been so obvious about the fact that he was staying at her 
house tonight. He just about drew a picture, for God’s sake!”’ 

“Were you ever madly in love?”’ 

‘““Maybe ... . maybe when I was a kid, years and years ago. Every- 
one’s been in love once, for heaven’s sake,’’ Jazz sputtered. ‘“What does 
that have to.do with it?”’ 

“Did you behave as if you were in love in front of your father? Did he 
ever notice it?” 

“IT suppose he must have been aware of it.’’ Jazz suddenly remembered 
her father, in a white fury, showing Gabe the photograph she had taken 
of her mother when she was eight, when she and Gabe had come down 
to inform him that they were taking off for Nicaragua together. 

“But didn’t you still: love your father just as much as you ever had? 
One love didn’t cancel out the other, did it?”’ 

“Not... exactly . . .”’ Jazz said thoughtfully, ruefully. ‘‘Not really, 
not ever, nothing could.”’ 

“IT rest my case.”’ 

Jazz burst into tears, wailing inconsolably, her fists beating on the top 
of the piano. Transfixed and astonished, Casey put his arms around her 
and she huddled into his chest, contorted by deep waves of sobs that had 
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in them a mysteriously mournful violence he couldn’t understand. He 
stroked her hair as if she were a little girl, holding tightly to this grown- 
up woman who had so quickly become a miserable bundle of childlike 
grief. Casey made the kind of little understanding noises that he hadn’t 
known he was capable of, and patted her patiently and comfortingly. 
Eventually her tempest of misery began to die down to individual sobs 
and sniffs. He didn’t dare ask any questions. He seemed to have done 
enough harm already. 

“IT was a total shit. . . total, total,” Jazz gulped. “It was almost as if 
Dad didn’t exist . . . he was lucky if I telephoned to tell him I was still 
alive . . . for more than two whole years! I can’t believe the way I 
treated him . . . oh, Casey, whatever he does, he’ll never do that to me, 
will he?” 

‘Jazz, baby, come on, make some sense. Your father isn’t an innocent 
eighteen-year-old girl in love for the first time in. . .” 

“How did you know bow old I was? How did you know it was the first time? 
How did you know I was innocent?” 

MARES Peres aes GRO fice! 

Jazz rose accusingly from the piano bench and stood furiously, arms 
akimbo, looking at Casey. 

“Haven't the two of you great, big, strong, silent goatherds got any- 
thing better to do than sit around discussing the old details of something 
that happened to me years and years ago? Which you don’t have any 
right to know about at all because it’s none of your damn business and he 
should have known it! Damn it all to hell, now I’m really pissed off!”’ 

“Oh damn.” Casey closed his eyes and beat himself over the head with 
his closed fist. ‘Damn it! You don’t understand at all. It just—well, it just 


happened to come up one night . . . you know how people get to talk- 
ing very frankly about themselves and their families when they start to 
get to be really good friends . . . and sometimes they say something 


they shouldn’t have said, in passing, by accident, Jazz, only once, honestly 
—we never talked about you and Gabe again. I swear it.”’ 

“Gabe. You even know that,” she raged. 

“Is Gabe some kind of sacred name? Cool down, Jazz, please. I beg 
you. Now listen to me. One night when your dad was talking about your 
mother, he told me how you’d consoled him, kept him company, just 
about kept him from going mad after her death, even though you were 
only a little girl yourself—and then he happened to say something abcut 
this guy Gabe who came into your life. He said that you grew up all at 
once in an awful rush, and for a couple of years he was worried sick 
about you, terrified that you’d always be rushing around from one riot or 
war to another, but there wasn’t anything he could do about it, he 
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couldn’t stop you any more than he could stop your mother from going 
away and doing what she had to do.”’ 
“Dad talked about my mother?” Jazz asked in great wonder. ‘‘He 


never even used to mention my mother . ... we never... we just 
never could... ,”” 
“Well . . . he has.”’ 


“T don’t understand it. How could he talk about her to you, to some- 
one he hardly knows, when he’s not even been able to say her name for 
years and years to me?”’ Jazz voice was lost. 

“He doesn’t say a whole lot, and not often, either, but sometimes he 
will mention something, something she did or said that was special. My 
own guess is that it’s because of Red. It doesn’t have anything to do with 
me. Now that your father’s able to love someone else, he can bear to talk 
about your mother.” 

‘Twenty-one years,”’ Jazz said falteringly. ‘‘He spent twenty-one years 
with only a daughter to love.”’ 

“Yeah, but a real interesting one.” 

“But I’m a selfish bitch!” 

“No.” 

“It was vile of me to be jealous of my father and Red. I’ve been think- 
ing such rotten, unfair things about them. I’ve been behaving like the 
worst kind of dog in the manger.” 

“No: 

“Why not?” 

“*Because.”’ 

““Grow up, Casey, ‘because’ is not a satisfactory answer.” 

Casey Nelson stepped forward and put his arms around Jazz again. He 
picked her up and carried her over to the sofa and sat down with her in 
his lap, still holding her so tightly that she couldn’t wriggle or even 
squeak. Then he started to kiss her tear-stained face and lips and he didn’t 
stop until he felt that he had thoroughly made her understand what 
“‘because’’ meant to him. 

“Wow,” Jazz whispered. 

“There’s only one thing wrong with you,’’ he said, and kissed her for 
another five minutes. 

“What is it?’’ Jazz asked when she could breathe. 

“You talk too much.”’ 

Jazz studied his face. She had decided on the night of the Fiesta that 
this lion cub of a man looked obstinate and generous, and she hadn't 
changed her mind. But at close range there was far more to be observed 
on his blunt features. He had a reckless mouth capable of the most ar- 
dent, full-hearted, brimming kisses, kisses of a power that she would 
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never have guessed at. His freckled white skin was so much more... . 
intriguing . . . than skin without freckles. It made you want to... 
touch it? Maybe. See how far down the freckles went? Possibly. But it 
was the furrows of intensity on his forehead that made the tips of her 
fingers itch. Those furrows were as irresistible in a man as dimples or a 
cleft chin—particularly since a dimple or a cleft chin had clearly specific 
limits, and furrows suggest a thousand possibilities for caresses. Of 
course, he looked like nothing much compared to Sam, but what man 
did? Just a little touch wouldn’t hurt. Would it? 

“Tagg?” 

“Hmmm?” 

“I’m coming up to L.A. next Wednesday to see my accountants. Could 
we have dinner together?”’ 

“You mean like a date?”’ Jazz said, in the ingenuous manner that was as 
close as she came to a mating call. 

“Exactly like a date.” 

‘““Wouldn’t that be sort of weird?” she asked in an irreproachably naive 
complaint. ‘‘You live right here, you’re the Cow Boss, you’re a member 
of the family—I’m going to be coming back next weekend anyway, and I 
think the Lakers are playing the Supersonics Wednesday. Isn't it a little 
artificial to go out on a date?” 

“T don’t want to wait until next weekend to see you again,”’ Casey said, 
as deliberately obtuse as she. 

He rubbed her level eyebrows the wrong way with one finger, and she 
shivered in delight. Jazz tightened her arms around Casey’s neck and 
kissed him with all the imperative witchcraft at her command. 

Casey Nelson stood up abruptly, holding her steady by the elbows so 
that she wouldn’t fall. 

“Are you going somewhere?” Jazz asked in a little, larky voice of 
exemplary virtue and ingenuous wonder. 

“To take a cold shower.”’ 

“Why?” 

“Because I’m not going to try to seduce you under your father’s roof 
while he’s away.” 

“What on earth makes you think that you could possibly seduce me?” 
Her voice was offhandedly wanton, dangerously gentle. She wasn’t all 
that easy to seduce, Jazz thought, not under any roof. Not at all. Just let 
him try and he’d find out how impossible it was. 

“Good night, Jazz. Sleep well.”’ 
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“Well, Mel, what do you think? Is Gabe humping Phoebe or not?” Pete 
di Constanza asked, as the two men met outside the entrance to Dazzle. 

“You'd have to be pretty desperate . . .” 

“Or pretty horny .. .”’ Pete agreed. 

“Or generous,’’ Mel suggested kindly. 

“Or ambitious—yeah, ambitious,”’ Pete said suspiciously. 

“Maybe he likes very bony ladies.’’ Mel shook his head disapprov- 
ingly. 

“*Nah, it’s not the bony part that turns me off about Phoebe, I could 
live with bony, and Phoebe’s not bad looking when you think about it. 
It’s her attitude,’’ Pete di Constanza insisted. ‘I mean how can you begin 
to imagine doing it with Phoebe, she’d be telling you where to put it and 
how you were doing it wrong, and how you could do it better, and how 
long you had before she was going to lose interest, and how much she 
was going to take off your fee unless you got it right . . . you know.” 

“T can’t possibly consider it, Pete, not in such lurid detail—God, man, 
you re perverted—but face the facts. He’s getting more than twice—maybe 
three times—as much of Phoebe’s attention as we are, or Jazz for that 
matter, and we’re the moneymakers around here. Gabe still hasn’t done 
any major shoots—he’s been away too long to have really caught on yet.”’ 

“She suddenly doesn’t have the time to make phone calls for me— 
she’s always on the phone about Gabe.”’ 

“She hasn’t bid out some important shoots for me, she’s too busy 
getting Gabe off the ground. I almost lost the Campbell’s Soup account 
last week,’’ Mel agreed. 

‘And they have lunch together three times a week,”’ Pete said. ‘““Not 
take-out either, but Market Street. I’ll bet she pays.” 

‘‘He’s gotta be humping her,’’ Mel decided. Lunch was conclusive. 

“What a price to pay,’’ Pete observed with gloom. 

‘““We’re the ones who’re paying the price, Pete. For Gabe it may come 
under the heading of animal gratification.” 

‘Food photographers!”’ Pete snorted. ‘‘You all think you’re the philos- 
opher kings of the world of commercial photography.” 

‘You asked me what I thought. No need to insult me.” 

‘Sorry about that. Just me being macho again. Occupational problem, 
comes from always working with heavy metal.”’ Pete gave Mel a fraternal 
hug and the two men parted ways, content in their old friendship. 


‘“‘Gabe,”’ Phoebe said, pausing as she unhooked her bra, ‘‘have you ever 
covered a housewarming?” 
“Come on, Phoebe, I asked you to rep me, not pimp for me. Come on, 
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get naked. A broad of your wide experience should know that this isn’t a 
time to talk business.” 

“I will in just a minute, I promise, on my honor, sweetie pie, but first, 
about this housewarming, it’s going to be a very special occasion and 
they’re only going to allow one photographer.” 

“So who’s having a housewarming?’’ Gabe asked without interest. 

“T can’t tell you yet, lover, but it will be major news.” 


“News? A housewarming? I don’t even do weddings. Cutting the | 
cake, flower girls, throwing the bouquet. Spare me, kiddo. It’s not my | 


style. And don’t call me ‘lover. 
‘“‘How do you know so much about weddings?”’ Phoebe uslted suspi- 
ciously. 

“T went to Monaco once to play blackjack, got trapped into Princess 
Caroline’s first attempt. What a bummer. Never again. Get me a good 
funeral, I’ll say yes, but if you don’t stop trying to talk me into a party, 
I’m gonna lose interest in this other little matter we came here for.”’ 

“One last word, Gabe. Money.” 

*“Money?” 

“The most you could get for covering any party in the world. Your 
shots would be everywhere from People to the front page of the New York 
Times, with tremendous international syndication guaranteed.” 

“So I'll do it. Now lie down.” 

Phoebe complied rapidly. Gabe had just made half her day, now he’d 
finish the job. Make haste while the sun shines. Gather ye rosebuds while 
ye may. Waste not, want not. Gabe was every bit as good in bed as rumor 
had always had it. No. Better. Much, much better. 


Lydia Kilkullen and her two daughters settled into a banquette at La Céte 
Basque and glanced quickly and without the slightest interest at the 
menu. No matter what differences of opinion the three women might 
find on each occasion they met, they were in perfect accord on one thing: 
lunch was a meal of maximum lack of interest. The need to fuel the body 
during the day was the only excuse for the existence of lunch—that and 
gossip. Anyone so misguided as to eat lunch for pleasure clearly didn’t 
understand the first thing about upkeep. 

For form’s sake, Fernanda, who was paying for this lunch, consulted 
her mother and sister. Quickly they made their decisions. 

“We're all having the same thing,’’ Fernanda told the headwaiter. 
“First, cold asparagus without any dressing, and then the filet of Dover 
sole, off the bone, dry, no salt, with extra lemon on the side.”’ 

“White wine, madame?” the headwaiter asked. 


251 


“A large bottle of Evian, please.”’ 

‘Yes, madame.’’ He had lost any illusions a long time ago. At least 
these ladies understood that it was proper form to order bottled water. 
Some clients, tourists perhaps, just drank the stuff from the tap. 

“It’s a treat to be with both of my daughters again,” Liddy said. ‘‘You 
both look marvelous.” 

“You're the best looking of the three of us,” Fernanda said sincerely. 
She only hoped that when she reached her mother’s age she’d be as chic 
as Liddy, since nothing else but staying in style would mean anything in 
that hideous, faraway, unimaginable future. 

“Thank you, Fernanda, but after the frightful morning I’ve spent, I’m 
amazed that I haven’t torn my hair out.” 

‘Bad luck at Bergdorf’s?’’ Valerie asked sympathetically. 

“There were some good enough things, but I can’t believe how expen- 
sive they are. What on earth has happened to prices? Even on sale, at 
close to half-price, there’s almost nothing I can afford—there wasn’t a 
single simple daytime dress for under seven hundred dollars, no long 
dress I would care to be seen in for less than twelve hundred.” 

“I’m sure tomorrow Miss Kelly at Saks will have a better assortment 
for you,”’ Valerie said hastily. “‘Everyone says that Bergdorf’s has become 
the priciest store in town.” 

“‘Let’s hope so,’’ Liddy said, trying not to sound as discouraged as she 
felt. After one of her maiden great-aunts had died, her fixed income of 
thirty-five thousand dollars a year had grown to almost sixty thousand. 
Her parents lived on, as healthy as ever, controlling what little remained 
of the Stack estate. Her family had always had far more history than 
money, and even when they died, she couldn’t expect much. However, 
prices had continued to rise steeply in Europe as the value of the dollar 
steadily lessened, so that now Liddy could no longer live in Marbella in 
anything approaching the style she had established when she first went 
there thirty years ago. 

She hadn’t so much as changed a slipcover or bought new towels in ten 
years; she hadn’t been able to give the pool or the guest bathrooms the 
major overhaul they needed; she had reduced her staff so that now she 
ran her villa with only the help of one maid, one gardener, and a cook. 
Liddy spent more and more time every day filling in for the servants she 
no longer had. She had reduced the number of house parties she gave 
each year, although, of course, they were the last economy she could 
make, for without them, where would she be? Indeed, who would she be? 
Incredulously, Lydia Henry Stack Kilkullen began to feel as if she were 
the proprietor of a small business who saw herself being steadily but 
surely forced into bankruptcy. 
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Worst of all, Marbella was no longer the drawing card it had been for 
so long. She traced it to the evil day when Prince Alfonso had sold much 
of his ownership in the Marbella Club to a fabulously rich Saudi Arabian, 
Al-Midani, who, to the universal dismay of the residents, had allowed so 
much development to take place that the town was now disfigured by tall 
apartment buildings and shopping centers. Almost all of Liddy’s friends 
had abandoned their homes on the coast and moved inland to the hills 
behind the Cadiz road, building mansions worthy of Beverly Hills in new 
residential developments. 

The town of Marbella itself was still full of people, but they weren’t 
the right people anymore, Liddy thought acidly. The new visitors were 
unspeakably awful. They made the invasion of rock stars and backgam- 
mon professionals of the seventies look as brilliant as the truly golden, 
glorious sixties. Her friends continued to come to her house parties, but 
the day would soon come when an invitation to her villa would no longer 
bear any cachet. 

In fact, that day had come already, if she were to allow herself to face 
the truth. It was only habit that made her friends return each year. What 
did they say to each other at night, in their guest suites? Had they noticed 
all the signs of deterioration that she knew were there, or did her still- 
meticulous hospitality outweigh the fact that the Marbella Club was no 
longer glamorous, the fact that although the Archduchess von Hapsburg, 
the Bismarcks and the Rothschilds were still coming to Marbella, their 
main topic of conversation was how much it had changed for the worse? 

“I’m counting on Miss Kelly,” Liddy said, as lightly as possible. ‘‘I 
won't begin to really worry unless Saks lets me down too. Now, Fer- 
nanda, what’s new in your life? Exactly what is going on with you and 
that husband of yours?” 

“Nothing much,” Fernanda said with false calm. It certainly hadn’t 
taken old Mum long to get down to the most unpleasant subject she 
could have raised. 

‘From what I hear, I have every reason to be concerned about you.”’ 

“No, really not, Mother. Val, do tell Mother all about the show house 
and the great electric train victory.”’ 

“Valerie told me the whole story last night at dinner,’ Liddy said. ‘‘I 
think you did well to speak up, Fernanda. Lady Georgina sounds like a 
most agreeable person. And her husband seems a sensible man, in spite 
of all the things one hears about him.” 

““‘He knew it was absolutely wrong even before she did,’’ Valerie. re- 
marked. ‘‘We’ll go over to the show house after lunch, shall we? The 
Rosemonts have turned out to be charming, both of them.” 

‘Actually,’’ Fernanda said, delighted that the conversation had turned 
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away from her troubles with her husband to the Rosemonts, “‘I bumped 
into Jimmy Rosemont the other day on Madison Avenue and we had a 
quick drink together.”’ 

“Did you indeed?” Valerie said with quick curiosity. ‘‘A quick drink?” 
How come this was the very first she’d heard about this meeting, she 
wondered. Fernanda had never been known for afternoon drinking, nor, 
she imagined, would a man as busy making billions as Jimmy Rosemont 
be strolling idly around the streets of Manhattan looking for people to 
pop into bars with. But even Fernanda couldn’t have . . . yes, Fernanda 
not only could have, she bad, Valerie realized, looking at the fugitive 
expression that was crossing her sister’s face. My God, was there nothing 
she stopped at? Didn’t she realized what a ghastly idea it was to mess with 
Georgina’s husband? If it got out—and how could it not?—the whole 
city would be talking about it. Her damned sister was in heat every day 
of the year. And just when she and Georgina were getting on so well, 
too. 

“When was that, Fernie?’’ Valerie probed casually. 

“Oh, last week, I don’t remember exactly. But he did say something I 
meant to discuss with both of you when Mother got here. He wants me 
to introduce him to Father.”’ 

“Why?” Valerie asked sharply, her fury at Fernanda’s sexual activities 
forgotten for the moment. 

““What else did he say?” Liddy asked intently. 

“‘He said he had a business proposition that he’d like to put before 
Father, and that he thought it was always better to meet a man through a 
member of his family or a mutual friend.” 

“What did you tell him?’’ Valerie demanded. 

“T said . . . I said that Father wasn’t the easiest man to meet when it 
was a question of business, but I’d do what I could. Actually, I was 
stalling to see what you thought.” 

She could hardly tell them that she’d already promised to introduce 
Jimmy Rosemont to her father, Fernanda thought. Their lunch, in the 
small, luxurious apartment she knew he kept for just such secret meet- 
ings, had been a disappointment sexually, but curiously enough she felt 
most kindly toward him. No man had ever showered her with such intel- 
ligent and detailed praise for the specific beauties of her body. More 
important of all, no man had made her feel so young in a long time. 
There was a great deal to be said for older men. 

It wasn’t Jimmy’s fault that he’d been so excited from the moment they 
started to make love that he couldn’t hide it. It wasn’t his fault that she’d 
noticed the state he was in—who could miss it?—it wasn’t his fault that 
she’d been overcome by that familiar disappearance of her desire when 
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she realized that even if his endurance was as prodigious as it was reputed 
to be, he was basically just like all other men. All Jimmy Rosemont really 
wanted to do was put it in her and get his own satisfaction, and no 
amount of his elaborate foreplay could disguise that brute aim. 

She’d been convinced that if she didn’t fake an orgasm, he’d keep her 
in bed all afternoon, trying one thing after another to pry it out of her. 
He certainly got the prize for persistence. And she deserved one too, 
Fernanda thought, for the sheer artistry of the orgasm she’d produced. 
He, the legendary cocksman, hadn’t been able to tell it from the real 
thing any more than any other man ever had, and she’d managed it with 
elegant dispatch, as soon as she realized that he’d never give up on her 
although she had been turned cold by his robust, athletic eagerness. 

They'd parted in mutual good humor. He’d been delighted by her 
performance and she’d been pleased with his astute and discerning com- 
pliments. She’d told him that she couldn’t meet him again because she 
liked Georgina so much that her conscience would bother her. A nice 
touch, that, Fernanda thought. It got her off the hook of having to go 
through another such experience, and it kept his self-esteem intact, al- 
ways important with any man. If he wanted to meet her father, why not? 
That introduction, she knew for certain, wasn’t why he'd asked her for 
lunch. 

“Did he say anything about buying land?”’ Valerie asked. 

““No Valerie, a cow,”’ Liddy said witheringly. ‘‘Of course he wants to 
buy land. Everyone has wanted the same thing for twenty-five years, and 
the answer has always been the same. Your father won’t sell.”’ 

“T wonder,’’ Fernanda said slowly, as if she were thinking out loud, “‘if 
Father marries Red Appleton, won't things change? Maybe he'll be ready 
to sell—won’t he want to have more time to enjoy life? After all, Red’s 
loaded, everybody knows that. It wouldn’t be fair for him to ask her to 
give up her way of life and live on the ranch—and at the same time, how 
would it look if he lived on her money?”’ 

Liddy choked on her Evian. ‘‘Marry!’’ she hissed when she’d regained 
her breath. ‘‘You talk about it as if it were a minor thing! What have the 
two of you not been telling me? How far has this business gone?” 

‘‘Fernie’s talking off the top of her head, Mother,”’ Valerie said hastily. 
“They've just been seen a lot together.’ 

“Over a period of months and months, Val, and suspiciously often,”’ 
Fernanda objected. She didn’t like to hear her speculations dismissed so 
quickly. 

‘‘Neither of you has the slightest common sense,” Liddy said angrily. 
“If there’s any chance that your father might remarry, don’t you realize 
what it would mean to the two of you? This Red person is only forty-one. 
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What's to prevent her from having a baby or two, for pity’s sake? And 
how do you know that the ranch wouldn’t be left to any male child she 
might have? That’s been the Kilkullen tradition since they came here out 
of the bogs and began to act like the British aristocracy.” 

“You don’t really think that Father would cut us out of his will?’ 
Valerie said incredulously. 

“Why not?” Liddy said, trying to rein in her impatience with these 
criminally ignorant, naive children. ‘If he had a son, he’d be perfectly 
capable of leaving you and your children some worthless souvenirs and 
keeping the ranch in one piece, in trust for his son. He thinks both of you 
have quite enough money—which you do—and he’s already paid for 
your expensive educations, thanks to me.” 

Valerie and Fernanda sat in stunned silence. With all their chat about 
the Red Appleton developments, neither of them had thought the matter 
all the way through to its logical possible conclusion. They were too 
accustomed to thinking of themselves as the inevitable Land Grant heir- 
esses to imagine a Land Grant heir ever being born and taking their 
place. This was the modern world. Such things simply didn’t happen. But 
they knew Mike Kilkullen and they knew he didn’t live in the modern 
world. 

“Naturally, you two haven't planned any counteraction,” Liddy said 
scathingly. 

‘““What can we do, Mother? We can hardly go to California and break 
up his little romance,’’ Valerie managed to say. 

“Both of you should be busy planning to spend Christmas at the ranch, 
you and every single one of your children. Fernanda, your Jeremiah is 
nineteen and Matthew is seventeen. Your Heidi and Valerie’s three girls 
are all adorable. With six grandchildren, two of them young men, swarm- 
ing all over him, your father won’t have much time to see this Red 
creature, and he most certainly will realize that he has heirs already.”’ 

‘My kids are planning to go skiing,’ Fernanda wailed. 

“My girls have sub-deb parties all during the Christmas holidays, 
Mother,” Valerie said. 

‘‘Absurd! None of that matters. They must be at the ranch. And in 
good spirits about it. No whining,’’ Liddy snapped. 

‘Mother, it was one thing when you sent us to the ranch every time 
you possibly could—we understood why—but our children weren't born 
there, they don’t know much about you and Father, we haven't brought 
them up the way you brought us up—how could we explain it to them?” 
Valerie asked. 

“I don’t know and I don’t care, but you’ve got to do it! If your father 
marries again, you'll have to share his estate with his wife even if he 
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doesn’t have any children. And then there’s always Jazz, Jazz who practi- 
cally lives there! A man can make a will any way he chooses. What if he 
leaves you practically nothing? What if Jazz and his new wife get the 
ranch and you get the cash in his account at the bank, the way I did? /’m 
talking about billions of dollars. Don’t you two nitwits have the sense to 
understand that?” 

Valerie and Fernanda exchanged a quick glance of terror. Ever since 
they could remember, their mother had drilled into them the fact that she 
had sacrificed her marriage to enable them to get the education and the 
advantages that good Eastern boarding schools and friendships with nice 
girls from nice families would mean. They knew that they owed her their 
escape from growing up as a pair of Orange County country mice. It had 
always been understood that when they did become heiresses, they 
would provide Liddy with a handsome percentage of their inheritance in 
return for all she had done. Both Valerie and Fernanda had never ques- 
tioned this future arrangement, nor did they now, but they realized that 
their mother’s panic was not just for them but for her own future as well. 

Panic was not an emotion they had ever heard before in Liddy Kilkul- 
len’s voice, but as they heard it now, it infected them instantly. The three 
women sat silently, staring at the tablecloth as the waiter removed their 
half-eaten fish. Fernanda and Valerie were both frantically trying to de- 
cide how they could change their children’s Christmas plans and force 
them to accept the trip to the ranch. 

Liddy’s mind was speeding far ahead. Deems White was now in his 
second term as Governor of California. He and Nora still came to Mar- 
bella when he was able to get away, even if it was only for a week at a 
time. The intense quality of their marvelous affinity had never dimin- 
ished. The infrequency of their meetings only made them more impor- 
tant, more filled with meaning. Liddy never changed the severe, shingled 
haircut that Deems loved. Her body, fanatically exercised, remained as 
firm and muscular as ever, for she never wanted to change from the 
woman Deems had met one night in San Clemente and adored instantly. 

Now, in the publicity that his office attracted, Deems White dared not 
find an outlet for his homosexuality. Liddy’s room, with its shadowed, 
mellow afternoon light, its heavy scent of flowers, was the only place in 
the world where, in fantasy, he could become again the carefree young 
man he had been when he first entered her bed. When he came to her 
room every afternoon, he never left until both of them were satisfied. 
Although Liddy never guessed it, she had become his sailor. 

Nora White, Liddy thought, had taken advantage of her position as 
First Lady of California, to give herself airs and graces that Liddy had 
been careful never to discourage, for Nora was a loyal friend. The 
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Whites maintained a home in San Clemente, where they spent almost as 
much time as they did in Sacramento, and Nora, who had bloomed in 
sophistication as a politician’s wife, knew all the gossip of California soci- 
ety. She would have every access to people who knew all about Red 
Appleton. Perhaps she had some information about Red, information 
that could be used against her. Liddy resolved to telephone Nora as soon 
as she returned from lunch. How could she have failed to do it sooner? 

The waiter briefly considered asking if any of the three ladies were 
ready to order coffee—obviously they would never order dessert—and 
thought better of it. Perhaps in a minute or so, but not now, not while 
they were sitting there without speaking, as if they were angry with each 
other. They were very different, he thought idly, the beautiful young one 
with the long blond hair, the other one with her hair pulled back, the big 
nose and not enough chin, and the older one with a kind of unsmiling 
hardness in her face that you didn’t often see when ladies lunched, yet 
there was also something alike about them. Something in their expres- 
sions, perhaps? 
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Pp: fly too low,” Jimmy Rosemont | 


instructed the pilot of the small helicopter he had rented at John Wayne | 
Airport. ‘“This thing makes too much damn noise as it is.” In his hand he — 
held a fold-out Thomas Guide map of Los Angeles, Orange and San | 
Diego counties that he’d carefully marked the night before, in his suite at | 
| 
| 


the Ritz-Carlton Hotel facing the ocean in Laguna Niguel. It was a fairly 
small map that covered a great deal of territory, so that only the crude 
outlines of the country below were indicated, but it served his purposes. 
He had already flown over the partly developed areas where the Irvines 
had once ranched, land now owned by Donald Bren. 

Now there was a man he admired, Jimmy Rosemont mused, there was 
his kind of guy, worth zip thirty-two years ago, many billions now. The 
color photo of Bren in the Forbes annual issue of the richest people in 
America, in the small section devoted to multibillionaires, showed him 
wearing a rancher’s cotton shirt, faded jeans and a conqueror’s thin 
smile, standing in the sunlight amid orange trees, looking every inch the 
former champion skier and marine he had been before he borrowed 
$100,000 to build his first home way back in 1958. By 1977, when he 
had become an extremely successful builder, Bren and four partners 
bought the Irvine ranch for a laughable $337 million. When the partners 
hadn’t been able to get along, Bren had bought them out for $518 
million in 1983. 

Only seven years ago, Jimmy Rosemont thought, his rascal’s eyes 
dreamy, Bren had been able to buy one-sixth of Orange County for that 
incredibly low sum. How could his partners so have lacked vision? 
Hadn’t any of the other four hardheaded rich men with whom Bren had 
co-financed the purchase been able to see that they were making the 
sucker deal of a lifetime when they sold the land back to him? So what if 
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they didn’t get along? For the kind of money they each lost by selling out 
to Bren, they could afford a little ego conflict, for Christ’s sake. But Bren 
had been the only Westerner in the bunch, probably the only one who 
realized the potential of the land he was acquiring. Al Taubman of 
Bloomfield Hills, Michigan, one of Bren’s former partners, made $150 
million on selling his share of the Irvine ranch back to Bren, a lousy $150 
million for losing control of land that must be worth ten times that now, 
and would be worth twenty times that in a few years. 

Jimmy Rosemont snorted in disdain and then forgot his fellow billion- 
aire, Al Taubman, as he leaned forward to look at the Kilkullen Ranch, 
which lay just ahead, below the tiny helicopter that had wraparound 
windows and a floor that was largely transparent, so that anyone flying in 
it had an exceptionally wide view. 

“Head out over the water first,”’ he told the pilot, and the helicopter 
swooped out to sea, turned and followed the coastline of the ranch. 
Jimmy Rosemont held his breath as the vision of the virgin coastline 
unfolded under his eyes. He knew he was looking at twenty miles of 
empty beach on a typically California winter day, brilliant with sun and 
blue sky, but if he had been introduced into Ali Baba’s cave, and all the 
barrels of the riches of the Orient had been spread open before him, he 
would not have been nearly as excited. 

The inhabitants of the South of France would long ago have seen their 

tourists depart and now would be settling in for a rainy, increasingly 
uncertain winter; Provence would be empty except for farmers for the 
next months of mistral and cold; Florida would be in the grip of possible 
hurricanes and certain humidity, but here, during the winter, would rule 
the best weather of the entire western world. And there, just below, was 
the perfect natural harbor he had heard about, the wide, horseshoe- 
shaped curve which the Pacific waves had scooped out over the millen- 
nia. It must be at least a mile and a half across. 

Like the rest of the beach, the harbor was deserted except for a tiny 
structure that he knew must be the Kilkullen boathouse, located in an 
inlet at the most protected part of the harbor. On both sides of the 
harbor, the wide strand of the gray-brown sandy beach spread in a long, 
undulating line, the waves beating against the shore. Here and there, 
well out to sea, were outcroppings of great rocks against which the 
ocean, now at high tide, flung up wild horses of white spray. And there 
was Valencia Point, just as it had been described to him, reaching out into 
the waves like a finger pointing westward. 

‘Make another pass and then go in and fly right over the beach,’’ he 
ordered. ‘‘But stay high.” In the next ten minutes he saw that the beach- 
front property of the Kilkullen land was broad and unblemished, backed 
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by high bluffs behind which some two miles of flat, treeless land was 
planted in a crop he couldn’t identify. 

Rosemont instructed the pilot to fly inland, over the rich green low- 
land acres that were planted in many different crops, dotted at wide 
intervals by the farmhouses of the men who worked the land. Then they 
flew yet farther inland, over the heart of the ranch, the miles and miles of 
rolling, rising pastures and deep, shaded arroyos, where only herds of 
cattle and the occasional man on horseback could be spotted, where the 
trees were fewer and most of the thousands of acres were given over to 
pasture. Narrow dirt roads, windmills, fences and five reservoirs were 
the only marks to be seen on the majesty of the uplands. 

“Do you want me to circle all the way around Portola Peak?” the pilot 
asked. 

“Don’t bother, I can see it easily from here,’’ Rosemont replied. The 
peak itself was the least interesting part of the fan-shaped ranch from his 
point of view. Above the treeline it was rocky and steep, the most diffi- 
cult part of the land to develop. On the other hand, Rosemont realized as 
the helicopter rose and gave him a better view, if the peak was carved out 
properly, the views from the lower and even the middle parts of the 
mountain would be so magnificent that they would more than repay the 
huge expense of the infrastructure. The peak could be as valuable as the 
beachfront. In some ways more valuable. 

““Go back to the airport,’”’ he told the pilot. Infrastructure, Rosemont 
thought, who the hell had invented that awful word? It was so unneces- 
sarily intimidating. The infrastructure of any piece of land was much 
simpler to understand than the complexity of any human hand. 

Roads, water supply, sewers, telephone lines, gas lines, electricity, and 
there you had it. Every homeowner presided over a piece of infrastruc- 
ture, although he never thought of it that way. If you had vision and 
weren't afraid of the word infrastructure, if you were a Jimmy Rosemont 
or a Donald Bren, you were as much at home with infrastructure as you 
were with yourself—maybe more so—because without it you couldn't 
put up anything more complicated than a tree house. 

Jimmy Rosemont stepped down from the helicopter and walked across 
the circle of the heliport into the waiting limousine that would take him 
to his meeting with Mike Kilkullen. He was early, he thought as he 
looked at his watch. Time for a cup of coffee before he met with the man 
over whose property he had just flown. It was more valuable than he had 
ever expected, he thought with certainty, far more valuable than even his 
partners had suspected. And these partners, a consortium of the richest 
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bankers of the Hong Kong Chinese community, were the smartest men, 
in his opinion, with whom he’d ever done business. 


Mike Kilkullen walked out of the front door of the hacienda when the 
limousine drove up. He always received guests, no matter how un- 
wanted, at the entrance to the Hacienda Valencia, but his daughters Fer- 
nanda and Valerie had made such a point of their friendship for the 
Rosemonts, when they telephoned him last week, that he wanted to be 
particularly gracious for their sake. Normally he would never have 
agreed to a business meeting in the middle of a working day on the 
ranch. 

The two men shook hands, taking each other’s measure. Neither liked 
what he saw. Kilkullen looked too much the lord of the manor for a man 
who had never done anything with his life but raise steak on the hoof, 
Rosemont thought, too imposing, too damn tall, in his gray flannels, his 
open-necked blue oxford shirt and his gray tweed jacket, for someone 
who never traveled, whose farmer’s life was limited to a daily round that 
didn’t include the only excitement worth having, the power to make 
things happen in the great world. And he hadn’t expected the absolute 
grandeur of the approach to the hacienda, the giant avenue of trees, the 
perception that the hacienda was surrounded by acres of old, well-tended 
gardens, the size of the hacienda itself. 

Mike didn’t like men who couldn’t drive their own cars, no matter 
how rich. He didn’t like men who wore dark gray, pin-striped, three- 
piece suits during the day. He didn’t like men with darting eyes and 
smiles that they must practice before the mirror every morning to make 
sure that none of the charm had worn off overnight. He didn’t mind fat 
men or thin men, but he didn’t like plumpish men who thought they 
could conceal a slight paunch under the excellence of their tailoring. He 
particularly didn’t like men who came to him on “business’’ through 
members of his family and made appointments at an hour that guaranteed 
that he’d have to invite them to lunch or seem inhospitable. 

“I’m delighted to meet you, Mr. Kilkullen. It’s most kind of you to 
make the time for me.” 

“No at all, Mr. Rosemont. Come on in. I think it’s about time for a 
drink before lunch.”’ 

Mike led Jimmy Rosemont quickly through the long living room of the 
hacienda and out to the broad veranda supported by beams that were 
covered with winter-blooming jasmine. They settled down in comfort- 
able old chairs in front of a table on which an array of bottles, glasses and 
an ice bucket had been set. 
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“What can I give you?”’ Mike asked. 

Rosemont never drank at lunch, but he decided sat even though there 
were bottles of Perrier on the table, he didn’t want to ask for it with a 
man who must be a two-fisted drinker. ‘‘Scotch, please, no ice.” 

Mike poured from a bottle of Glenfiddich, gave himself a Perrier on 
the rocks, with a half a lime, and the two men raised their glasses in a 
silent toast. 

Rosemont’s eyes darted around the patio. He hadn’t dared to fly over 
the hacienda itself for fear of being spotted, but he was fascinated by the 
view from the veranda: the wide fountain surrounded by pots overflow- 
ing with purple vinca, pink geraniums and huge blue and white pansies, 
the paths of formal cypress that led in many directions, indicating the 
existence of a number of separate gardens, each one hidden from the 
others. 

“What a marvelous place you have here, Mr. Kilkullen.” 

“It’s my pride and joy, Mr. Rosemont.’ 

“There’s nothing like a garden, is there? My wife’s English, and she 
lives for her days digging in the dirt at our country house. Georgina told 
me that you have a famous rose garden.” 

“Thank you. It’s trouble, but worth it. Now what was it that you 
wanted to talk to me about, Mr. Rosemont?’’ Mike asked, trying to cut 
through the horticultural bullshit as quickly as possible. 

“Your future, Mr. Kilkullen.” 

“Selling life insurance, Mr. Rosemont?” 

“Not exactly. Mr. Kilkullen, you’ve been a very astute man all of your 
life, you don’t need any insurance.”’ 

““How so?”’ 

“All around you, up and down the coast, people whose families settled 
here in the late 1800s, and even in the 1900s, have been selling their 
land and getting rich, while you've been sitting tight on your land, living 
in comfort and not parting with an acre.” 

“Living in comfort.’ Is that the way you see cattle ranching?” 

‘As I understand it, in the cattle business, if you own your land free 
and clear, and if you haven't borrowed against your stock, you’re doing 
fine. Let’s say you run four thousand head of cattle—that’s about right, 
isn’t it, Mr. Kilkullen?—and ninety percent.of them calve every year. 
That's thirty-six hundred calves. In a good year, by the time they’re ready 
to go to market, they'll weigh four hundred and fifty pounds a head and 
you'll sell them for five hundred dollars a head. It costs you four hundred 
and fifty dollars to raise each one, so you make a net profit of fifty dollars 
per calf, or two hundred thousand dollars a year.”’ 

““That’s in a good year,’ Mike said softly, furious that this stranger was 
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in possession of accurate facts that he couldn’t possibly have found out 
without the assistance of an expert. Rosemont was putting his hand in his 
pocket and counting his money. 

“Even in a bad year you still have your steady income from your 
tenant farmers, your flower growers, your strawberry growers, your cit- 
rus growers. And you’ve been smart enough to stay out of the horse- 
breeding business, which eats up profits like nothing else.” 

‘Now that you've explained my own business to me, why don’t you 
explain your business to me?”’ 

‘I’m a man who helps other men to maximize their assets. Obviously I 
do it for profit, but I make people rich, Mr. Kilkullen. Incredibly rich, 
totally independent of anything that can happen to them in life except 
death. Taxes aren’t a problem, if you’re rich enough. As we sit here, you 
could become, with a single decision, one of the richest men in the entire 
world because you’ve been smart enough to hang on to your land, in- 
stead of selling too soon.”’ 

“‘Some people don’t call me smart, just stubborn,’’ Mike said lazily. 

“No doubt. But I’m sure you’re a man of reason as well. Look around 
at your neighbors, your old friends, the families you've grown up with. 
Take the Segerstroms, for instance. They were lima bean farmers until 
the end of World War II. Now the family’s worth well over half a billion 
dollars in real estate and shopping malls, Have you ever visited South 
Coast Plaza, Mr. Kilkullen?”’ 

“As a matter of fact, I have. Henry invited me to the opening of the 
Noguchi sculpture garden there—I particularly liked the rock formation 
Noguchi called The Spirit of the Lima Bean—a long-awaited tribute to an 
underrated vegetable, wouldn’t you say, Mr. Rosemont?”’ 

“Magnificent, splendid. But I’m just as impressed by what the Seger- 
stroms have been able to do for Orange County. They’re the spirit be- 
hind the opening of the Performing Arts Center, they gave the land and 
six million in cash—the Center has been internationally acclaimed, and it 
will mean immortality for the Segerstrom name. They couldn't have done 
that if they’d been content to stick to growing lima beans.” 

“You won't get an argument from me on that.” 

‘Take the Irvines as another example. When they gave the land for 
UC Irvine, before they sold, they created a great university where noth- 
ing had stood before. Today, as you must know, Mr. Kilkullen, UC 
Irvine attracts some of the greatest scholars in the world, to say nothing 
of one hell of a football team. Even though they no longer own the land, 
the Irvines too have achieved immortality.” 

‘“‘Are you trying to make me rich, Mr. Rosemont, or immortal?’ Mike 
asked, opening another bottle of Perrier. 
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“Rich, Mr. Kilkullen. Very rich. Immortality is something many rich | 
men seek when they have all they can spend and as much as they want to | 
give their heirs. Immortality is an option.”” Jimmy Rosemont shrugged _ 
eloquently. 

“I’m here to point out,” he continued, ‘‘that you have in your immedi- 
ate grasp every possibility that any man could ever dream of. There 
would be nothing on earth you couldn’t do with your life. You could 
become a great collector, you could sail your own yacht around the 
world, you could establish your own charities, you could do what Bren 
does and become the largest contributor to the Republican Party in Cali- 


fornia, you could buy a football franchise—the whole wide world is there | 


for you, Mr. Kilkullen .. . 
‘And all I have to do is sell you my ranch.”’ 
“Precisely.” 


“Why would I want to do that now, when I’ve refused to do it over | 


and over again for the last thirty years?’’ Mike asked mildly. 


‘‘Because you can’t live forever, Mr. Kilkullen. I’m old enough myself | 
not to feel uncomfortable saying that to you. In twenty-five years you'll | 


be ninety, and if you’re still here—and I heartily hope you will be—you 
can’t deny that you'll have lived your life. Will it be the same routine life 
you've known, day in and day out, for as long as you can remember, or 
will it be a life full of rich memories of the amazing potential that is open 
to you right now, while you’re in the best of health and have many of 
your best years to look forward to?” 

“You make a sound case, Mr. Rosemont. You’re a most persuasive 
man, and you’re not afraid to mention the unmentionable. No one who 
has ever tried to buy me out has mentioned death before. Taxes, yes, but 
not death. Tell me, purely out of curiosity, where would I live if I did 
decide to sell the ranch? As you point out, I’m sixty-five, and naturally 
I’m deeply attached to this family home. There’s no other place in the 
world where I'd rather live—and die, for that matter.” 

“That wouldn’t be a problem. You'd decide on the limits of your 
private property, and it would be excluded from the sale. You could live 
right here, and never notice any change around you. With these gardens 
and trees protecting you, there’s complete privacy.” 

“Just a little noise, I suppose? Construction work and so on?” 

“Well, naturally, there would have to be that. But if you kept out, oh, 
let’s say a hundred acres for yourself, enough for a huge spread, you 
wouldn't notice anything much, if at all.” 

“And my cattle business?” 

“You'd no longer be a cattle rancher in Southern California. But you 
could buy another ranch, Mr. Kilkullen, there are ranches for sale all 
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over, ranches that could use men of your experience to run them prop- 
erly.” t 

“Montana, Texas, places like that?” 

“Exactly!” 

“Inland ranches. No seacoast, no mountains.” 

“True, but the country is magnificent.” 

“Like in the Marlboro ads?” 

“Even better, greener, and it goes on forever, not like here.”’ 

“Why don’t you buy one of those ranches, Rosemont?” 

“‘An amusing idea, Mr. Kilkullen, but we’re both busy men. I’m inter- 
ested in your ranch because it has possibilities that I can’t find inland. 
Obviously I want to develop your land for residential use.” 

“Rows of identical houses, Rosemont, without even a backyard for the 
kids to play in? Maximum land use?’’ Mike’s voice was still lazy. 

“Nothing like that,” Jimmy Rosemont said hastily. ‘‘I’m interested 
only in fine properties. It’s ten percent more expensive to build an expen- 
sive home than to build a moderately expensive home, but the profit is 
vastly different.” 

“I’m aware of that. You have the same infrastructure expenses either 
way, but the trimmings are where you make your dough. The marble 
baths, the granite countertops in the kitchens, the two-story entrance 
halls, the family media room, the ma-and-pa baths, and all that relatively 
cheap icing on the cake.”’ 

“T didn’t know you followed real estate, Mr. Kilkullen.”’ 

“T don’t. My Cow Boss put me in the picture.” 

“Well, then, you realize that it would be unprofitable for me to use the 
land for low- or even moderate-income use. The Kilkullen Ranch would 
always be the ultimate residential property in Orange County . . . if 
you sold it to me.” 

“I’m not going to sell, Rosemont. Not to you, not to anyone, not one 
acre or ten thousand. This ranch is the only place between L.A. and San 
Diego that has remained as nature made it. Everything else is new and it 
is shit.’’ Mike Kilkullen rose to his feet. 

“The only option I want for the rest of my life, Rosemont, however 
long I live, is to keep riding my range, to keep breeding my cows, to run 
my roundup every year, to be able to gallop along my beach at sunset, to 
repair my fences, to worry about rain, to sail my boat from my own 
boathouse, to doctor my cows, and, at the end of the day, to sit in front of 
my own fire in my family’s place and know that all around me lies the 
land that my great-grandfather bought from my great-great-grandfather, 
and that I’ve preserved for my children.”’ 

‘I’m sorry to hear that,’’ Jimmy Rosemont said, rising in turn. ‘‘I don’t 
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think I’ll take up any more of your time, Mr. Kilkullen. I’ll skip lunch, if — 
you don’t mind—that way I'll get back to New York and still be in time | 
for dinner.” | 
“Certainly not, Rosemont. I understand. Let me walk you to your car. | 
And don’t forget to give my love to Fernanda and Valerie when you see | 
them.” | 
“Without fail.”’ | 
“Oh yes, one more thing—that was your helicopter I noticed inspect- _ 
ing my ranch this morning, wasn’t it?” 
‘Ah, that . . . yes, as a matter of fact, it was.” 
“T imagined so. Well, have a safe trip back, Rosemont. I hope you | 
enjoyed the view.” 


Casey Nelson had insisted on taking her to Spago for dinner, Jazz | 
thought, as she began to get dressed, in spite of the fact that she knew he | 
wouldn’t get a good table there. Only regular customers, almost always | 
customers who were in show business, could expect a decent table in the 
famous, trend-setting restaurant that gained and gained in popularity as 
each hot new place in L.A. opened and closed to make way for another. 

Wolfgang Puck’s first restaurant, Spago was the “21” of California, the 
one absolute establishment place, the place you had to go to in order to 
retain your membership in the hierarchy of L.A. glamour. It was not 
meant for the new Cow Boss of the Kilkullen Ranch, even if his father 
did own a mess of tugboats in New York. 

She had been tempted to call Bernard, the maitre d’hétel, or pretty, 
dark-haired Jannis who worked with him, and tell them that she was 
Casey’s guest. That would have ensured a well-placed table, but Jazz had 
decided that since Casey had been so pigheaded about the restaurant, she 
wouldn’t make things easier for him. Let him be aware, when they were 
led all the way back to the far right end of the front room, instead of to 
the left near the bar, or even worse, back to one of the rooms she’d never 
set foot in except for a private party, of his presumption. Any man who 
dumped her out of his lap deserved severe humiliation. 

She felt pretty, Jazz decided, oh so pretty, with Sam Butler panting 
after her and Casey Nelson so smitten that he was insisting on showing 
off with dinner at Spago. A girl should always have two beaux to her 
string. Or three. 

What do you wear to indicate such a furiously pretty mood, given that 
getting seriously dressed up for Spago wasn’t done except on Oscar 
night? Casey could hardly appear in public in that Cow Boss garb that 
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had been acceptable at the El Adobe, so he’d probably wear the same 
dark suit in which he’d ruined her Grés gown and her Spanish shawl. 

A problem indeed. An overdressed escort for the most conspicuous 
restaurant in town, where casual elegance was the norm. First, Jazz de- 
cided, you start with black pantyhose, black wool trousers and flat black 
velvet shoes. That takes away immediately from the relative formality 
conferred by any skirt. Then you look through your closet and muse, 
ponder, ruminate, speculate, meditate, and go into a trance until you find 
the right top. Nobody sees anything but your top once you’re seated at 
the table anyway. 

Jazz's fingers flipped through dozens of hangers on which hung an 
amazing number of wrong blouses and wrong jackets. She searched 
through the piles of sweaters which lay folded on her shelves, wrong 
sweater after wrong sweater, sweaters which had once been perfect for 
Spago but which weren't tonight. 

Nothing! She had nothing to wear! Oh God, wasn’t that always the 
way? She’d been so busy for a year that she’d hardly had time to shop. 
There was only one thing to do, Jazz realized, as she stripped off her 
trousers and shoes. She had to dive immediately into total Chanel. When 
you had nothing to wear, that meant that only Chanel was possible, old, 
new, old and new mixed, it didn’t matter. Chanel was for all seasons, all 
trials and tribulations. It wasn’t imaginative, it didn’t show any vision of 
personal style, it didn’t match her emotional state, but everyone from the 
editor-in-chief of Vogue to the rich Japanese wives on the Ginza still wore 
undiluted Chanel. 

Casey’s female relatives, if he had any, probably wore Chanel from 
dawn till dusk, Jazz thought grimly, pulling on a red and black suit from 
the new ready-to-wear collection. She rummaged in her accessory draw- 
ers for five or six Chanel pearl necklaces in different lengths, a pair of 
earrings and a black satin camellia that had cost her $250. She threw it all 
on and looked in the mirror. She squirmed out of the suit as quickly as 
possible. It looked totally pulled together, not casual, not easy, not 
Spago. You could wear it to a power lunch. Phoebe would wear it. 

She had ten minutes till Casey arrived. She could decide how to dress 
five models in ten minutes, Jazz reassured herself, trying to calm down. 
The important thing was not to lose your head. When Chanel didn’t 
work, the Hanes T-shirt ploy was the way to start. She pulled a boy’s 
white T-shirt over her head, added purple suede trousers, and threw a 
Chanel jacket over the whole thing, the off-white jacket trimmed with 
pearls instead of braid, which Lagerfeld had shown last year on thirty 
different models simultaneously, wearing everything from bathing suits 
to evening gowns, the famous jacket that you couldn’t go wrong in. 
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Nothing really dumb about the outfit, Jazz decided, except that there 
would be at least two other women at Spago in the same jacket, and she 


looked like a version of Murphy Brown on one of her more frazzled | 


days. 
Naked except for her pantyhose, in a frenzy of inspiration, Jazz 


grabbed a miniskirt made entirely of forest-green sequins, tucked in a | 


sheer organza shirt in the same color, plucked an ancient dark green 
velvet blazer from the pile of clothes she’d been planning to give away 


for two years, found some very high-heeled black pumps and a pair of | 


huge, chunky glass earrings from Yves Saint Laurent that had cost her a 


thousand bucks three years ago and had been well worth it. Perfect! It | 


had everything, the throwaway cool of the old jacket, the tease of the 
shirt, the audacity of the skirt, and the deliberate mismatch of the much- 
too-glitzy earrings. 

She pranced to the door when she heard it ring. Casey Nelson stood 
outside, in cord slacks, an Armani jacket and a thin brown wool turtle- 
neck. 

‘*Hi,’”’ she murmured. “‘You’re right on time.”” How, she wondered, 
did he know exactly what to wear for Spago? 

“You look like . . . a tree . . . a gorgeous Christmas tree,’’ he said 
admiringly, twirling her around. 

“T felt sort of seasonal,’’ Jazz said lightly. How could she have forgot- 
ten that Christmas was less than a month away? She made it a point never 
to dress to fit the season. Now she looked as if she were in costume for a 
Christmas play in kindergarten. Tacky, tacky, tacky, but too late to 
change. 

“Ready to go?” he asked. 

“Let's,” Jazz agreed hastily. If he walked into the apartment he’d see 
into her bedroom, beyond which lay her huge closet. She’d forgotten to 
close the closet door, and it looked as if a rummage sale had been going 
on in there. 

Casey drove to Spago in the kind of silence frequently described as 
“‘companionable,”’ although silence like that made Jazz nervous. They 
weren't old buddies, they weren’t intimate friends, they weren't lovers. 
What was it with him and his comfortable silence? They were third cous- 
ins who had exchanged a few words and a few kisses, kissin’ cousins, 
about as tenuous a relationship as you could imagine, and it was clearly 
his duty to entertain her. 

They left the car at the lot above Spago, with its many security guards, 
and started down the steep sidewalk to the entrance. At the top of the 
sidewalk, the usual crowd of paparazzi were waiting to shoot the stars. 

“‘Hey, Jazz, where’s Sam?”’ one of them called. 
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“Is Sam coming in tonight?’’ another asked. 

“Jazz, you two-timing Sam?”’ inquired a third. 

“Ignore them,” Jazz instructed Casey. ‘“‘They invent stuff like that to 
annoy me. Professional jealousy.” 

Inside, the usual crowd waited at the bar. Bernard spotted Jazz and 
came over immediately to give her a kiss on the cheek. ‘‘You look great, 
Jazz—set for Christmas already, huh?’’ he said. He turned to Casey and 
put a friendly arm around him. 

“T have your table waiting, Casey,”’ Bernard assured him, and led them 
into the front room, turning to the left. At the end of the front room was 
the open kitchen. To the immediate right of the kitchen counter was the 
best table in the house, always reserved for parties of six or eight, and 
next to that was the second-best table, which could accommodate four or 
even five people. Tonight they had set a smaller table for two there, right 
in the curve of the window, turning it into the “‘lovers’ table’’ that always 
got more scrutiny than any other table in the house. Bernard led them 
directly there, and, as usual, everyone else in the place checked them out 
until they reached the table. At Spago it is never rude to stare, and table- 
hopping is a way of life. 

“T gather you hang out here?’’ Jazz asked Casey, once they were 
seated. 

“Whenever I get a chance to eat dinner in L.A. I wanted to invest with 
Wolf when he started this place, but he didn’t need my money. I have a 
piece of the new brewery, and he knows I want in on anything else he 
does. The man’s a genius.”’ 

Well, that explained it, Jazz thought. Casey was an investor. Everybody 
knows that investors get good tables, that’s usually why they invest. 
Casey had bought in—not against the rules, but not a legit way to get a 
table position either, in her book. 

René, the aproned, handsome waiter, appeared, carrying a platter. 
“Wolf saw you come in, Mr. Nelson, so he sent over your Jewish pizza. 
Oh, good evening, Miss Kilkullen, back so soon?”’ 

Jazz nodded. Casey’s Jewish pizza? What about ber Jewish pizza? She 
was the one who always ordered the pizza covered with the finest quality 
of smoked salmon spread over a thin layer of what cream cheese might 
taste like if it were elevated to something ten times better than cream 
cheese. 

“Jazz, how about aquavit from the freezer with this?’’ Casey asked. 

“Definitely.” 

“Let’s not bother to look at the menu until we've finished the pizza, 
O.K.? Who knows what we'll be in the mood for?” 
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“Who knows indeed? Dad said you'd tell me all about the latest guy 
who tried to buy the ranch.” 

Jazz listened intently as Casey told her the story. ““When the bastard 
finally took off,’’ Casey concluded, “‘Mike had a double shot of bourbon 
to get the taste of the Perrier out of his mouth and spent the afternoon in 
the Jeep, checking the fences to make sure that Rosemont hadn’t been 
tunneling under them, digging for oil.” 

“That's not so!”’ 

‘Honestly. He said Rosemont made him paranoid, something weird 
about his eyes, plus the way that helicopter kept flying back and forth 
over the land. He said that he knew exactly how Faust must have felt 
when he met the Devil, the only difference being that Mike didn’t want 
to sell.” 

“It’s not easy to hang on to a way of life that’s over and gone every- 
where except at our place and at Dick O’Neill’s,”’ Jazz said slowly. ““But 
Dad will never change, and he'll live to be a hundred, like his grandfa- 
ther. I suppose to some people it could seem almost . . . well, almost 
selfish, one man living on land that thousands of people could live on, 
but Dad knows that once that ranch is gone, it’s gone for keeps, and 
there’ll be nothing left but some old photographs to show people how 
life used to be in California. He feels so fiercely that it’s up to him to 
preserve something of the past, he knows that he’s the last one who 
refuses to let it vanish, who’s holding back so-called ‘progress,’ and I 
understand him.” 

“T do too,” Casey said fervently. 

“Oh, there’s Shirlee,”’ Jazz said, waving at her good friend, Henry 
Fonda’s beautiful young widow. She made a come-on-over gesture, and 
Shirlee left her companions to say hello. 

“‘Jazz,”’ she said in her deliciously squeaky voice, that sounded as if she 
had a permanent case of low-level, sexy laryngitis. ‘‘At the lovers’ table 
two nights in a row? What goes on here? Does Sam know?” 

“This is Casey Nelson, Shirlee. He’s my cousin.” 

‘Hello, cousin.” Shirlee’s eyes were full of mischief. ‘““What degree of 
consanguinity are we talking about here?”’ 

“Third cousin, Mrs. Fonda,’’ Casey said. “I don’t think that counts, do 
you?” 

“Certainly not . . . only first cousins count. I've got to get back to my 
table. Bye, you two, don’t worry about incest.” 

“T like her,”’ Casey laughed. 

“Everybody does,” Jazz said, annoyed. Shirlee was usually supremely 
discreet, but Casey, too busy looking at Shirlee’s famous legs, hadn't 
noticed her reference to Sam. 
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‘Jazz, when are you coming back down for the weekend?”’ 

“Probably néxt weekend, and of course for Christmas. I’m going to be 
very busy for the next few months . . . I probably won’t be able to 
come home as much as I’d like.” 

“How so?” 

“A new client, a major job. Diet Pepsi is going to go all out on a print 
campaign that'll get the attention that Annie Leibovitz’s stuff gets for 
American Express, and they’ve hired me.” 

“Naturally.” 

““Naturally.’’ Jazz grinned. She and Annie had been pals, equals and 
rivals for so long that it felt like having a twin. 

““What’s the thrust?’’ Casey asked. 

“Simplicity itself. Double spread shots of celebrities with cans of Diet 
Pepsi.” 

“That doesn’t sound new to me.” 

“But it will be. There’s a twist. First of all, you’ll have to really search 
for the can. It’s going to be practically invisible, truly hard to find, like 
the piece of the jigsaw puzzle that’s right under your eyes while you're 
going crazy looking for it because you know it absolutely has to be there. 
There's going to be no copy at all to explain the shot, just that pesky, 
damn near camouflaged can—maybe even only half of the can—that peo- 
ple will expect to find but can’t unless they honestly try—it’ll turn into a 
kind of game. That means that the shot will get an immense amount of 
time and attention . . . it'll stop the reader cold. And I’m going to 
shoot all the celebrities in rumpled, mellow, sweaty, intimate action— 
Michael Jackson in a recording studio on the twenty-fifth take; Don John- 
son and Melanie Griffith in bed, with a trickle of cola running down 
between her breasts into the nightgown, as if he’d just upset it; Madonna 
in her dressing room, half-in and half-out of her makeup and clothes, 
such as they are; Arsenio Hall wearing only a shirt, trying to make up his 
mind between a dozen new suits at his tailor’s—you get the idea.” 

‘‘How do you get people like that to pose in these situations when 
you're not using their names?”’ 

“Pepsi gives them $250,000 for their favorite charity.” 

“T’d do it for less.”’ 

‘Yeah, it’s generous. But it’s the least part of the expense of the cam- 
paign.”’ 

As Jazz spoke, she saw a tall, smiling redhead approaching behind 
Casey, putting her finger to her lips for silence as she looked at Jazz 
meaningfully. The woman looked familiar, but Jazz couldn't immediately 
place her. The stranger put her hands over Casey’s eyes and said, in a 
voice that was obviously disguised, ‘“Guess who?” 
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Casey sat still and then raised his hands to his eyes and carefully 
touched the hands that covered them, exploring the palms, the fingers, _ 
even the shape of the redhead’s wedding ring. | 
‘Fauve Avigdor, what are you doing here?” Casey said, jumping up | 
and folding her in his arms. 

‘‘How the hell did you know who it was?’’ the woman asked. 
“Your hands,’ Casey answered. “Only one pair in the world like 
them.” 

Fauve Avigdor, Jazz thought—but she lives in Provence. And how 
could I have missed knowing who she was? I’m losing my grip. 

‘Fauve, this is my cousin, Jazz Kilkullen. Jazz, this is your cousin, Fauve | 
Avigdor.”’ | 

“My what?” Jazz exclaimed. Fauve smiled without surprise. | 

“Where's Eric?’’ Casey demanded. ; 

“At the bar, waiting for our table.” 

“René, please bring a chair for the lady,’ Casey asked the waiter. 
“Casey, have you taken leave of your senses?”’ Jazz insisted as Fauve sat 
down. : 

“You Californians don’t know your own family history. If you were my 
father’s daughter, you’d be aware that sixty years ago one of his great- 
grandfather’s sons, Perry Kilkullen, had an illegitimate daughter, and 
that baby was Fauve’s mother. Poor Perry died before he could marry 
Fauve’s grandmother, Maggie Lunel. So we're all definitely cousins, in a 
vague sort of way, but brave, brawny, lusty Kilkullen blood runs in ail 
our veins.”’ 

“In Casey’s anyway,’ Fauve said to Jazz, laughing. ‘‘We must meet 
again and discuss him behind his back, in brawny, lusty detail. Now I 
have to go back and find Eric.” 

“What brings you both here?’’ Casey asked. 

“Eric’s designing a new housing complex in San Diego. Casey, where 
can I reach you?” 

Casey scribbled a number on a piece of paper and handed it to Fauve, 
who made her way composedly back to the bar. 

“My God, Mistral’s daughter is a cousin of mine, and I didn’t even 
know it,”’ Jazz marveled. ‘I should have recognized her, but she looks 
older than I remember. Of course, there haven’t been any photos of her 
in magazines for years—since Mistral died. That must have been about 
fifteen years ago . . . I was only in high school.”’ 

“Just about. I’m one of the collectors of Fauve’s paintings. Someday I'd 
like to show them to you—they’re remarkable.”’ 

“You collect paintings, you invest in restaurants, you have a fax in your 
bedroom at the ranch so that you can communicate with your broker in 
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New York before dawn, you have the good kind of Vuitton luggage— 
just what kind df Cow Boss are you, Casey Nelson?” 

“A damn good one, according to your father.”’ 

“How can it be more than just another game to you, Casey? Ranching 
isn’t an easy life, and you’ve obviously got more money than you need.” 

“Should I let money stop me from doing what I want to do?” 

‘““That’s no answer.” 

*‘Jazz, I’m a cattleman. I’ve been one for years. What do I have to do to 
prove it to you? Can't you just believe I have the same reasons to love it 
that your father has?”’ 

‘No, because he was born on the land, our family land, and that makes 
an immense difference,” Jazz persisted. 

“T fell in love with ranching when I was a kid destined to run a tugboat 
fleet. What if Mike had been born on the ranch, hated it, and run away to 
sea? Would that invalidate his life’s work?” 

“Why don’t I trust you when you sound as if you’re making sense?”’ 

“Why don’t you trust me at all?’’ Casey sounded unexpectedly somber. 

“Where did you get that idea?”’ 

“It just came to me. You don’t really trust men in general, do you?”’ 

“No. No, I don’t,’’ Jazz said slowly. 

“Gabe. He’s the reason.” ‘: 

“Casey, do not start.’’ 

“Sorry. Forget I said anything. Let’s order.” 

They plunged into an inspection of their menus. After they’d ordered, 
Barbara Lazaroff, who was Wolfgang Puck’s wife and a professional res- 
taurant designer and architect, came over to greet them. As always, she 
was an exotic work of art, her brilliant eyes and long black hair set off by 
fantastic antique jewels. She dressed in a collage, a pastiche of elaborately 
decorated pieces of clothing like none other in the world, combinations 
that could only exist in Barbara’s lively fantasy. 

‘‘Jazz,”’ Barbara asked, “‘that jacket? Is it a political statement? All that 
green... the environment? Anyway, it’s really great on you. That re- 
minds me—we have to start baking our Christmas cakes or they won’t be 
ready in time. Oh, listen, yesterday when you promised to get Sam’s 
autograph for that waitress, I hope it wasn’t an imposition. She knows she 
isn’t ever supposed to ask for autographs in here, no matter what the 
provocation, but she just couldn’t restrain herself. I almost asked for one 
myself, but I decided Wolf wouldn’t approve.”’ 

“Right, Barbara.”’ 

“Since you’re coming in with Sam tomorrow, there’s plenty of time. I 
promise not to let that waitress near this table again. She might have an 
attack, jump the guy.” 
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“Right, Barbara.”’ | 

“Thanks, kid. "Bye, Casey, see you next week. Same time, same place. | 
Remember, you get a Christmas cake too.” 

“Sam?” Casey asked. ‘‘It seems to me that I keep hearing that name} 
tonight. Who is he?”’ 

“An actor. Sam Butler.” 

“Sam Butler, an actor? Or Sam Butler, the actor?” 

“The,” Jazz replied. 

“You had dinner at this table with him last night. You’re having dinnedl 
with him at this table tomorrow?” 

“So it would seem.’ 

“I wish I hadn’t asked. Actually, I had decided not to, but it kept 
coming up so often that I figured no one could be as stupid as I was 
trying to be.”’ 

“‘He’s just a friend,” Jazz said hastily. | 

“Oh, I know that. A girl who doesn’t trust men in general certainly 
isn’t going to trust—of all the kinds of guys in the world—an actor.”’ 

“God, you’re a shit.’’ Jazz was obscurely pleased at his words. 

“The day we met, you told me I was a dickhead. Is that better than a 
shit, or worse?”’ | 

“It depends on my tone of voice—don’t bother to split hairs, you're 
both,’’ Jazz said with a generous smile. 

“You're too kind,” Casey replied, and for the rest of dinner they en- 
gaged in a volley of talk too tiny to be called small. 

On the way out of Spago, Jazz found herself embraced by a lovely 
blond girl who looked ten months pregnant. They talked for a few min- 
utes in the crush around the bar, and then parted. 

“Not possibly another cousin,”’ she informed Casey. ‘‘That’s why I 
didn’t introduce you.” 

“But what a raving beauty. Is she an old friend?”’ 

“Yes, Daisy Shannon. She’s having her second set of twins.” 

“Good Lord, Princess Daisy. It’s lucky Pat likes kids.”’ 

“Oh, you know Shannon?” 

““We do some business together from time to time.” 

“Small world.” 

“Isn't it?” 

Jazz and Casey drove back to her apartment in a charged silence, an 
uncomfortable silence, an uncompanionable silence. She couldn’t think 
of any way to break it, and after a while she decided that there was no 
reason to do so. She felt righteously aggrieved that after all the immense 
trouble she’d gone to to dress up like a Christmas tree, to salute the 
festive season, Casey Nelson had decided that he had a reason to be 
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jealous of Sam Butler. After all, it wasn’t as if she were spoken for, as if 
she belonged to Sam. 

Casey escorted her to her door. Jazz put her key in the lock, opened 
the door, and was about to give him the basic absolute minimum thank- 
you-for-a-lovely-evening, when he put a restraining hand on her shoul- 
der, gathered her in his arms and brought his reckless mouth down 
squarely on hers. He’d kissed her for minutes before Jazz, out of breath, 
was able to break away and put a little air between them. 

““May I come in?’’ Casey asked urgently. 

“T don’t think that’s a good idea.”’ 

“Couldn’t I just come in for a minute? It would be nice to talk without 
everybody in Spago joining the party. We’ve hardly been alone all night. 
I promise never to take you there again.” 

Jazz looked up at him, sorely tempted. Those furrows on his brow, 
those freckles, those lips . . . but she’d been out with Sam last night and 
she was having dinner with him tomorrow and . . . and . . . no, it was 
positively not a good idea. 

“Casey, I wish I could let you try to seduce me, now that we’re not 
under my father’s roof, but I’m not that kind of girl,”’ she said softly, 
regretfully caressing his lips with the tip of her finger. 

““What! I haven’t heard anyone say that in years.”’ 

“Takes you back, doesn’t it?’’ Jazz agreed sweetly. ‘‘Good night, 
Casey. Sleep well. And thank you for a lovely evening.” 

Jazz shut the door behind her, shaking with silent laughter. She wasn’t 
that kind of girl, not now, not ever. Never would she get involved with 
two men at once, back to back as it were. But could she ever be a 
hundred percent sure, in her heart of hearts, absolutely and positively, 
what terrible, awful, unthinkable thing she might just possibly have been 
tempted to do if she hadn’t remembered what a mess her closet was in? 


14 


M. and Mrs. William Malvern Jr. 


were sitting at the table in the kitchen of their Fifth Avenue apartment, 
drinking their second round of martinis. The chicken-and-rice casserole, 
which their housekeeper had left for their dinner on her day off, was 
slowly heating up in the oven, for neither of them had managed to mas- 
ter the operation of their microwave. 

Even in the kitchen, with an apron around her waist and a pair of 
comfortable shoes on her feet, Valerie maintained her brilliantly simple 
and severe look, although she didn’t bother to wear her unnecessary 
glasses at home. 


“Valerie, I never thought I’d say this, but—alone at last,’’ Billy Mal- | 


vern drawled out the last three words with a particularly unfortunate 
Anglo-Saxon attempt at a French accent. 

Valerie didn’t deign to look at him down her too-pointed nose. “‘If 
you're trying to let me know how thrilled you are that my mother is out 
tonight, don’t trouble. I’m as relieved by her absence, Billy, as you are, 
perhaps more. It’s always easier for you to deal with her. After all, she’s 
not your mother.” 

“T don’t believe in taking cheap shots, Val, but you’re tempting me.”’ 

“Look, I’m aware that she’s stayed on longer than she usually does. 
But what can I do, throw her out in the street? If only Fernie would get 
rid of Nick, she could go there. In any case, Mother is definitely leaving 
next week.” 

“No fool, that sister of yours. By the time Liddy makes her next visit, 
Fern will be embroiled with another impossible young husband, so we’ll 
have to take her again. I see it coming.” 

“Oh, shut up and drink, Billy. Stop whining.” Valerie lifted her inade- 
quate chin and glared at her husband. ‘‘Can’t you talk about something 


257, 


agreeable? I’m rather pleased about going to the Rosemonts’ party to- 
morrow—it should be the party of the year.” 

“I'd be more pleased if Rosemont would throw a little business my 
way. It seems to me the least he could do, the way you and Fern have 
become such great pals of Georgina’'s.”’ 

‘Jimmy Rosemont does his own investing,” Valerie said dryly. Jimmy 
Rosemont hadn’t become one of the richest men in the world by taking 
advice from brokers like Billy, she thought. And just what, she won- 
dered, was going on with Fern and Georgina? They had lunch together 
twice a week, seeming as close and giddily foolish as two schoolgirls 
sharing secrets. Obviously, Georgina didn’t have a clue about Fern and 
her husband. What a fool she must be, not to guess. Or perhaps Geor- 
gina was just so sure of herself that it had never even occurred to her. In 
any case, since the show house, both of the Rosemonts had been more 
than kind to both of them, even including Liddy in several of their 
smaller dinner invitations, in spite of the fact that the introduction to 
their father had, as Valerie had expected, led to nothing. 

“IT wonder what the Rosemonts’ party is going to cost?’’ Billy said, 
fretfully peering into his glass. ‘A hundred and fifty people at a sit-down 
dinner at home with dancing afterwards—what do you think, Val?”’ 

“T can’t imagine. A few years ago I could have made an educated 
guess, but now the best caterers, florists and party decorators have be- 
come so unbelievably greedy that it could cost almost anything. Of 
course, Georgina’s style isn’t pretentious, it doesn’t have to be. Doing it 
at home is always preferable, if you have the space and can afford it.’’ 

“And they can.” 

“And they can.” 

The Malverns sat silently. In the early years of their marriage, twenty- 
one years ago, when Billy’s income had been half a million dollars a year, 
and they had been indisputably rich, they had found the subject of other 
people’s money delectable, a never-failing occasion for self-congratula- 
tion, larded with condescending pity for their less-fortunate friends who 
had to make do on salaries, who had to pay taxes, unlike Billy, whose 
money was all in tax-free municipal bonds. 

They had spent hours estimating the net worth of their friends, specu- 
lating on who among them was in line for an inheritance, who had a trust 
fund that couldn’t be broken, who was living over his income and who 
was lucky enough to live under his income and still spend freely. 

As Valerie was guiltily aware, this kind of discussion was the old- 
money equivalent of talking the vilest kind of trash, far worse in every 
way than almost any social sin, but she had indulged in it nonetheless, 
since Billy, whose money was only one generation old, couldn’t guess 
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how obscene it was. Billy thought these orgies of gleeful discussion both | 
instructional and fascinating. 

For Valerie, the speculations were as pornographic as they were irre- 
sistible. Her Philadelphia values were deeply offended, but she was only 
part Philadelphia. She had been influenced deeply enough by Liddy 
Kilkullen’s money hunger, and her sense of having been cheated out of 
what was owed her, to enjoy the reassurance that Billy’s wealth gave her. 

Now the Malverns could only circle wearily around the subject. Billy’s 
lack of success in business, in addition to his sharply diminished income 
caused by the sale of some of his bonds, created a gnawing imbalance in | 
their marriage as Valerie earned more and more of what they lived on. 

It had been a decade since the Malverns had felt the sensual glow of 
being more secure than the people they knew, for the way Manhattan’s 
new society spent their riches made the Beverly Hillbillies look like | 
Cabots and Lodges. 

Old money, unable even to attempt to compete, had retreated. Either 
its possessors resolutely stuck together and disappeared gracefully from 
social sight, or, like Valerie, they joined the parade and put up a reason- 
able show of welcoming the newcomers, with the pragmatic excuse that 
New York’s cultural and charitable institutions needed the absolute 
monarchs of new money, who had not the slightest trouble in buying 
themselves entry everywhere. 

Valerie got up to poke irritably at the casserole, which was taking its - 
own good time. She didn’t dare turn the oven up higher than 350 de- 
grees because she was afraid the rice would dry out, but the inside of the 
dish was still barely warm. She poured them both fresh martinis and sat 
down at the kitchen table again, wishing they could leave the casserole 
and sit in the drawing room like civilized people, but she was certain that 
if she did, dinner would burn. They’d both been too tired tonight to 
bother to go out, and she’d be damned if she’d descend to sending out 
for food. 

“How’s it going with your new client?” Billy inquired, hoping to 
change his wife’s mood. 

“T may not take on Sally Evans,”’ Valerie answered. 

“But you told me she was ready to spend almost anything . . . what’s 
wrong with her?” 

“She’s a third wife . . . as if a second weren’t bad enough. Sally’s all 
of twenty-six and Mr. Evans is sixty-two : . . she used to work for him, 
although in what capacity she won't say. She’s well put together in a 
vulgar kind of way, I'll say that for her, but she has the delusion that 
because her husband owns a big chain of Midwestern grocery stores, 
she’s going to be welcomed into what she calls ‘the charmed circle’ by 
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having a marvelous apartment and wearing the right clothes. It’s hope- 
less, of course. She’s so ignorant that she doesn’t have a clue that a net 
worth of a hundred million will sound like the life savings of the manager 
of a family drugstore to the women she wants to get to know.” 

Nor did she realize, Valerie thought, that the media had declared open 
season on the style of the new-money circles to which Sally Evans as- 
pired. At about the time of the Malcolm Forbes birthday party, as nearly 
_as she could figure, the ostentation of the newest billionaires had started 
to be ferociously attacked by the same journalists for whom they had 
been a favorite subject only months earlier. 

Media voices of a new decade, finally able to express their repressed 
covetousness, had dubbed the 1980s the ‘‘Decade of Greed and Glitz.”’ 
The wives of the new-money men had pulled up their recently erected 
drawbridges against a continued invasion of any more of their own kind, 
hoping to become “‘establishment’’ if they minded their manners, low- 
ered their profiles ever so slightly, turned to ‘‘good works’’ in the Lady 
Bountiful tradition, and hung in without complaint as they were pum- 
meled in the press. 

It might take a period of delicate readjustment, in which the spending 
of money was varnished by a coat of social conscience, but people of 
privilege knew that the media couldn’t exist without them. Readers ev- 
erywhere felt momentary pangs of loss at the righteous bashing of the 
rich and famous, but soon they recognized that their favorite newsmakers 
had not been swept away in the tide of recently assumed journalistic 
virtue. Given the immutability of human nature, short of a revolution, 
there would be plenty of delicious excess to look forward to in the 
1990s. 

“How did this prize land on your doorstep, anyway?” 

“T’m not sure,”’ Valerie answered shortly. She couldn't tell Billy that 
her potential new client had tried to hire other, better known decorators, 
and had been told that they were too busy, any more than she could tell 
Billy that her room at the show house, for all the pretense she had put up 
for her family, had not been a success. 

It had been entirely ignored by the press, although the only reason for 
her having put so much time and effort into the project was to gain 
publicity and clients. The crowds at the show house had passed it by 
quickly, in their search for the spectacular, the lavish, the thrill of the 
never-before-seen, all of which Georgina’s room had provided. Valerie 
realized that she’d made a mistake in judgment. Her twins’ bedroom had 
been too whimsical, too pastel, too well bred; all that girlish tulle and 
dried flowers had made women think they could throw together such a 
room themselves. 
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“Are you going to give her the heave-ho?”’ Billy probed. 


“I haven’t decided,” she said, quickly drinking half a martini. If only, | 


Valerie thought, Billy didn’t think he had to demonstrate supportiveness 


of her work by asking maddening questions that she had no intention of | 


answering. 

In other days—as recently as five years ago—she would have given 
Sally Evans the back of her hand, but times had changed drastically with 
the explosion of New York riches. Only the decorators with major names 
were passionately sought after now, like that young man Peter Moscino, 
who boasted so odiously in Women’s Wear Daily that he didn’t work for 
the people who had only fifty million dollars, but for the people who 
wrote checks for fifty million dollars. 

The fact that he was probably telling the simple truth didn’t make his 
statement any less disgusting, Valerie thought, nor did it change the fact 
that her reputation as a society decorator had simply stopped being 
enough to lure clients anymore. People might be afraid of the press, but 
they still wanted decorators who created excessively lavish interiors, and 
excessive in any direction was something she couldn’t be, any more than 
she could be original. 

At the moment, if facts were faced, she didn’t have another single 
potential client in line except Sally Evans, who had opened their inter- 
view by saying, ‘I want instant background and I want drop-dead chic 
and I want it to look like: me, not as if I’d had a decorator at all. My 
husband has said that we can shop Europe together as much as we want— 
I need three chateau fireplaces and rooms and rooms of botserie.’’ 

Could she possibly endure doing a job with the client glued to her 
side, particularly one like chattering Sally Evans, who had that most 
dreaded quality in a client, indecision? 

Outright, full-blown bad taste was easier to deal with than indecision. 
At least, with bad taste, you knew: your client’s point of view, but Sally 
Evans had arrived with a notebook filled with pages torn out of maga- 
zines, each one an interior she’d admired, each one an interior she 
wanted, each one in an entirely different style. Did she, Valerie won- 
dered, have the patience to try to train a twenty-six-year-old third wife, to 
educate her—assuming that it could be done—or was no amount of 
money worth it? 

On the other hand, did she have a choice? Billy’s income and earnings 
were simply not enough to cover the way they lived, and everything, 
from a head of lettuce to her daughters’ shoes, was getting steadily more 
expensive. How had she imagined for a minute that she could afford to 
turn Sally Evans down? Indeed, why not admit it, she was lucky to get 
her, and that was the hardest fact to swallow. 
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“What's that odd smell?” Billy inquired languidly, finishing his third 
martini and pouring another. 

“Rice burning,” Valerie snapped. If he wanted his God damned din- 
ner, why the hell didn’t he get up and check the God damned casserole 
himself? Nothing, no power on earth, would make her look in the oven 
one more time. 

Valerie poured another drink, walked out on her irritating kitchen, her 
irritating husband, her unquestionably dry casserole, and retired to her 
dressing room to take refuge from life on her chaise longue. 

She tore off her apron and her shoes and flopped down on the chaise, 
covering her feet with a soft mohair throw, and just lay there for a 
minute, contemplating nothing at all, sipping gin. 

After a while a familiar picture formed in Valerie’s mind, the picture 
that never failed to calm her. It was a vision of a two-story fieldstone 
country house in the suburb of Chestnut Hill, on the Philadelphia Main 
Line. The house belonged to Martha and Wheelwright Stack, the parents 
of her distant cousin and schoolgirl best friend, Mimsie Stack. 

Mimsie and Valerie had been in the same class at Foxcroft, and the 
Stacks had treated Valerie as a second daughter, since her own mother 
was so far away, in Spain. They had arranged for her debut at The As- 
sembly the year that Mimsie made her own bow to society, and Valerie 
loved them both dearly. Each year, during school and summer vacations, 
she had spent every minute that she didn’t have to be at the Kilkullen 
Ranch or Marbella with the Stacks in Chestnut Hill. Even now, she and 
Billy returned there four times a year to spend weekends with the elder 
Stacks, in spite of Billy’s protests that they bored him. Valerie had kept 
up all her contacts with the girls of her debutante year, and from time to 
time she went to Philadelphia for some particularly important lunch 
party. 

Her mother had cheated her of Philadelphia, Valerie brooded. If 
Liddy hadn't decided to live in Marbella, out of pride and anger, she 
could have brought up her daughters in the city that Valerie loved. If her 
mother had been able to endure a brief period of post-divorce embarrass- 
ment, her daughters wouldn’t have had to grow up eternally shuttled 
about, without a real home. She would have been a Philadelphian who 
had just happened to spend her first twelve years in California. She would 
have grown up there, in a secure and familiar atmosphere of confidence 
that should have been her right, and married someone who belonged by 
birth to old Philadelphia, just as she herself did. But she’d met Billy 
Malvern while she was at the New York School of Interior Design, and 
now Philadelphia was a place she returned to only from time to time, a 
semi-lost paradise that she had never truly possessed. 
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But, oh, how she loved the Stacks’ house! It was of a medium size, | 
some fourteen rooms, but utterly substantial. It had small, cozy windows | 
made of small, cozy panes of glass, framed by cozy white shutters. The | 
fieldstone itself was dappled in shades of gray and beige, and the roof of | 
the Stack house was weathered brown slate. An undiluted plainness of | 
weathered, first-class surfaces was the characteristic of the exterior that 
Valerie valued the most. Mature trees grew on the surrounding four | 
acres of lawn, there was a proper English garden, the driveway was bor- | 
dered by weeping cherry trees, and the front courtyard was paved in | 


brick. 


There was not one inch of the Stack house that failed to breathe dig- | 
nity and serenity, not one room that was not, in a mysterious way, exactly | 
the right size for its function. To Valerie it was the most perfect shelter | 


she’d ever known. 


Once inside the house in Chestnut Hill, she had always known that she | 
was safe, in a way she had never felt in any other dwelling, no matter | 
how massive. The house itself had been built in the early 1800s on the | 


model of an unpretentious English country manor; it was comfortably 
and solidly furnished with well-cared-for but nondescript American an- 
tiques; it contained no rare collections or particularly good art or fine 
examples of anything at all. 

The elder Stacks were a comfortably thrifty couple, in the Philadelphia 
manner, which some misguided people mocked as stingy. Martha Stack 
saved string and tissue paper, and directed her cook to rinse off and reuse 
aluminum foil and plastic wrap. She’d never throw away the tie of a 
Baggie until it broke. She tore her Kleenex in half, horizontally, because 
otherwise most of it went to waste; she recycled her Christmas wrap- 
pings, and she wouldn’t part with a bar of soap until it fell apart. 

Martha Stack was a knowledgeable gardener who wouldn’t have 
dreamed of planting her annuals close together, for the gratification of a 
quick mass of bloom. She preferred to delay that pleasure until the well- 
spaced-out seedlings naturally reached their destined size. Once, in a 
moment of particular intimacy, she’d confided to Valerie that she’d al- 
ways wanted to plant annuals from seed, rather than spend the money to 
buy plants at the nursery, but the spring weather in Pennsylvania didn’t 
last long enough for her to risk such a delight of sensible economy. 

Economy, Valerie thought dreamily, such a pleasant word, so soothing 
and sensible. She practiced it herself with her smile, her goodwill, her 
invitations and her endearments, but in her slice of New York, economy 
was suspicious and hinted at some carefully hidden impoverishment, in- 
stead of intelligent husbanding of bounty. ° 

When Martha and Wheelwright Stack gave a dinner party, she put 
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fresh candles in the candlesticks on the dining room table, and saved the 
candle ends that were removed, no matter how short, for family dining. 
Only the prospect of damaging the top of a candlestick could force her to 
remove a candle that retained a quarter-inch of usable wax. 

Martha Stack’s guests were always family and old friends; the Stacks 
had not invited recently met people to dinner in the course of their 
marriage, for they had not had occasion to encounter any. 

They owned a summer place in the lovely seacoast town of Camden, 
Maine; they employed a full-time live-in cook-housekeeper; they were 
generous to their two children and seven grandchildren; they were main- 
stays of Philadelphia cultural life, an enormously popular couple who 
considered themselves indecently rich while living within an income that 
was no more than Billy’s alone. 

Was it the fact that there were no surprises in the Stacks’ life that made 
it seem so desirable, Valerie asked herself. Was it the lack of challenge, 
the calm, the routine, the pleasantness, the expectations that were never 
too large to be met, the knowledge that they wanted nothing they didn’t 
have? Was it a smallness—or was ita. . . rightness? 

She sighed as she finished her martini. Whatever it was that the Stacks 
had, it appealed to some deep need in her. But whatever it was that the 
Stacks had, it couldn’t be found in New York at any price. 

Valerie got up to go back and rejoin Billy. After all, she didn’t want 
him to have to eat that casserole alone. As she passed her dressing table, 
she stopped for a minute to contemplate a bud vase. It held the last 
yellow chrysanthemum of an arrangement that someone had sent her 
well over two weeks ago. Valerie always took apart flower arrangements 
the minute they arrived, separated the flowers, recut their stems, and put 
them in bud vases so that they could be distributed all over the apart- 
ment. This mum had another good three or four days left in it, she 
thought, and, considerably heartened, she returned to feed her helpless 
husband. 


Pete di Constanza hadn’t smiled once, Jazz noticed, during today’s 
monthly meeting in Phoebe’s office, nor had he taken the name of the 
Lord in vain, nor had he complained about the stale doughnuts and 
lukewarm coffee Phoebe served. This was so unlike her old pal that when 
she finished shooting the following Monday, she decided to try to find 
out what was up with him. The double garage doors of his studio weren’t 
locked, and when Jazz peered inside, she saw that although the overhead 
worklights were off, Pete was still there, all alone, sprawled full-length 
on the floor, leaning on one elbow and looking fixedly in front of him. 
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This was his normal, visionary position, in which he remained for hours | 
at a time as he pondered the lighting of a car, no less intent than Mel had 
ever been, but the vast studio was completely empty of automobiles, | 
none of Pete’s four muscular assistants was in evidence, and even his 
studio manager had gone home for the day. 

‘Business slow?’’ Jazz asked, as she walked over to him, safe in the | 
knowledge that Pete was booked a year in advance, sometimes two years, 
by clients who would accept no other car photographer. 

‘Yeah, sure.’’ Pete looked up with a doleful attempt at a smile. He was | 
wearing his favorite Patagonia parka, designed for serious mountain | 
climbing, although the December day had brought with it a typical pre- | 
Christmas heat wave and hot Santa Ana winds. Pete thumped the floor | 
next to him in invitation to Jazz to sit down next to him. 

“Listen, Jazz, how do you feel about vets?”’ 

““Vets—as in soldiers?” | 

“No, honey, vets as in dogs ‘and cats.”’ | 

“T don’t get the question.” Jazz sat down and looked at his downcast 
face. He was huddled in his parka as if it were a security blanket, the 
collar turned up around his chin. ‘Do I like them better than dentists or | 
less than doctors?”’ | 


“Do you think they’re incredibly sexy?” 

“Aha, that BMW campaign is bugging you again,” Jazz said. For the 
last two years, BMW had been doing car photos in outdoor settings, at _ 
polo clubs and yacht basins, the pictures swarming with elegantly dressed 
people photographed in a muted pointillist way, with the actual car delib- 
erately downplayed, shown merely as a prop that glorified the life-style of 
the crowd that surrounded it. Pete, like all of the three or four other 
great car photographers, loathed this approach because it diluted the 
purity of the automobiles, those splendid machines that inspired aesthetic 
emotion. 

“What are they doing now, showing a BMW filled with a sobbing 
family rushing its sick cat off to a vet?” Jazz asked sympathetically, for she 
knew how seriously Pete took his work. . 

“It’s not that. It’s Marcia. She’s just ditched me for a vet. And eighteen 
months ago, exactly the same thing happened with Samantha. Jazz, I just 
don’t get it! I was nuts about each of those bimbettes, damn it, I was just 
about getting ready to do some major thinking about proposing to each 
of them, and suddenly I hear, ‘Pete, I’ll always love you but I’m going to 
marry this wonderful man and I never dreamed this would happen to me 
and I know you want me to be happy and I'm sorry, Pete, but would you 
be a darling and help me move my suitcases into the car?’—and they’re 
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out of there like I never was happening. And both times—vets. Is this 
sinister, or what?” 

“Ah, Pete, I’m really sorry. I liked Marcia so much.’’ What could she 
do besides sympathize, Jazz wondered. If she were a man, she’d offer to 
go out and get drunk with Pete . . . wasn’t that what men traditionally 
did at a time like this? 

“So did I, kid, so did I. What I’m looking for is a dose of woman’s 
intuition. I don’t want this to happen again. Got any to spare?” 

“Vets,’’ Jazz said thoughtfully. “‘Did Marcia and Samantha have pets?”’ 

“T suppose . . . yeah, but I never paid much attention. You know I’m 
a motorcycle man myself. Marcia has one of those shitty little dogs, you 
know, the kind you can sneak into your purse and try to take on a plane 

. used to drive me wild when she pulled that . . . and Samantha 
kept a horse at the Equestrian Center in Burbank . . . she used to go 
exercise him three times a week and take dressage lessons, dressage les- 
sons . . . big deal, how to make a horse walk backwards on its hind 
legs.’’ Pete snorted in disdain. 

“T’ll bet you never saw National Velvet?” 

“Nah, I had a misspent childhood. I don’t think National Velvet even 
played Fort Lee, New Jersey. And we sure as hell didn’t have horses.” 

“‘Were Samantha and Marcia’s pets ever sick?” 

“Ever sick! They were sick all the damn time! What a turnoff—maybe 
I’m not so unlucky after all,” Pete said miserably. 

“Pete, consider this. A woman with a sick pet is like a woman with a 
sick baby. She’s at her most vulnerable, and you can’t give her any emo- 
tional support at all. Meanwhile, the vet is becoming a hero; he’s caring, 
warm, capable, providing security, advice and reassurance. He’s healing 
her baby. But where are you when you're not in the studio, big guy? 
You’re sitting next to a fancy set of wheels on top of a mountain, waiting 
for those first three crucial minutes at sunrise which give you the light 
you need for your shot. Or you’re lying in a road while a stunt driver 
drives in tight circles around you, so you can get the shot of the rear 
wheels of a car kicking gravel in your face. So who did Samantha and 
Marcia turn to in their hour of need? The vets.” 

“But they knew where I was,’’ Pete protested. ‘“‘And what could I have 
done anyway?” 

“Pete, listen,”’ Jazz continued. ‘“Who can make a house call at any hour 
of the day, when a woman’s all alone with her sick dog? The vet. Who 
exudes the sexually charged aura of a doctor, so that he benefits from the 
kind of emotional-erotic transference that’s inspired by a shrink? Yet a 
woman can have sex with him because he’s not ber doctor? The vet. My 
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God, Pete, they've got to catch more girls than any other specialty in 
medicine!”’ 

“I guess I never had a chance.” Pete looked at Jazz with the first signs 
of cheer on his face. 

“What you need is a girl who doesn’t have any animals.” 

‘A girl who promises never to have any animals,” Pete agreed. ‘‘Like 
you.” 

‘Something like me,”’ Jazz agreed, reflecting that the amount of travel 
she did for her work effectively prevented her from keeping so much as a 
guppy. 

“Why didn’t we have a great, mad, flaming romance when we first 
met?’’ Pete demanded. “‘I kept offering you my heart and my body, but 
you were never interested. Was it another guy?”’ 

‘No,’ Jazz said dismissively. ‘“You and I were meant to be friends, not 
lovers.” . 

“Bullshit. We would have been great together. We still would be. That 
invitation is permanent, honey. It must have been Gabe.”’ 

“What are you, nuts?”’ Jazz sputtered. 

‘Ah, come on, kid, it’s the way he looks at you—angry, bitter, wistful, 
hungry, all that good stuff—and the way you went up in smoke when 
Phoebe wanted to bring him in, remember? Mel and I knew almost right 
away.” 

“The two of you old gossips think you know everything!’’ Jazz said 
furiously. ‘“You’re like a pair of ancient biddies sitting on a stoop some- 
where, peeking through the neighbors’ curtains. Every man I know is a 
gossip! Don’t you have anything better to do?”’ 

“Tt’s a necessity for us to exchange information,” Pete said calmly. 
‘We have to know what the women in our lives are up to so they can’t 
surprise us. We have great respect for your power to disrupt our lives.” 

“Well, you didn’t know shit about vets.”’ 

“Unworthy of you, Jazz, but I'll forgive you this once. How are you 
and Sam making out? Industry sources report a major passion.”’ 

Jazz sighed with exasperation, but she couldn’t stay angry with Pete. 
He’d been a buddy for too long. 

““Sam’s a good guy,”’ she answered. “‘I like him a lot.”’ 

“Burt?” 

“No ‘but.’ Simple statement of fact.” 

“T heard a ‘but’ in your voice,”’ Pete insisted: 

“Pete, there’s something you have to understand about Sam. He lives 
in a world other men will never live in, not you, not Mel, not anybody 
we know.” 
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“Huh? He just bought that Ferrari I advised him on—what are you 
talking about?” 

“The world of beauty, Pete,” Jazz said patiently. ‘“‘Sam is so beautiful 
that nobody can relate to him in a normal way. He says that it’s easier for 
a woman to almost get to understand him, but it’s just too tough to ever 
explain to a man. He’d never get any sympathy from a guy, so how can 
he even complain?” 

“Give me a break,’’ Pete said. ‘‘I relate to him fine. Of course, I’m 
gorgeous too.” 

“Did you talk about anything except cars?”’ 

“What else is there?” 

““You might have tried to get to know Sam, but you didn’t, did you?” 

“T will, next time I see him.”’ 

““No you won’t, he’s too beautiful for any man to want to get to know 
him. It’s the unconscious, or conscious, envy factor.” Jazz sighed. “‘Sam 
says that all exchanges of small talk he has with other men are always stiff, 
or at best superficial, because they can’t look at him—I mean literally 
look at his face or into his eyes—the way they can with other guys .. . 
they’re afraid they’ll seem to be staring. And they can’t talk about girls 
with him because they assume that he’ll always have the edge on them 
with any woman. And they think he’s too beautiful to have any brains, so 
they don’t discuss serious things’. . . only sports, cars, and the weather. 
The only man who talks to him semi-seriously is his agent, and then only 
about money. It’s a terrible thing to be that beautiful.” 

“No shit,’”’ Pete said kindly. 

“It gets worse. Sam says that he didn’t ask to be born beautiful, that it’s 
a kind of curse, but that there’s nothing he can do about it except to 
accept the fact that no one outside of his family will ever, ever fully 
understand the real him. It’s like being some kind of freak, set apart from 
the rest of the human race. People sneak peeks at him as if he were an 
animal in a zoo. He intimidates most people, you know—too much 
beauty scares people—they flutter around him all flustered, as if he 
weren't flesh and blood, but what can he do or say to reassure them 
without admitting that he knows why they’re acting that way? So it’s a 
double bind. God, I feel so sorry for him.” 

“You two talk about this problem a lot?’’ Pete inquired. 

‘Naturally . . . it’s always on his mind, and with all the massive pub- 
licity he’s been getting lately, it’s going to be worse and worse, with no 
end in sight.” 

“But you understand him, don’t you? Isn’t that ease : 
“Sam says that even I can’t really, truly understand what it’s like. He 
thinks I’m so lucky just to be very, very pretty—because that’s on an 
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understandable human scale—but that if I were really beautiful, like Mi- 
chelle Pfeiffer, I’d almost be able to feel the reality of what he goes | 
through, even though it’s much more culturally acceptable to be a beauti- 
ful woman than a beautiful man.” 

‘He told you that you weren't as beautiful as Michelle Pfeiffer!’’ 

‘Pete, I appreciate the compliment, but face it, I’m not.”’ | 

“Look, honey, if I get to come back in another life, I want to be | 
Michelle Pfeiffer, but to me you’re more beautiful than she is because I 
love you, and we don’t even fuck, so to a guy who—enjoys your favors— 
you should be much, much more beautiful.’ 

“‘Sam’s just being realistic. He’s an honest guy, and I don’t mind his | 
being analytical, explaining it to me.” 

‘Yeah, over and over and over, it seems to me.” 

“Not that often,’’ Jazz said with exasperation. ‘‘It’s not the only thing 
we talk about.”’ 

“What else do you talk about?” Pete asked casually. He could hardly 
wait to tell Mel all this stuff. 

“His work. The different scripts he turns down. What would be the 
next right career move for him—that’s critical when you're so beautiful, 
because you don’t want to be cast just as a beauty—Sam has to do some 
serious decision-making. He’s thinking that maybe he should do a charac- 
ter part, even play a second banana in a serious political statement film 
with a major European director—like a Costa-Gavras—to try to break the 
mold. He’ll never get an Oscar if he isn’t accepted as an actor first, a 
beauty second.” 

“Good thinking.” 

“Yeah, but will anyone ever give him credit? Look how people still 
talk about Paul Newman’s blue eyes before anything else, and they aren’t 
half as blue as Sam’s. Critics call Sam things like ‘painfully beautiful,’ 
whatever that’s supposed to mean.”’ 

“You going to bring him to Mel’s wedding?’ Pete asked hopefully. 
This he had to see with his own eyes. 

“It wouldn’t be fair—he’d upstage the bride.” 

“T guess you're right,’’ Pete said. He looked at Jazz sitting next to him, 
her bare legs drawn up so that her chin rested on her knees, her arms 
clasped around her calves. She had on white shorts, a navy camp shirt and 
bright red Keds. Her hair had been pushed back and tied in a knot of 
string, and her profile was grave and concerned. Now this girl, he 
thought, was painfully beautiful, if he’d ever seen that sight, because it 
gave him such a permanent and acute pain that he’d never had a decent 
shot at her. If only he’d met her when she wasn’t getting over another 
man, their lives would have been entirely different. Maybe he wasn’t 
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right for Jazz, probably he wasn’t good enough for her, but, oh, how he 
wished she’d had a fair chance to find out before they became ‘‘just 
friends.’ 

Next chance he got, Pete thought, he was going to throw Gabe down 
a flight of stairs. Or run him over. Whichever was most likely to kill him. 
And hurt the most. 


Jazz sat on a bench watching the shoppers stream into the South Coast 
Plaza at the entrance opposite I. Magnin’s, where a hillside of weeping 
ficus trees were planted, their festive leaves still as green as springtime in 
the early, still-slanting light of a cool December day. 

Two days ago, Mike Kilkullen had driven up to Los Angeles to take 
Jazz out to dinner. Such an action Jazz had found uncharacteristic of her 
father, particularly since he expected her to come down to the ranch for 
the weekend. He had picked Le Chardonnay, on Melrose Avenue, one of 
the best and most charming French restaurants in the city, ordered a 
particularly good bottle of wine, and, under her amused, suspicious and 
loving eyes, proceeded to discuss nothing of importance for the next half 
hour. There was no way to rush him into whatever he wanted to talk 
about, Jazz decided, without seeming to be meddling in his private life. 

When Mike Kilkullen gathered up his courage and announced to his 
daughter that he and Red Appleton were going to get married, Jazz felt a 
rush of unequivocal delight. She’d suspected that this development was 
in the wind for many weeks, but she hadn’t been sure how she’d feel 
when she heard the actual words. Now she was swept by joy for the two 
of them and something more: relief from a heavy responsibility she had 
accepted but never fully admitted to herself, a responsibility for shielding 
her father from his essential loneliness. 

In the years following her mother’s death, Jazz had missed her desper- 
ately, but as she grew older, her emotions had grown less and less vio- 
lent, until she had finally accepted and absorbed her loss. But Mike 
Kilkullen: had never seemed to be able to let go of Sylvie, even after 
twenty years. There had always been an underlying melancholy, an ache 
of unresolved pain that Jazz was keenly aware of, a sadness no daughter 
could or should ever be dear enough to dispel. 

But now, at last, there was Red and his almost boyish love for her, dear 
Red, so newly relaxed and radiant, Red with her growling, sweet-ass 
Texas drawl and her gift for salty wisecracks, Red who so visibly adored 
him; Red, sophisticated but essentially down-home, who would fill his 
life with unexpected, spontaneous fun and leave no room for him to 
grow into the hermit rancher that he might well have become without a 


270 


wife. With Red, Mike Kilkullen would never again be all alone, except — 
for a daughter who visited on weekends. He would rely infinitely less on | 
Jazz for his happiness, and that, she thought, was a good and necessary _ 
thing, and yet it would never alter her own special relationship with him. 

Jazz had immediately telephoned Red from the restaurant to tell her | 
how happy the news had made her. As they talked, they realized that 
they hadn’t spent a minute alone together, without men around, and they 
decided to meet to do some Christmas shopping together this Friday. 

Red must be late, Jazz told herself, and looked at her watch. No, she 
was just impatient to set her eyes on the new bride-to-be. This morning, 
with beds of freshly planted snapdragons all in bloom, with its scented air 
and cheerful crowds, felt like an unexpected school holiday, and Jazz was 
doubly glad that she’d been able to close the studio yesterday, on Thurs- 
day night. Next Monday she had to leave for New York and conferences 
with the Pepsi people. 

Phoebe had insisted that Jazz go to New York now, instead of waiting 
until early January, when the Pepsi advertising agency’s creative team 
would come to California where most of the campaign would be shot. 
Phoebe had decreed, in her most knowing and impressive manner, that it 
was vital for Jazz to meet certain of the Pepsi executives on their home 
ground. 

“You've got to get to know all the key players in advance, press the 
actual flesh, so that if you run into any trouble, you have personal rela- 
tionships to fall back on in the client’s camp,’’ Phoebe had instructed 
Jazz, so emphatically that Jazz didn’t argue. 

Her rep was a control freak, Jazz thought, but since it was just for this 
ability to see wheels within wheels that she paid her, and since Phoebe 
had negotiated the highest fee for commercial work that Jazz had ever 
been paid, she had reluctantly agreed. 

As highly visible and expensive as the campaign would be, Jazz antici- 
pated no problems on the creative side. She had done some trial shots, 
using her studio assistants as stand-ins for the celebrities, employing the 
new, seemingly off-the-cuff, casual, Peeping Tom technique that the 
agency and the client had loved for its innovative freshness. However, 
Phoebe had been adamant that she spend three days in New York, so 
depart she would. 

“‘Jazz!"’ an excited voice called, and pulled her out of her thoughts. She 
jumped up and ran to meet Red, who had just turned her car over to the 
parking attendant. The two women embraced each other with that flus- 
tered mixture of complicated and not easily expressed emotions that af- 
fect a man’s grown daughter and the woman who is going to marry him, 
but whatever they saw in each other’s faces instantly assured them that 
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their new relationship was going to be a heightened continuation of their 
old, easy friendship. 

“Jazz, 1 can’t tell you what I was going through until you phoned the 
other night! I was sitting at home without a single fingernail left to gnaw 
on, imagining how you were going to take the news. Sweetie pie, I had 
some real scary Tennessee Williams scenarios going through my head.”’ 

“T wish you'd been there to see Dad working himself up to it.’’ Jazz 
laughed at the memory of her sheepish father, who had suddenly turned 
grimly formal, almost Victorian. ‘‘He all but asked me for your hand in 
marriage. I wonder why he thought I’d be surprised or anything but 
thrilled?” 

“Some daughters have been known not to be so generous with their 
daddies. Mike wanted to tell you without me there. Just the two of you.” 

“But it’s been just the two of us for much, much too long. Oh, Red, 
darling Red, it feels so right to have you in the family! The Kilkullens 
need you. But look, we can’t just stand here, people are beginning to fall 
over us. We’d better walk as we talk.”’ 

The two women strolled along the wide, tree-lined entrance to the vast 
shopping complex, an enclosed space that was far too grand to be called a 
mall, anchored by six large department stores, among which ran three 
levels of row upon row of world-famous boutiques; an Orange County 
version of all the streets of Beverly Hills’ Golden Triangle. 

They stopped in front of Alfred Dunhill of London, struck immedi- 
ately by the window display of handsome leather jackets. Red started to 
enter the store. 

‘Red, don’t move!”’ Jazz said in a voice of authority. ‘‘Remember, on 
the phone we promised each other that we’d get the bulk of our Christ- 
mas shopping done today, and if we go into a store before we know what 
we're doing, chaos will follow. Now, I assume you have a list of the 
people you’re buying presents for, with the approximate amounts of what 
you want to spend alongside each name.” 

“Why, Lord have mercy, I wouldn’t leave home without it. I assume 
you have a list like that too, sweetie pie.’’ Red looked haughty. 


“‘Naturally.”’ 
“Then show it to me,’’ Red demanded. 
“T believe I forgot to bring it . . . in the excitement of the moment 


. . a perfectly natural omission. In fact, I forgot to make it.’’ 

“Me too.”’ 

“IT knew it! And I was worried that you might be totally organized, like 
Phoebe.” 

“Who's Phoebe?” 

“Oh, Red! Somebody new I can complain to about Phoebe! Heaven! 
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Bliss! But I'll save it for the next time . . . you won’t believe the sheer 
horror of Phoebe without an hour of details, and I don’t want to distract 
us from making headway with Christmas. There are only ten days left.” 

“I don’t really need a list,” Red confessed. ‘‘I ordered the presents for 
my folks and my brothers and their kids in Texas by catalogue long ago, 
so I’m just shopping for Mike, and a little something for Casey.” 

“Would you believe that I have to get presents for five men?” Jazz 
asked. ‘Mel and Pete, my partners; Sam, my . . . I suppose you'd have 
to call him my boyfriend—more or less; Casey, my I don’t know what, 
but he’s a cousin anyway and I have to get him some tiny little token; and 

“What about this Phoebe? Does she get a present?” 

“A canary. To match her hair. Or maybe I should just stuff it in her 
mouth, as a small warning. Hell! I forgot Valerie and Fernanda and all 
their kids! At the ranch for Christmas week—Dad told me but I blocked 
it out as usual. That means—oh no!—that makes ten more presents on 
top of the five men!” 

“Why did you have to remind me?” Red moaned. “‘If I was terrified of 
your reaction, how do you think I feel about your sisters? They couldn’t 
be coming at a worse time. I haven’t seen them since the Fiesta. . . 
they’re going to sincerely hate me, I just know it, but Mike says I’m 
being silly. He hasn’t even told them yet, just you and Casey.” 

“What's Dad planning? Not, I hope, a surprise announcement on 
Christmas Eve? Please, Red, darling, please promise me it isn’t some- 
thing like that.” 

“T have the awful feeling that it is. He’s been resolutely mysterious and 
humming to himself. Carols, Christmas carols . . . they make my blood 
run cold. You know how stubborn your father is, sweetie. I’ve never 
loved another man, not really, not like I love Mike, but even you've got 
to admit that he has one minor fault—he likes to have his own way. I 
can't get a word out of him about what he’s going to do, and I’ve tried 
every which way. He never realized it, but at the Fiesta those two vixens 
were sitting there glaring at me like Cinderella’s wicked stepsisters, when 
all Mike and I were doing was dancing together. What’s it going to be 
like when they find out?” 

“Red, remember the first time we worked together, the time you were 
the editor and I was the photographer and we took three models to the 
Virgin Islands to do resort wear? A hurricane struck, the electricity went 
out, there wasn’t any running water, the makeup artist and hair stylist 
broke up their long love affair and the models all got food poisoning?” 

“How could I forget?” 

“It probably won't be quite that bad.” Jazz grinned fiendishly. 
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“Gee, Jazz, thanks.” 

“I'd be wrong not to warn you . . . and we survived the hurricane. 
And we got the pictures. Personally, I can’t wait to see my sisters’ faces, 
but you’d be better off averting your eyes. Look, they'll never dare be 
nasty to you in front of Dad. And I promise, on my honor, I'll never 
leave you alone with them. I’ll buy you a whole set of Lakers sweats and a 
purple satin jacket. You can wear them the whole time and I’ll wear 
mine. We'll form a Gang of Two.” 

“Thanks . . . but I hate it that Mike’s caught in the middle. You 
know how much store he sets by his family.” 

“That he does, little as they deserve it, but they’ll hardly ever’ be 
around . . . a maximum of twice a year for brief appearances, duty vis- 
its. If you’d just do the right thing and have a baby, they might boycott 
the ranch for a while.” 

“What?” 

“You heard me.”’ 

“You want me to have a baby?” Red asked, astonished. 

“I'd adore it. You've never had any children—don’t you want one?” 
Jazz asked. After all, Red was forty-one and presumably she should be 
fixated on immediate reproduction, if the television show ‘‘thirtysometh- 
ing,” her chief sociological guide, was right about what women of that 
age really wanted. 

“I’m ... honestly not sure. I want to be with Mike, always, all the 
time. Wherever he is, whatever he’s doing, I'll be keeping busy and 
waiting, more or less patiently, until he shows up. That’s the only thing 
I’m positive of right now. Why would he want a baby around now, 
distracting me from him? And why would I want to divide my time?” 
Red looked puzzled. Should she want a baby? Wouldn’t she have had one 
by now if she did? 

“Hold those thoughts . . . my TV-network prime-time sources say 
you've got three or four more years to decide. Now I think it’s safe to go 
into Dunhill’s. Since you've got practically nothing to buy yourself, you 
can advise me,” 

. The two women entered the shop and circled around with the narrow- 
eyed, radar-like, concentrated gaze of expert shoppers, a look that keeps 
equally experienced salespeople from approaching them too quickly. 
Women like these two, the Dunhill salesmen knew, didn’t want to be 
interrupted until they saw something they liked, and then, at that very 
instant, they would expect to be waited on. One alone was bad enough; 
two together were certain hell, since that meant both of them had to be 
convinced. They were the kind, he guessed from their sternly critical 
expressions, who believed that a good opinion was too precious a thing 
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to waste. What’s more, from the way they were both dressed, in those 
easy, flapping, slouchy, on-the-verge-of-sloppy trousers, vests and jackets 
that screamed genuine Armani, they’d only want the very best. 

‘Jazz . . . what do you think?” Red help up a cashmere cardigan in a 
subdued Argyle pattern. 

*‘He’d never wear it. Too busy.”’ 

“I didn’t think so either. What about this?” She held up a solid blue 
cable-stitched cashmere pullover. 

“Yes indeed,” Jazz approved. 

‘‘May I help you?” the salesman asked, seeing his opening. 

“Do you have this in a forty-two?” 

“Certainly, madam.” 

“Good. I'll take it. Jazz, what about these Glen plaid cashmere muf- 
flers?’”’ Red asked. 

““Dad’s not the muffler type.” 

“But they’re so beautiful! I love them.” 

“TI know. Men’s clothes are so much nicer than women’s. I’d get one 
for Pete, but it’s too elegant. He dresses as if he’s leaving on an Outward 
Bound expedition, even when he goes dancing. Especially when he goes 
dancing. Look, if you give me this one and I give you that one, we'll have 
finished our shopping for each other—does that sound too unsentimental 
to you?” 

‘““You’re on!’’ Red was enchanted to find another female who under- 
stood that the only gift to give a woman you really cared about was 
something you were dying to buy for yourself. She handed the two 
splendid lengths of cashmere to the salesman, who was beginning to 
reconsider his opinion of these ladies. 

‘Jazz, just look at the honey color of the wood on this box.’’ Red 
turned to the salesman. ‘“‘What is it?”’ 

“It’s a game set, madam. You have all your chips, your cards, your 
dice, everything you need to play any kind of game, and the box itself is 
olivewood burl.”’ 

“Wouldn't it be great for cold winter evenings?’’ Red asked. Jazz nod- 
ded enthusiastically, picturing Red and Mike playing cards in front of a 
fire. ‘‘We’ll have poker parties too. The hacienda needs to have parties in 
it again.”’ She gave the large box to the salesman to put with the other 
things she’d found. 

““May I show you some leather jackets, madam?” 

Jazz and Red both looked at him in amazement. Neither one of them 
would have presumed to buy Mike Kilkullen a leather jacket. He had a 
leather jacket, a well-seasoned leather jacket that he’d worn forever, and 
if he ever decided that he needed a new one, which seemed highly 
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unlikely, he’d certainly buy it for himself. Who knew what a man who 
lived on horseback would want in a leather jacket? It was an absolutely 
personal purchase. 

“You've bought my present, I’ve bought your present, and you bought 
Dad two presents. That leaves me right back where I started,’’ Jazz said 
plaintively. 

“Why don’t you get Casey another one of those mufflers?”’ Red sug- 
gested. ‘‘He dresses so well.”’ 

““No way—didn’t you see the price tag?”’ 

““Sure—two hundred and ninety-five dollars,’ Red said. 

“T can’t possibly spend that much on him . . . he’d misunderstand, 
and I have a law about not creating misunderstandings with Casey.”’ Jazz 
shook her head with determination. 

“It’s a delicate problem,’’ Red mused, “spending money on a man 
unless you’re engaged or married. Too much and you look as if you’re 
overboard, too little and you look as if you don’t really care. In fact, you 
look downright cheap. I’m so glad Mike agreed that I could spoil him as 
much as I wanted .. . if we hadn’t gotten engaged until after Christ- 
mas, I’d only dare to give him a book. Oh, maybe two books, the big, 
expensive, coffee-table kind.”’ 

They walked briskly along the wide interior streets of South Coast 
Plaza. Mountains of beige marble in three different colors had been lev- 
eled to cover the walls; more marble, in shades that contrasted from light 
to medium gray, were inlaid underfoot. Forests of slow-growing fishtail 
palms, fifty-foot giants, grew from the lower level of the plaza to the 
skylights of the upper level, so that walking from shop to shop made 
them feel as if they had been airlifted to Hawaii. Round topiary trees 
constructed from gilded branches and covered with tiny, clear Christmas 
lights were everywhere, and a ring of glittering ficus trees circled the 
Jewel Court, where the wide network of marble walks met under a can- 
opy of stained glass. 

At Vuitton, Red found a majestically simple eighteen-karat gold foun- 
tain pen designed by Gae Aulenti, the Italian woman architect who had 
designed the Musée d’Orsay in Paris. Jazz pronounced it just right for 
her father, but the only item she saw that she wanted to buy was a soft 
cowhide bag, called a Keepall, without any initials on it, that would break 
Casey of his hard-edged, initialed Vuitton luggage habit. However, it was 
far too expensive. But she could buy it for her father, she realized. He 
didn’t have any decent luggage. 

“Where are you two going for a honeymoon?” she asked Red. 

“Oh, Jazz, I don’t know. I’ve been absolutely everywhere five times 
over, and I don’t care, really and truly, if I never see any of it again.”’ 
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Red turned her lovely face shyly toward Jazz. ‘‘I want to start taking 
riding lessons—I grew up in the heart of Houston, but I’ve never been 
on a horse—I want to learn how to sail a boat so I can help crew when 
Mike takes the boat out, and I’m dying to get to work on the gardens— 
they’re the only thing at the ranch that I almost understand. In theory, all 
Texas gals can tell a weed from a flower. So I don’t think I could stand to 
have to go on a honeymoon. Once in any lifetime is enough. Is that awful 
of me? I haven’t actually told Mike yet. There’s so much we haven't 
talked about, because how could we until we actually knew we were 
going to get married? What do you think he'll say?” 

‘He'll be overjoyed,” Jazz said, putting the bag down on the counter 
where she'd found it. Her father wouldn’t have to take the hated vaca- 
tions he had never taken, she thought. If she had needed any additional 
proof that Red was the perfect woman for him—and she hadn’t—this was 
it. ‘‘Why did you wait so long to decide?” she asked curiously. 

‘‘T suspect Mike thought he was too old for me. There’s a twenty-six- 
year difference.” 

“Twenty-four, I do believe.” 

“Oh, all right. Twenty-four. That’s the trouble with old friends . . . 
they know to the minute how old you are. But, sweetie pie, the only 
wisdom I have to pass on to you is that age is relative as well as irrele- 
vant, particularly in Mike’s case.” 

“T don’t even know when you're getting married,’’ Jazz said, surprised. 
“Have you gotten around to talking about that, at least?’ 

““We thought after Christmas, when your sisters and their kids will be 
gone, so that it wouldn't be a big deal, just us and you and Casey and a 
judge, of course.”’ 

“Casey?” 

“Mike wants him to be his best man, and naturally I want you to be my 
maid of honor, and that’s all. Afterwards, we'll go to the Swallows for 
drinks and the El Adobe for dinner. No fuss.”’ 

Jazz frowned. How could it be a real wedding without a production, 
without problems, without confusion? 

“It’s exactly what I want,’’ Red said, understanding her thoughts. ‘‘Be- 
lieve me, I’ve gone the other route and it’s hell.. Whatever is low and 
unworthy in people is brought to the surface by a wedding. They play 
out all their long-hidden family resentments in fighting about things like 
the color of the tablecloth or what kind of cake to have. As for what to 
wear—it’s out-and-out warfare, like The Godfather, only with women.” 

“I’m going to shoot, Mel’s wedding . . . I'll keep your words in 
mind. Sort of a Freudian subtext . ... the inner hostile meaning of the 
marriage ceremony.” 
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**Oh, Jazz, don’t.”’ 

“I was kidding. I’ll know what to avoid, that’s all. Shooting Mel’s 
wedding will be sheer pleasure for me, because it’s all about people I 
love. Come on, Red, I still haven’t accomplished anything.” 

Jazz and Red took an escalator down one level to Tiffany’s, which 
glittered so much that they didn’t even enter. Across from the jewelry 
store, a storefront painted dark green, in the style of a small, old-fash- 
ioned English inn, beckoned. It was a men’s shop called Rosenthal Truitt. 
Jazz scrutinized the window carefully. 

“This is it!’” she exclaimed, as soon as she spotted a pair of suspenders 
made of braided leather. 

Inside she bought the suspenders for Pete, and a belt in the same 
leather in case he wanted to switch, and three sturdy plaid flannel shirts. 
She pounced on brass-and-beechwood shoe trees for Sam, buying him 
four pairs. “Just the right amount to spend, suitably impersonal, yet to- 
tally useful,’’ Jazz announced. “It’s a triumph of exactly the right thing. 
And did you ever hear of a man buying himself shoe trees, or a woman, 
for that matter?” 

“Why don’t you get them for Casey too?’’ Red asked. ‘“‘They don’t 
know each other.” 

‘““No, somehow . . . they’re not Casey. This is Casey,’ Jazz said, hold- 
ing up a supple suede vest in a neutral shade of taupe, with oxhorn 
buttons. The back of the most pleasing garment was silk, printed with a 
tapestry-like design of a pheasant against dark green and red autumn 
foliage. 

Red sighed in admiration of its elegance, understated from the front, 
flamboyant from the back. “‘He’d look wonderful in it. But look, it’s 
three hundred and ninety-five dollars—that’s too much to spend, accord- 
ing to your own law.” 

‘Ah, I know, Red, darling, but now the poor lout has to have some- 
thing special for your wedding, and after all, he’ll never guess in a mil- 
lion years what it cost, I’m taking the price tag off myself right now, and 
you'll never, never tell, you have to promise, and how can I pass it up, 
I’m so tired of shopping that I’m doing myself a favor, and my feet hurt. 
Look, I'll give him this too.” Jazz held up a small book called A Gentle. 
man’s Wardrobe, or, Good Clothes Open All Doors. ‘See, this makes it into a 
joke. He can’t take any gift too seriously if I give it to him with this 
book.”’ 

“T see,” said Red. ‘‘Dimly.” 

“That just leaves Dad and Mel,” Jazz gloated. “I’m almost done with 
the hardest part. Come on, let’s go into Georg Jensen.” 
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Even worldly Red was astonished at the expense of the great Danish 
handmade silver. 

“Let’s get out of here,” she said to Jazz. 

“Don’t you like the silver?” 

“The prices!’” Red exclaimed. 

“T’m getting Mel that tea-and-coffee service.” 

“Are you completely mad?” 

“It’s a wedding present for him and Sharon, not just for Christmas. 
Mel gave me my first break, and I'll never forget it. Just don’t look at the 
price tag.” 

“T didn’t plan to.” 

“But you do think it’s nice, don’t you? Mel and Sharon should like it, 
shouldn’t they?” 

“It’s without question the most beautiful silver I’ve ever seen, except 
for that other set on the tray, which probably costs twice as much.’’ Red 
sounded limp. 

“Red, darling, you look tired. Sit down over there and rest your feet 
while I give the salesman my Visa card. You can be my character witness, 
if I need one.’”’ Rapidly, Jazz bought one service for Mel and the more 
magnificent one for her father and Red. They were getting married too, 
weren't they? And she could damn well afford it. 

“That finishes my list,’’ Jazz said to Red as they left Jensen’s. ‘‘I’ll get 
Dad something in New York.” 

““What about your nieces, your nephews, your sisters and their hus- 
bands?”’ 

“T’ll buy the teenagers’ stuff in Beverly Hills too, more fun for them to 
exchange, which they always do, plus it will get them out of the house for 
a day, and I've just thought of a truly . . . compassionate present to give 
Fernanda and Valerie.”’ 

“What?” 

“Individual subscriptions to Lear’s.”’ 

“The magazine that says on the cover, ‘For the Woman Who Wasn't 
Born Yesterday’?”’ 

“The very one.” 

“If I weren’t too happy to be as much of a bitch as you, sweetie pie, I'd 
go fifty-fifty on them.” 


Lt) 


A... two busy days in New York, Jazz 


decided that she had made enough blood brothers and sisters among the 
Pepsi brass to cut/her visit short by a day and return to Los Angeles on an 
early morning flight, picking up three hours on the flight west. She took a 
taxi from the airport directly to the studio, so that she arrived well before 
lunch on the Friday preceding the Christmas weekend. 

Although Friday was nominally a day of business as usual, Jazz knew 
that at Dazzle, as in offices all over the country, the mood would have 
already swung to the holiday mode and no one would be making an 
attempt at work. The usual Christmas party had been voted down at the 
last partners’ meeting, but she wanted to tell her assistants to go home 
whenever they chose, and to give everyone a hug before she took off for 
the ranch, where she could stay for a four-day weekend. Christmas didn’t 
actually come until Tuesday of next week, and she’d drive back in leisure 
Wednesday morning. People would be digging themselves out from 
Christmas and beginning to think about getting ready for the long New 
Year’s weekend. Perhaps, Jazz ruminated, the two-week holiday season 
of 1990-91 would turn out to be the final reason for the decline of the 
West, the excuse for never working a five-day week again. 

As she opened the glass doors of Dazzle, she almost collided with 
Gabe, who was loaded down with two camera cases and a third case that 
held his collapsible lights. 

“Why all the equipment? No rest for the weary?” Jazz asked pleas- 
antly. 

“Just a gig,” he said, pausing for a moment. 

“With Christmas on a Tuesday and the whole country shutting down 
even as we speak, how come?” Jazz asked, more out of a desire to seem 
normally friendly at this time of the year than from real curiosity. 
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“Gigs don’t respect holidays, not this kind anyway. It’s a party, a 
Christmas housewarming.” 

You? Shooting a party?”’ Now she was truly disbelieving. Why should 
Gabe bother to lie to her about a job? The only kind of party he’d ever 
deign to shoot would be a Summit Meeting. 

“Yeah. Listen, gotta go. I don’t want to be late.”’ 

“O.K. Gabe. Anyway, merry Christmas and have a good time.” Jazz’s 
expression had changed from skepticism to a flash of astonishment that 
she quickly attempted to conceal with an overly bright smile. She had just 
realized, from his sheepish manner, that he truly had been seduced into 
shooting a party. It probably involved some major movie star and a 
gigantic fee, but still, for Gabe to rush off, at Christmas, for something so 
undemanding, so pathetically ordinary, showed her the extent to which 
he had lowered his standards since his return. Although he’d been get- 
ting an increasing number of good, if not great assignments since Phoebe 
had become his rep, apparently he couldn’t afford to turn this job down. 

Gabe caught the expression she’d tried to hide, saw that her smile was 
false and that she was pitying him. To spare his pride Gabe tried to 
enhance his assignment in a flurry of the wen details he'd been pledged 
not to reveal. 

“Seriously, Jazz, it’s a story every photo agency in the world would kill 
to cover. Magic Johnson is throwing a Christmas housewarming tonight 
in his new house. He didn’t want mobs of media attention so he’s kept 
the party a secret for months. He’s invited all the guys who play in the 
charity game he puts on every summer for that Negro College Fund— 
the top stars in basketball and their wives, plus all the Lakers, of course, 
including their kids. He’s flying them out to L.A., but nobody knows 
who else is coming, so it'll be a surprise party . . . a gathering of the 
greatest. Naturally he’s got to have shots of the action so I was tapped for 
the job.” 

“Hey, feel free to fantasize about a lot of things, Gabe, but not about 
something like that.’’ Jazz spoke with bravado mixed with the beginnings 
of incredulous suspicion. 

“So don’t believe me. Anyway, I’d better hit the road. I can’t even 
bring an assistant, but naturally he wants shots minute-by-minute—the 
guys’ expressions when they walk into his place and see who else is there, 
the gorgeous wives getting to know each other, the pick-up game in the 
backyard court, the slam dunk contest, Magic and Michael Jordan playing 
one on one . . . you know, all that regulation, traditional stuff that ev- 
erybody does, plus a few unique touches like Jack Nicholson and Arsenio 
Hall playing twin Santa Clauses, Jerry West and Jerry Buss costumed as 
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Santa’s helpers and the Laker Girls in reindeer outfitt—your average 
monster Christmas housewarming. Somehow I’ll survive it.” 

“Just another Christmas housewarming?” Jazz asked Gabe, her voice 
unsteady. ‘‘That’s really all this means to you?” 

“Come on, Jazz, you don’t expect me to pretend I’m emotionally in- 
volved, do you? It’s a question of the photo credits and the money— 
major money, major credits. For what I’m making . . . let's just say that 
there isn’t a photographer alive who wouldn’t take this gig. Merry Christ- 
mas, Jazz. See you next week.”’ Gabe turned and walked quickly toward 
the parking lot. 

Jazz stood just inside the doors, looking blankly at the unmanned re- 
ceptionist’s desk. She felt Gabe’s words take possession of her, leaving 
her filled with a clear vision of the wonderful surprise party; the new 
house overflowing with epic heroes, dozens of magnificent champions 
united in a special championship that they could find only among their 
peers, glorying in a rare few hours of mid-season relaxation with their 
beautiful wives and swarms of excited children. The thought of the great 
photographs she’d never get to take traveled down through her heart 
and landed in her belly, where she finally experienced it fully, as if she 
had received a violent punch from a huge fist. She walked slowly to an 
upholstered bench and sat down heavily, clumsy with a complex feeling 
of utter betrayal and outrageous disappointment. She felt like a three- 
year-old who had just been smacked across the face. The feeling grew 
and grew until she had to press on her stomach as hard as she could with 
both hands in an attempt to counteract an emptiness that existed with 
more reality than any pain. 

Jazz sat and tried to make logical excuses, in a desperate effort to be 
adult, to be sensible, not to take this as a personal rejection by Magic who 
she had photographed more than half a dozen times during his glorious 
career. She didn’t own Magic, Jazz told herself, just as she didn’t own the 
Lakers just because she’d devoted a week to shooting them for an entire 
special issue of Sports Illustrated in 1988, the year in which they’d won the 
back-to-back championships; she didn’t have a right to expect to be treated 
as special just because she knew every team member personally, just 
because all the dramas and changes in the last two years of Laker basket- 
ball had been played out in her mind and heart. Just because she was as 
lunatic a fan as there was in L.A., just because she felt that each Laker was 
part of her own family, didn’t give her a guaranteed first crack at shoot- 
ing Magic’s party. 

Gabe would do a brilliantly professional job and the fact that he didn’t 
give a damn wouldn’t show in the pictures. She had no exclusive or 
official position with the team. She didn’t need the money or the credit. 
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Gabe, a great, award-winning photojournalist, was an understandable 
choice for Magic to have made, assuming he had made that decision. And 
Gabe certainly had every right to take the job when it was offered to him. 
Yes... every right. 

When it was offered to him. When, exactly when, had that been? How 
could she not have heard some rumor of it in a studio complex in which 
news of what each photographer was doing might well have been broad- 
cast on loudspeakers every morning, for the amount of privacy that ex- 
isted? 

Where was everybody? Although Sandy, the receptionist, was not any- 
where around, it was still far too early for the studios to be closed. Jazz 
sniffed the air and realized, from the smell of cooking and the sound of 
voices, that there were certainly people, many people, in Mel’s studio on 
the third floor of Dazzle. She’d been too deep in thought to notice. Now 
she took the stairs running, seeing as she passed that her own studio was 
deserted. 

A crowd filled Mel’s studio, where a huge tree had been set up and 
decorated while Jazz was. away. She pushed through the celebrating 
horde. Every assistant was there, as well as a large number of clients from 
all the ad agencies in town and a surprising assortment of her favorite 
models. It sounded as if the party was just getting started; there was a 
mob by the bar and Sharon and a group of free-lance food stylists were 
already busy serving up genuine hot dogs and cheeseburgers under a 
banner that proclaimed ‘““REAL UGLY FOOD.” 

“Jazz, great! You got back for the Christmas party we swore to each 
other we weren’t going to give! Hey, this is terrific!” Pete grabbed her 
and gave her a kiss on each cheek. ‘‘Mel was the first to crack. How come 
you're here? Nobody expected you.” 

“Pete, do you know anything about Magic’s big housewarming?” 

‘“Magic’s giving a party? Where’d you hear that?” 

“Some crazy rumor. Where’s Phoebe?” 

“Over there in a corner talking business with a poor bastard she’s 
trapped from an agency. She hates Christmas, says it’s a waste of time and 
money but trust her never to pass up a free meal. Come on, pretty fe- 
male, let’s do the dirty hula.”’ 

“Later, Pete,” Jazz managed to smile at him. She looked in the direc- 
tion he had indicated and spotted Phoebe, almost hidden by a man in a 
gray suit. Phoebe’s hand was poised persuasively on the man’s arm and 
she wore the dangerous look that all clients inspired in her, halfway 
between a needy orphan and a greedy strumpet. Jazz made her way 
rapidly through the Christmas merry-makers, waving at everyone who 
greeted her, but not stopping until she reached the corner of the studio. 
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“Excuse me,”’ Jazz said to the man in the gray suit. “Would you mind 
terribly if I had a quick private word with our little Phoebe?” 

“No problem,” he said and took off in the direction of the bar. 

“Jazz . . . you're supposed to be in New York.’’ Phoebe’s animated 
face shaped itself into a concerned look. ‘‘Didn’t it go all right?” 

“For an utterly unnecessary trip,’’ Jazz said, standing in front of 
Phoebe, backing her into a corner and spreading her arms toward each 
wall so that she had her rep trapped. ‘‘It went beautifully. I bumped into 
Gabe on the way in here. He told me about the surprise housewarming.” 

“Oh. Yes. That party. Cute idea.” 

“Thrilling.” 

‘Jazz, there’s someone over there I simply have to nab while I can. 
Let’s have a good chat later.’’ Phoebe bent rapidly, trying to duck under 
Jazz’s arm, but Jazz intercepted her move and forced her back against the 
wall. 

“Phoebe, how did Gabe get that job?”’ 

“Some fellow from the Laker management phoned on Magic’s behalf 
and asked if we had a photographer to cover the party. Since you were 
out of town, I talked Gabe into it.” 

“Someone called you? Was that yesterday or the day before?” 

“Yesterday. Unexpectedly. After all, it’s a surprise party.” 

“And just asked if you had a photographer available?” 

“Right. It was one of those crazy last-minute sort of things. If only 
we'd had a little notice . . . well, I know you’d have liked the job but 
you just weren’t around and I had to give them a quick yes or no.”’ 

“You could have phoned me in New York yesterday. I could have 
taken the red eye, been back in plenty of time, or I could have flown 
directly to Detroit,” Jazz said with calm precision. 

“T didn’t think of that . . . and the phone call came awfully late in the 
day, New York time. I’m really sorry Jazz, I guess that should have 
occurred to me, but I knew how busy you were with the Pepsi people 
and there was Gabe with nothing special to do—” 

“Every word you've satd ts a lie.” 

‘Jazz, I see you’re upset, but that’s no reason to insult me!”’ 

“Shut the fuck up, Phoebe. Are you trying to tell me that Magic would 
attempt to give a surprise party on the spur of the moment, considering 
how complicated, how damn near impossible it is to get players here 
from other teams all over the country?” 

“You know me, Jazz, I try to rise above the unimportant details—I just 
look for the essential point of the job.’’ Phoebe tossed her blond split 
ends vigorously. “Even if he had been planning this in advance, he only 
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needed a photographer yesterday. Somebody must have let him down at 
the last minute, is all I can imagine.” 

‘No possible way, Phoebe. It could never happen. If Magic had a 
photographer set, he’d have had one in reserve, maybe two. Few things 
in life have to be as carefully planned as a surprise party, any surprise 
party, and certainly one like this.” 

“Oh, Jazz, you’re blowing this entirely out of proportion.” 

‘‘Magic asked for me first, didn’t he Phoebe?” 

‘Honestly, Jazz, just because you’re a big fan... . 

“He did, didn’t he? I can check it out with one phone call.”’ 

“‘Oh, so what if he did, Jazz! O.K.? Are you satisfied now? Honest to 
God, you make me sick! Here I just got you the biggest commercial 
account you've ever had, you’re going to. be making more money than 
anyone else has ever made on commercial print ads, and you begrudge 
Gabe one little job, just because you want to be at the party yourself. 
Talk about selfish!”’ 

‘“‘How long ago did you throw the job to Gabe?” 

“T didn’t ‘throw him’ the job—I made a career decision based on what 
was best for you, which, I might remind you, is the reason I’ve been so 
successful as your rep ever since you started in this business.” 

“You made a ‘career decision’? No, Phoebe, you talked me into going 
to New York on an unnecessary errand. You got me out of the way so I 
couldn’t hear anything about the surprise housewarming until it was too 
late. You gave Gabe an assignment that Magic wanted me for, a job I'd 
give anything to be doing.” 

“As usual, you're overdramatizing, Jazz. You're making more of this 
than it deserves because you're seeing ghosts, the unlaid ghosts of you 
and Gabe.”’ Phoebe flung her head back and looked Jazz straight in the 
eye, daring her to make more of a fuss. 

“What did you say?” 

“You and Gabe. Do you really think I didn’t know? That’s what this 
childish fuss is all about, isn’t it? Not one job, not one party, but Gabe 
and you and the way it was between you, way back when. Poor Jazz—I 
had no idea that you still cared so much.” 

The two women stared at each other in silence for a second, Phoebe 
with a small, knowing look of amusement that tried to taunt Jazz into 
thinking that the only way to retire from this struggle with her pride 
intact was to abandon it. Instead Jazz. took Phoebe by her prominent 
shoulder bones and held the skimpy flesh steady with her ADEE Her 
voice was calm and low and unmistakably truthful. 

“It has. nothing to do with Gabe. It has to do with trust. We're 
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through, Phoebe. You don’t represent me anymore. I'll send movers to 
clear out the studio next week. Merry Christmas.” 

Jazz released Phoebe gently and walked out of the door of Mel's studio 
knowing that she would never enter Dazzle again. 


“More stew, Casey?” Susie Dominguez asked. 

“No thanks,” he said, looking at Jazz sitting with him at the kitchen 
table. Red and Mike were spending a last night at Red’s house, which 
had been put on the market. Jazz had arrived an hour ago, in time to join 
him for dinner, but she’d been so choked with outrage that she hadn’t 
tasted the excellent lamb stew, so furious about being cheated out of her 
chance to photograph Magic Johnson's Christmas housewarming that she 
literally hadn’t been able to stop talking about it for a minute. 

“If you want my opinion,”’ Susie continued, finally able to break into 
Jazz's monologue, “‘why blame the whole mess entirely on Phoebe? 
You're being much too easy on that bum.”’ 

“Gabe?”’ 

“You know perfectly well I’ve never said his name since’’—Susie 
glanced at Casey—“‘since that misunderstanding you had with him. But 
to my way of thinking, it’s impossible that he didn’t know exactly what it 
meant to you.” 

“T told you, Susie, he’s not interested in basketball.” 

“How long has he been back in Los Angeles?” 

“T haven’t kept track,”’ Jazz said mulishly. 

“Months?” Susie persisted. 

“T guess.”’ 

‘And in all these months, working out of the same place as you, sur- 
rounded by the people who know you best, he hasn’t even heard how 
hooked you are on the team? You've never mentioned the Lakers in his 
hearing? Listen, Jazz, you’ve been a hero-worshiper since Magic was a 
rookie more than ten years ago. I don’t even follow basketball, but I feel 
as if the whole team grew up in my house, I even got a contact depres- 
sion from you when Kareem retired, I know exactly how to pronounce 
Vlade Divak’s name, I hear about it every time A. C. Green gets a 
haircut, not to mention the wonders of gravity defying Orlando Wool- 
rich, bicep-and-tricep king of the NBA, and I try not to pay attention, 
because, as I keep telling you, football’s my game, but I’d have to be deaf 
for it not to sink in. Casey? Has Jazz ever mentioned the Lakers to you?” 

“Constantly. Do you want to know how many triple-doubles Magic 
and Worthy have this season?” 

“No thanks, I’m aware of them. Now let’s say that someone asks you 
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to be the official photographer at Magic’s party—wouldn’t you absolutely 
have to at least wonder if that wasn’t a job that should go to Jazz?” 

“Susie, stop badgering Casey. He doesn’t have to have an opinion on 
this. We’re not taking a vote here.” 

“I'd know,”’ Casey said. “I wouldn’t wonder, I'd know.” 

“But Gabe wasn’t told about the job until the last minute,’’ Jazz ob- 
jected. ‘‘Phoebe set the whole thing up.” 

‘How could she have counted on that bum being around and avail- 
able?”’ Susie asked. “‘If he really didn’t know about it, he might have 
gone out of town for Christmas. Then Phoebe would have had to turn 
the Lakers down, and they’d have used another photographer. She’d 
have lost her rep’s fee, which would be cutting her own throat. So, 
according to your own reasoning, when Magic asked for you and she 
gave it to that bum, it must have been a sure thing, set up a long time in 
advance.” 

“Good God, Susie, you sound like Agatha Christie,’ Jazz objected 
vehemently. “You should have been a rep yourself.”’ 

“Insults so soon, and the weekend hardly started.”’ 

“I’m sorry, Susie—I should stop talking about it. At least Bill Laimbeer 
won't be. invited either. I’ll put it behind me. Sorry to be so boring. I'll 
see the pictures in the newspapers.” 

“You just don’t want to blame him,”’ Susie insisted rebelliously. ‘You 
still buy his line.”’ 

“Damn it, Susie, stop nagging at me!” Jazz jumped up from the 
kitchen table, turned on her heel and took off in the direction of the 
living room. 

“‘Now I’ve gone and done it,” Susie said to Casey after a minute’s 
remorseful silence. ‘‘I made her feel even worse. But that bum—between 
us, that bum’s strictly a no-good son of a bitch!” 

““Mike told me about Gabe,’’ Casey said. 

“Then you understand my feelings. How she can even talk to him after 
what he did, I’ll never understand.” 

“Susie, aren’t you being . . . overprotective? Their romance, or 
whatever you want to call it, took place more than ten years ago. Weren't 
they allowed to fall in love and fall out of love just like other people do?”’ 

“Sure. When Jazz went away with him, that’s what I told Mr. Kilkul- 
len. I said all the kids are doing stuff like that, you've got to accept it. But 
when they were planning to get married and Mr. Kilkullen flew over to 
Paris and then came back almost before he’d left, with poor Jazz—look- 
ing like she’d never recover—deserted by that bum the night before the wea- 
ding—no! That’s where I drew the line. Nobody can do that to my girl! 
That’s not falling out of love, Casey, that’s unforgivable.” 
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““Mike never actually said they were planning to get married."’ Casey 
spoke slowly. 

“That's not the sort of thing I get wrong, Casey. I don’t know how 
long it took Jazz to get over that louse.”’ 

“Maybe she never did.”’ 

““Who knows? What a family! How about some cherry pie, as Agent 
Cooper would say.” 


Casey joined Jazz, who was deep in thought in front of the fire. He could 
see from her brooding expression that she hadn’t been able to take her 
own advice and put the matter behind her. Her face was pale with fa- 
tigue, she obviously hadn’t thought about touching her makeup since 
she'd left Mel’s studio, and her eyes were tight with unshed tears, He 
imagined that she’d looked like this when she'd been a little girl and 
someone had hurt her feelings but she’d refused to cry. He felt that he 
knew things about her that no one had ever told him, least of all Jazz. 
Had she always been so proud, so defended, so difficult to reach, so 
burdened with memories? He had to make her smile. 

“Would you like to hear me sing again?’’ Casey offered. ‘‘I know the 
lyrics and music to everything Rodgers and Hart ever wrote—also Har- 
old Arlen, the Gershwins—anything Ella Fitzgerald can sing divinely, I 
can sing badly.” 

“You're being very sweet.’’ Jazz looked up and really noticed him for 
the first time that evening. ‘The multitalented Casey Nelson, snappy 
dresser, Cow Boss and occasional troubadour.”’ 

“T can tell you’re not in the mood for music. Would you like to play 
two-handed solitaire? Saddle up a couple of horses and go for a moon- 
light ride? Play spin-the-bottle?”’ 

““Nope.”’ 

“We could go to the Swallows and trade the world’s oldest dirty jokes. 
Muy atmosferico. We could watch television—I'd let you flip the channels. 
Or we could take a hot bubble bath. My tub is plenty big enough for 
two.” 

““Nope.”’ 

“We could trim the tree.”’ 

“Tt’s all trimmed. Who did it?” 

“Red, Mike, Susie . . . I strung the lights.”’ 

“Oh, you sucker,” Jazz said mockingly. Casey felt triumph. Mockery 
was close to smiling. 

“They saw me coming,"’ Casey admitted. “‘Next year I’m going to get 
new lights.”’ 
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‘“‘Next year you won't be here.” 

“Right.” 

“You'd really forgotten, hadn’t you?” 

“Yeah, I was thinking of something else.”’ 

‘How come you didn’t go home for Christmas?” Jazz asked. 

“It seemed like too long a flight for just a weekend,”’ Casey replied. 

‘Too long for a four-day weekend? Wouldn’t Dad give you any extra 
time on either end?”’ 

“I didn’t ask—figured I’d better stay here. A Cow Boss should be 
constantly available, like a gynecologist. Come on, Jazz, let's go and poke 
around in the archives. There are some photographs of yours I'd like to 
look at again.” 

‘You've finally made the right offer,” Jazz said, with determination to 
change her mood. She unwound herself from the depths of the chair in 
which she’d been huddled as Casey tried to get her to cheer up. “‘I’ll go 
and brush my hair and splash some water on my face and I’ll join you 
there—Dad said you had a key.” 

A few minutes later they sat on the bench beside the long wooden 
table, opening a portfolio of Jazz’s photographs from 1976, the year Jazz 
was fifteen. 

“Those five little kids are Fernanda’s boys and Valerie’s girls,’’ Jazz 
explained. ‘“‘Heidi, Fernanda’s youngest, wasn’t born yet. They were 
here for a few weeks during that summer and I never stopped taking 
pictures of them. There’s nothing like shooting kids before they’re old 
enough to be self-conscious. You'll meet them all on Sunday, when all 
the family descends on us, but-you’ll never be able to recognize them 
from these shots.”’ 

‘‘T saw them at the Fiesta, all but Heidi—but I was a little confused that 
night.” 

“You were a perfect asshole that night!”’ Jazz smiled at last, and Casey 
shoved the portfolio gently out of his way. He was going to seduce this 
foulmouthed, sad, magnificent, obstinate, antic girl under any roof in the 
world including the Sistine Chapel, he thought as he began to slide to- 
ward her on the bench. 

“Anyway,” Jazz continued, ‘Sam will be meeting them for the first 
time. I pray that the girls don’t act too impressed, but that’s probably too 
much to hope for. Fernanda, of course, can be trusted to make an utter 
fool of herself.”’ 

“Sam?” Casey’s progress along the bench halted. 

“T felt sorry for him, all alone at Christmas, homesick for Australia, so I 
invited him for Christmas Eve and Christmas Day.” 

“That was thoughtful of you.” 
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“It seemed like the decent thing to do,’”’ Jazz answered with what 
seemed to Casey to be a smug, shifty, self-satisfied look. He closed the 
portfolio and went over to the shelves on which all the others were 
ranged by the hundreds. He fumbled as he returned it to its place, 
stunned by the emotion he felt. At random he started poking around 
among the portfolios, his back to Jazz, afraid that if he turned to face her, 
she’d be able to read the jealousy he knew must be visible on his face, a 
jealousy he had no right to feel. No right at all. 

“Come on, let’s see something from—I know—1910, before World 
War I,” Jazz commanded, as she had once conjured up past worlds from 
her father after dinner, and lived for hours in Hugh Kilkullen’s photo- 
graphs. 

“Let’s see . . . 1910... . that should be on the top shelf,’’ Casey 
said, relieved by the distraction. He searched at length for the 1910 
portfolio, and as he finally pulled it out, he noticed another portfolio that 
had slipped down behind the shelf and had become wedged in behind 
the many albums that covered the wartime period at the ranch. It was not 
green, like the others, but brown and almost invisible against the wood. 
He would never have noticed it if he hadn’t been deliberately taking 
longer than he needed so that no trace of his jealousy would remain for 
Jazz to read. “‘Look, Jazz, here’s a lost sheep.”’ He put it on the table in 
front of her. ‘‘Have you ever seen this before? It doesn’t seem to belong 
with the others.”’ 

““No! Never! How strange, it’s not even the same size as the others. 
Wait a minute, Casey—look at what’s written on it—‘Amilia Moncada y 
Rivera’—my great-grandmother! That was her maiden name. She must 
have owned it before she married Hugh Kilkullen. And look, it has a 
date on it—1883. He was born in 1864, so she must have been a very 
young woman then. Help me get this open, for Pete’s sake,”’ Jazz said 
excitedly, struggling with a ribbon that threatened to crumble as she 
tried to untie the complicated knot. 

The ribbon yielded finally, and Jazz opened the portfolio with impa- 
tient fingers. It had four accordion-pleated compartments, and she saw 
immediately that although two of them contained photographs, the oth- 
ers held various kinds of papers, most of them brightly colored. ‘Some 
things never change,” Jazz sighed with pleasure, recognizing what they 
were as soon as she saw them. “‘Amilia kept her valentines. Look how 
beautiful they were. Have you ever seen valentines like these?’’ She 
lifted each elaborate, lacy, embossed card with the tips of her fingers, 
scanned their old-fashioned designs and opened them up to see the dif- 
ferent names that had been signed to them. “‘Amilia has always had a 
reputation as the flirt of the family. Oh, and Casey, look, a bundle of 
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letters. Maybe they’re love letters. I hope they’re all from Hugh Kilkul- 
len, but I wouldn’t bet on it. This ribbon is just too pretty and too tightly 
wound to tackle now. I’d make a mess of it. What's this?’’ She held up 


two sheets of yellowed paper. ‘‘It’s in Spanish, but look at that compli-. 


cated handwriting. It would take me a day to try to figure it out. I can 
speak ranch Spanish with the vaqueros, and I took traditional Spanish in 
school, but I don’t think I could. translate this. It’s to Amilia from, oh, 
Casey, it’s signed Juanita Isabella—my great-great-grandmother! She was 
Valencia’s daughter, the girl Michael Kilkullen married when he bought 
this ranch. Now, why do you suppose Amilia kept a letter from her 
mother-in-law?”’ 

‘Maybe it contained a list of signesione for keeping Kilkullen men 
happy, from a Spanish woman’s point of view.’ 

Jazz lifted her eyebrows pityingly at him. “‘For some reason, that seems 
to be a typically unimaginative male remark.’’ She put the valentines and 
the letters scrupulously back inside the portfolio and pulled out the pho- 
tographs that were in the other compartments, and laid them out on the 
table. There was a silence as she and Casey studied the pictures that were 
over a century old. 

“It’s a good thing she labeled them,”’ Jazz finally remarked. 

“What a large family,’’ Casey said. 

‘And what terrible pictures! My God, these people look as if they’d 
been electrocuted first and stuffed afterwards. And the lighting is so bad 
you can barely make out their faces. They’re almost all members of her 
own family. Look, here’s one of Hugh Kilkullen. I’ve never seen him 
look so young in any of his self-portraits. Amilia must have taken it 
before they were married. He looks dashing, from the little you can see 
of him.”’ 

“He looks like your father would if he had dark hair and a mustache,” 
Casey said. 

“Doesn't he, though? Hugh Kilkullen’s own pictures make you realize 
how far ahead of his time he was. Well, even if these aren’t good pictures, 
it’s fascinating to have them. Look, here’s one of Amilia’s parents, my 
great-great-grandparents on the Spanish side. I think the Irish genes dom- 
inated.’ Jazz sighed. ‘‘It would have been great to discover a great- 
grandmother with talent.”’ 

“That way you could say it came down from the. female line.”’ 

“Right. Well, let’s put everything back. I’ll show them to Dad when I 
get a chance.” 

Jazz closed the portfolio, not daring to try to tie the ribbon. Casey put 
it back on the shelf with the larger, green portfolios from 1910. 

“T don’t think I’ve ever been so tired, Casey,’’ Jazz said. “‘I just realized 


—EEE 


291 


that I’m still on New York time—my day started a dozen years ago. I'd 
better try to get some sleep.”’ 

‘‘Next time I go on a treasure hunt, I'll take a girl who can stay awake 
later than eight o’clock,’’ Casey grumbled ashe turned off the light of the 
archive room and locked the door. 

How many points do you get for being a good sport, he.asked himself. 
Jazz designed a weary good night in the air and started off to her room. 
Two hundred? No, dickhead, minus two hundred. 


Although she had felt a wave of utterly draining fatigue in the archive 
room, Jazz realized that it was still only nine in the evening as she fin- 
ished her bath and got ready for bed. She didn’t know whether to push 
herself to stay up until a reasonable hour and get back on California time, 
or to give in and go to sleep early. Absently she opened the Christmas 
present Pete had thrust into her tote bag as they talked in Mel’s studio 
during the party. Black satin pajamas and a matching robe, man-tailored 
and bound with an edging of white satin. Pleasure lit- her face. In the 
language of lingerie, this ensemble made an open but nonaggressive 
declaration of desire. Good old Pete. He never stopped trying. She put 
them on, and they felt so delicious, slithering over her body, that she 
decided that. nothing was more important than going to bed. 

Jazz woke up with a bump three hours later, an abrupt surfacing into 
total consciousness that informed her that there would be.no easy return 
to sleep, not even.in this bed, in which she usually slept better than 
anywhere else in the world. It was midnight on her alarm clock, so it was 
three in the morning in New York, and everyone knew that the worst 
possible time to wake up was three in the morning, an hour that had a 
way of distorting thoughts, of bringing up ideas that would never be 
given house room during the day. And yet, as she lay in bed, her eyes 
wide open, she was aware that she felt mysteriously and deeply happy, as 
if she’d had a marvelous dream that she couldn’t remember, which had 
colored her awakening. 

Jazz reached down and picked up some of the. patchwork pillows she 
had pushed onto the floor just before she dove into sleep, stuffed them 
behind her, and sat up in bed to check out her thoughts. Happiness like 
this, after her hellish morning, had to be accounted for. She probed 
gently at the whole mess of Gabe and Phoebe and their heist of the party 
shoot. 

Of course, Susie. was right; she just hadn’t been able to face the whole 
truth at dinner. Gabe must have known what he was doing. Almost the 
first words she’d said to him when he’d shown up at her apartment had 
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concerned the Lakers. She’d even been wearing her Lakers T-shirt. Of 
course, Gabe would always behave in a Gabe-ish way, Phoebe in a 
Phoebe-ish way. The only method for dealing with people like those two 
was either to accept them with a shrug or stop having anything to do with 
them. Like bedbugs. 

She had chosen the latter course. It had been a clean decision, instantly 
arrived at, and in a final way, Jazz realized that they were truly out of her 
life. The bruised, battered emotions she’d brought back to the ranch had 
vanished. She still yearned to see Magic’s housewarming surprise party, 
but that wish had been relegated to the never-never-land of unfulfilled 
wishes, the equivalent of owning good season tickets to the Forum. 
Wishes? Had she dreamed about wishes? The word had rung a tiny, 
maddening bell of dream memory as it came into her mind, Jazz thought, 
but she couldn’t capture anything more, although her feeling of unac- 
counted-for happiness remained as strong as ever. 

Jazz's thoughts turned to Sam Butler. Perhaps she felt happy because 
he’d be coming down to the ranch for the first time on Monday. He’d 
been in a tormented state the last time she’d seen him. He’d agreed to do 
a comedy for Guber-Peters in which he’d play a male model who con- 
founds expectations by becoming a real-estate tycoon, but he’d been 
overcome by contract-signer’s remorse. 

“It was the worst career move I could have made,” he insisted miser- 
ably to Jazz. “‘I still don’t know how those brass assholes convinced me 
that it would be good for me to play against the typical thinking about 
male models, but I was bloody well had. Then I talked to this inter- 
viewer, and he told me that actors invariably expose their real selves, not 
in an interview, where they can hide, but in their choice of roles, which 
is, according to him, a fatal revelation of who they really are. So I had to 
ask myself if Redford would ever have agreed to play a male model, and 
I had to admit that he wouldn't. In fact, no bugger of a producer would 
have had the bloody nerve to ask him.” 

Jazz smiled at the thought of Sam and his career agonies. Oh, they 
were real, all right, as real as the agonies of any ordinary-looking man, 
and she tried to be as sympathetic as she would be to Mel or Pete, but he 
had a way of—was it just overdramatizing them? A way of making them 
seem not quite real. It wasn’t anything he could help, she thought pity- 
ingly, poor Sam, a very large, very normal Australian trapped in the face 
and body of a great beauty. Ancient Greece would have been the right 
time and place for him to have been born, she decided, although it would 
never do to tell him that. His sense of humor wouldn’t make the stretch. 

No, thinking about Sam only made her queasy. The almost-unprece- 
dented gathering of the whole family over Christmas had never promised 
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to be a feast of good feelings, and the addition of Sam, an unknown 
element, might prove a welcome distraction or it might prove a disaster. 
She wished that she hadn’t impulsively invited him when he’d told her so 
plaintively that he couldn’t go home for the holidays, home where he was 
treated just like everyone else. How would her father take to Sam? But 
why should she worry about that? He only had eyes for Red. Why not 
worry about something real, like whether or not Sam and Casey would 
be civil to each other? 

Casey! Jazz sat bolt upright inher bed as a fragment of her dream came 
back to her. She’d been sitting on the piano bench with Casey, and he’d 
been singing ‘“There’s a Small Hotel’ and he’d just finished the second 
line, about the wishing well, and then—she couldn’t remember beyond 
Casey singing, ‘I wish that we were there, together.’’ Her chin had been 
leaning on his shoulder. 

Jazz closed her eyes tightly and. concentrated hard, but no additional 
image came into her mind. However, the feeling of happiness intensified 
and focused, as if she were looking into an emotional viewfinder. Casey. 

She had barely paid attention to him tonight. All through dinner he’d 
just been a suitably outraged audience, after dinner he’d been a kindly, 
warming, patient presence who would have followed any of her whims to 
distract. her from her anger, and yet . . . and yet. . . what if he hadn't 
been here tonight? Would she be wide awake at midnight, alive with an 
absolute understanding that if truth be told, Sam Butler was just a little 
bit—well, a little bit self-absorbed, that Gabe was nothing more than a 
hopeless Hungarian, that even Phoebe was basically a bad joke? Casey 
had a way of putting things into perspective, not by what he said, but by 
what he was. 

Integrity. That was it. Casey had integrity, Jazz decided. On impulse, 
she got out of bed and put on her new robe. She wouldn’t be able to get 
back to sleep for hours now, she told herself, as she hesitated in front of 
the door to her room. Should she go into the kitchen and make some 
warm milk? It was the classic remedy for insomnia, but it seemed like too 
much work. Should she turn on the light and read until she felt sleepy? 
No again. 

It was so cold in her room. All of Southern California was having one 
of its classic fits of miserable winter weather, for which the natives were 
never prepared. She should go into the living room and see if the embers 
of the fire were still burning, add some logs and build up the fire, Jazz 
thought, as she realized that she was humming the tune of ‘‘A Small 
Hotel.’’ Hadn't Mel and Pete once had a long discussion about how all 
they had to do was listen to what songs came unbidden to their lips, to 
know what was really on their unconscious minds? Mel had called it 
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“tune therapy,”’ and for once Pete had agreed with him. If what they said 
was true, then it followed that what she needed to put her back to sleep 
was to hear Casey singing at the piano. 

It sounded right. Yes, here was the ring of truth to the idea. A few 
verses of his barroom ballads, and she’d be yawning. The only problem 
was that Casey’s room was in the guest wing at the end of the long, 
covered veranda that ran along the hacienda, and she’d have to go out- 
side, walk there and get him, possibly wake him up, explain the situation, 
invite him into the music room and let him sing. 

Still, he had offered to do anything to cheer her up after dinner. Now 
that she had cheered up, in fact, cheered up remarkably, what was to 
prevent her from telling him that she was more upset than ever, and 
wanted to take up his offer to do Ella? Nothing, Jazz admitted, except a 
regard for his uninterrupted sleep and a minor question of telling the 
truth. If she looked at it another way, Casey would probably be so 
pleased to know she felt better that he’d be glad she had roused him to 
tell him, and the news would put him in the mood for singing. Yes, that 
was, in fact, the only considerate thing to do. For all she knew, he was 
still awake himself, worrying about her as if she were a sick cow. 

This was truly thoughtful of her, Jazz thought, as she walked barefoot 
along the veranda where the winter-blooming jasmine perfumed the air 
with sweet nostalgia. There was an unhealthy, penetrating dampness in 
the night air, and a gusty wind, and here she was, risking catching a cold 
just to put Casey’s mind at rest. An angel of mercy, very properly clad in 
black satin. Of course, if she’d been wearing a lacy nightgown she would 
have changed to something less revealing, but in a robe like this she 
could go out dancing. 

There was no light under Casey’s door. Obviously he hadn't been 
concerned enough about her to keep him from sleeping, Jazz thought, as 
she shivered. She rapped on the door several times, but she didn’t hear 
him stir. She called his name but there was no answer. The wind blew 
nastily through the layers of satin, and her feet were freezing on the cold 
stone floor. Pneumonia weather. Jazz twisted the knob impatiently. The 
heavy old door opened with a creak of wood and she stepped quickly 
into the room and closed the door behind her. She waited a minute.to get 
accustomed to the darkness, remembering her first painful encounter 
with Casey’s luggage. 

There were lanterns that were always kept lit in the patio, and they cast 
enough light so that soon she could see fairly well. She went over to 
Casey’s deeply sleeping form and hovered over him, trying to decide on 
the best way to wake him up. She could pull on his big toe, which was the 
kindest way, because the toe was so far from the heart that it didn’t cause 
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alarm, but Casey’s toes were covered by a blanket. She could stroke the 
back of his hand, but the hand nearest her was under the blanket too, and 
the other was flung so far on the other side of the bed that she’d have to 
lean far over him to reach it, and risk falling on top of him. 

Jazz sat down on the floor while she considered what to do. Her face 
was level with the mattress, and she studied Casey as he slept. The covers 
were pulled all the way up to his chin so that only his face was visible. He 
looked like a little boy, she thought, a freckled boy of summer. His 
furrowed forehead was smooth, as it so rarely was during the day, and his 
habitually intense expression was absent. He seemed almost to be smiling 
in his sleep. Perhaps he was dreaming the same dream she’d had? 

Jazz's eyes, so obsessed by the design of the human face, wandered 
slowly, judgmentally, from Casey’s chin to his hairline, from his nose to 
his eyelids, from his ears to his mouth, all of them colorless in the dim 
light. His red hair, with its occasional curls and cowlicks, could have 
been any dark color, yet each individual feature was agreeable to her, 
deeply agreeable, even the nose that was too broad at its base. Each of 
them was solid, each arranged in an excellent relationship to the others. 
His features were unquestionably blunt, but their bluntness was not that 
of insensitivity but that of strength. 

Still, with his eyes closed he wasn’t at his best, Jazz decided. She missed 
the flashing brightness of his pupils, which were the interesting brown of 
a ripe hazelnut, and she missed the stubborn lion cub look that he had 
when he was speaking. Yes, he was better awake than asleep, no question 
about it, but had any man ever slept so deeply? 

With an exasperated little noise, Jazz leaned forward and kissed Casey 
on his faintly smiling mouth. He showed no signs of waking up. She 
kissed him again, at length, the kind of a kiss no real, red-blooded man, 
in her opinion, should be able to sleep through, and all he did was try to 
move away from her lips. This was really getting annoying. 

She could whistle piercingly right into his ear, Jazz thought. That 
would get his attention. But with Casey’s propensity for clumsiness, he’d 
probably punch her out before he realized who she was. Jazz considered 
for a minute and then held Casey’s nostrils together with her thumb and 
forefinger, so that he couldn’t breathe through his nose, and fastened her 
lips tightly to his lips, so that he couldn’t breathe through his mouth. Still 
asleep, he tried to twist away, but she had his nose so firmly in her fingers 
that he couldn’t move. 

As he started to smother, Casey’s eyelids flew open and Jazz pulled 
away quickly. 

“It’s just me,”’ she said. 

“Huh? Huh?” He was utterly confused. 
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“Tt’s me, Jazz.” 

“What are you doing here?” 

“I... I wanted to tell you something.”” Why had she come, Jazz 
wondered in a fluster. She’d had a very good and important reason for 
her presence in his room, but in the long interval between leaving her 
own room and waking Casey up, she’d lost her earlier train of thought. 

‘You wanted to te/] me something?” 


“Yes . . . something about a dream. I’m absolutely freezing. Can I 
get into bed with you?” 
“What!” 


‘Just to get warm. Come on, let me in. I'll catch something if you 
don’t.” 

“T will not.”’ 

“Why not?” 

“T don’t wear pajamas.” 

“Well, I’m fully dressed and I won’t look. Don’t be such a prude.”’ Jazz 
dove under his blanket. 

“Ah. Better! It’s nice and warm in here.” 

“Jesus, Jazz!” 

‘““What’s the matter?” 

““What have you got on? It feels like ice.” 

“Pete gave it to me for Christmas. It’s gorgeous . . . a black satin 
robe with matching pajamas.” 

“Pete gives you black satin underwear? I thought Pete was your busi- 
ness partner.” 

‘He is, and this isn’t really underwear, it’s lingerie. Anyway, Pete’s 
such a darling—he has this longtime fantasy about me . . . a kind of 
harmless, permanent yen that doesn’t mean anything . . . could you 
move over a little? I’m on the edge of the bed here.” 

Casey slid into the far middle of the bed, and Jazz promptly rolled over 
so that she was lying as close to him as possible. He was very warm, very 
naked and very standoffish. 

‘Jazz, what the hell are you up to?”’ Casey asked sternly. 

“Why are you so suspicious? I had something to tell you about a 
dream, but I can’t exactly put my finger on it now . . . you know how 
dreams are.”’ 

“If I showed up in your room in the middle of the night and flung 
myself into your bed, what would you think?” 

“That would be entirely different.” 

“In what way?’’ Casey demanded. 

“Well, you’d probably have . . . something else . . . in mind,” Jazz 
quavered. Now that he put it so crudely, without any understanding of 


297 


the now-misty inner logic that had somehow brought her here, it proba- 
bly would seem a little odd to him. She wished he’d shut up and be more 

. hospitable, Jazz put up her arms.and locked them around Casey’s 
ele “You could kiss me,.at least,’’ she murmured. 

“Great. Just great.’’ Casey captured her arms and held them firmly so 
that they didn’t touch him: ‘ ‘At least.’ What do you think I am, some 
sort of life-sized toy? You spent the whole evening ranting obsessively 
about a man you’d once been planning to marry, you’ve invited your 
latest lover, major movie star Sam Butler, here for a family Christmas, 
and now you want to do a little bit of cuddling with me to show off how 
cute you look in the pajamas darling old Pete, with his unquenchable 
yen, gave you.” 

“Oh! You shit!’’ Jazz jerked away and sat up in the bed. ‘‘That’s the 
most unfair, unfounded accusation I’ve ever heard in my life.”’ 

“Yeah? You say that I’d only want one thing from you, but all you 
want from me is a kiss. What are you doing in my bed, unless you want 
me to make love to you? Truly make love, seriously make love, for-keeps 
make love. But you don’t, do you?”’ 

““What do you expect me to say?’’ God damn him, Jazz thought, that 
had been exactly what she wanted, the lousy bastard, but she’d burn in 
hell before she told him so. And she’d never, ever, in a million billion 
years, tell him her dream. Didn’t the stupid schmuck know anything 
about women? 

“You're the damnedest tease I’ve ever come across. One more scalp 
for your collection, that’s what I’d be. Well, you can forget that. I won't 
play. Just leave me alone and go back to tormenting lovely Sam and 
sweet Pete and unforgettable Gabe.” 

“Go to hell!’’ Jazz cried, popping out of bed and scurrying across to 
the door. ‘You fascist pig!”’ 


“Would you say that the words ‘painfully polite’ are appropriate?’’ Red 
asked Mike in a quick, low whisper, as they preceded Jazz and Casey into 
the restaurant in Laguna Beach on Saturday night. 

“T think ‘the triumph of dignity’ is more like it,’’ he answered. 

“Tt’s not as if they’re not speaking,’’ Red said, rolling her eyes. 

“Not speaking,” Mike muttered, ‘“‘would be an improvement. Who 
needs the younger generation?”’ 

He was benignly amused by the way Casey and Jazz were behaving. 
He’d never seen his unpredictable daughter so blandly agreeable, so 
monotonously pleasant, so downright boring. As for Casey, he was as stiff 
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as a career diplomat making his first visit to the protocol-crazed emperor 
of a foreign country. 

As he pulled out her chair for Red to sit down, she leaned toward him 
and summed up her opinion. ‘‘Either they did and it was a bummer, or 
he wanted to and she wouldn’t.”’ 

“Nothing else would explain it,’ Mike Kilkullen agreed. “I wish 
they’d stayed home and taken another shot. They shouldn’t expect to get 
it right-the first ime . . . they're too young.” 

He had made reservations at L’Ambroise, one of the few expensive, 
elaborate and formal French restaurants in this casual beach community. 
Normally they would have dinner at the hacienda, but Mike wanted to 
give Susie extra time to get a jump on tomorrow’s cooking, when the rest 
of the family, ten strong, would arrive. She had hired two of her local 
kitchen helpers and two waitresses to come in daily for the next week, 
but Susie, being Susie, was busy doing the major preparations herself. 

The Saturday night before Christmas was no night to leave home, 
Mike Kilkullen reflected. They had had trouble finding a place to park in 
a crowded mall lot where many of the stores would still be open all 
evening, but at least this restaurant, with its resident pianist who knew all 
the great old standards, could be counted on to serve excellent food in an 
atmosphere that relentlessly excluded small, boisterous children. 

“Let's celebrate, darling,’’ Red said to him. ‘‘Caviar and vodka, don’t 
you think, and lots of it?”’ 

“Good idea.”’ He pressed her hand tightly, divining her intention. If 
Red thought that food and alcohol might lighten the air between Casey 
and Jazz, what better, more rapid way to go than caviar and vodka? The 
combination must possess an invaluable quality that smoothed the edges 
of even the most hostile of adversaries, or the Russians wouldn't always 
use it to break the ice on official occasions. 

““What are we celebrating, Daddy?” Jazz asked, after Mike had or- 
dered. 

“Life in general, kid. Health and love and friends—all those good 
things.” 

His daughter must be really pissed at Casey, he thought, for she had 
gone to considerable trouble to be at her most wickedly wonderful. She 
wore a very short dress that, in any other era, would barely even have 
been considered a teddy, much less a slip, an alluring wisp of spidery 
brown lace over nude chiffon, with only the thinnest of straps to hold it 
up over her breasts. She had, damned if he knew how, arranged her hair 
in the Veronica Lake style of the 1940s, so that its waves flopped over 
one side of her face, and when she sat down she managed to place herself 
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so that she gave Casey not only her bare back and her cold shoulder, but 
also her blind eye. 

A waiter brought them all footed crystal schnapps glasses and filled 
them from a carafe that had arrived at the table encased in a block of ice. 
Mike Kilkullen listened carefully to the pianist playing a great song from 
1936 before he raised his glass in a toast to Red. 

“The night is young and you’re so beautiful,’’ he said, and swallowed 
the vodka in one gulp. 

“Sing it to me?”’ she suggested. 

“Not me .. . I can’t carry a tune.” 

Red raised her glass and drawled, ‘“‘May I have the next romance with 
you—from that same year.’’ She downed her glass and held it up for 
more. 

“Hey, let me in on this,”’ Jazz demanded, raising her glass to the two 
of them. ‘‘A lovely way to spend an evening—no, wait, I want another 
chance—my heart belongs to Daddy—and Red too.” Attentively the 
waiter refilled her empty glass. 

“My turn,”’ Casey said. “All or nothing at all.” 

Red gave Mike a self-congratulatory pinch under the table. She was 
never wrong about sex, and if she’d needed confirmation, she had it now. 

It was Mike’s turn again, and they all turned to him. ‘‘The loveliness of 
you,” he announced, looking into Red’s beautiful face, enormously 
pleased with himself. Songwriters, those of long ago, were definitely on 
his side. 

‘“‘When my dream boat comes home,”’ Red toasted him. 

“T’ve got my love to keep me warm,”’ Jazz tossed off, blowing Mike a 
kiss. 

‘Fools rush in,’’ Casey offered. His choice was greeted by a chorus of 
boos from Red and Mike, and silence from Jazz. ‘‘Can I have another try? 
O.K.—for Red—there’s something nice about everyone, but there’s ev- 
erything nice about you.” 

“Now, where did that come from?” Red asked with a disbelieving 
laugh. 

“‘Nineteen twenty-seven,’’ Casey answered, showing off his esoteric 
knowledge. 

Mike Kilkullen held his glass up again. ‘“Happy days are here again— 
for all of us.” 

As he swallowed, he saw himself, year after year, for forty-five years, 
saddling his horse at sunrise and riding out with his vaqueros to the 
upper pastures and the waiting cattle; he saw Sylvie, holding Jazz in her 
lap in the old rocking chair, singing her baby a Swedish lullaby. It hadn’t 
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always been a happy life, or an easy one, but he wouldn’t trade it for the 
life of any other man on earth. 

The waiter made the round of the table again. This time, Jazz was the 
first to raise her glass. “I want to marry a male quartet,” she announced 
with a wide, defiant grin. 

“The lady is a tramp,” Casey countered. 

‘Just hold it a minute, you two,”’ Red objected. ““We’re getting off the 
track here. A little respect, please. All right.’’ She turned to Mike, having 
restored order among the young. She lifted her glass. ‘“More than you 
know.” 

“With a song in my heart.” He grinned at her, clinking crystal on 
crystal before he poured the vodka down his throat. 

“T had the craziest dream,’’ Jazz toasted the table with an enigmatic 
gesture. 

“Not allowed, it doesn’t make sense,”’ Red, a self-appointed referee, 
spoke up. 

“Does it have to make sense?”’ 

“If you’re going to play, absolutely yes.” 

“O.K. A lemon in the garden of love. No? Come on, it’s from 1906, 
honest. Ah, Red, you’re rough. Life is just a bowl of cherries—that suit 
you?” 

“Much better,’’ Red approved. 

“Not for all the tea in China,’’ Casey volunteered emphatically, tossing 
off his glass. 

“Casey, you’re as out of line as Jazz. You get another chance,’’ Red 
said through her laughter. 

“She wouldn’t do—what I asked her to.”’ 

““You made that one up,’’ Mike said accusingly. 

“Written in 1923, same year as that immortal song, ‘I won't say I will 
but I won’t say I won’t’—from Little Miss Bluebeard, music by Gershwin. 
Must have been another prime year for confused females. Ask me any- 
thing, Mike, this is my field of real expertise. Cows are as nothing com- 
pared to this.” 

“You have a gift for the unexpected.’” Red made a toast to Casey, 
although there was no song to match her words. 

“Let’s call the whole thing off.” Jazz drained her glass and slammed it 
down on the table with unnecessary force. ‘‘I need caviar,” she added. 
Her attention was still focused on Red and her father. She hadn't favored 
Casey with so much as a toss of her head. 

“We all need caviar,"” Mike said. They had drained the carafe of vodka 
so quickly that the waiters were only now serving the caviar from the big 
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blue tin nestled in a silver bowl of crushed ice, being careful not to bruise 
a single one of the large, fragile gray eggs. 

Red had been wrong about the mellowing effect drink would have on 
Jazz and Casey, she reflected. It seemed to have had the opposite effect. 
In a minute they’d be passing the ammunition and forgetting to praise 
the Lord. Well, the adults had done as much to help the children as they 
decently could. 

Actually, he thoroughly enjoyed watching another generation play out 
a variation of one of the classic dramas, Mike Kilkullen admitted to him- 
self, as he took in the table in a long, happy, reflective look. Why should 
they have their way smoothed over too easily? His wayward daughter 
was at her most glorious when she was in one of her cheeky snits; it was 
good for Casey to be so obviously smitten and so clearly rejected. They’d 
work it out or they wouldn’t, and either resolution would be the right 
one as far as he was concerned, for the only essential was that Red would 
be by his side, his own Red, his unique darling, who would always re- 
main a loving, adult woman, no matter how the kids kicked and 
screamed and reinvented the wheel. 

Mike Kilkullen chuckled inwardly at his own philosophical distance. It 
felt like being in the middle of a warm, golden circle of light, as if he 
were pausing, at high noon, on the uplands of the ranch, and looking 
around for miles and miles in every direction over his empire, from the 
blue, beloved distant shores all the way up to the top of Portola Peak, 
aware that even beyond his view, it all belonged to the Kilkullens. He 
had often done just that, but in earlier years those splendid moments had 
rarely stayed with him for long. Now, for many months, this feeling had 
become his inner climate. It had taken him a lot of years to achieve this 
state, he thought, but now that he’d arrived, it was one hell of a great and 
joyous place to be. 

The rest of the meal passed in lively pleasure as Casey and Jazz, in a 
state of temporary truce, applied themselves to the spirit of the festive 
occasion. 

“Where to now?”’ Red asked Mike as they made ready to leave the 
restaurant. 

‘Home, darling. This town is too full of people,” Mike answered. 

When they reached the parking lot, Mike decided that he and Casey 
should go and get his prized car, a vintage 1966 Mercedes SE white 
convertible that Sylvie had given him. Jazz and Red waited on the side- 
walk at the entrance. There was so much confusion, with shoppers carry- 
ing large bundles of packages and trying to fit unwieldy loot into their 
trunks, that progress toward the valuable car he had carefully parked at 
the very far edge of the lot would be difficult. 
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Red and Jazz waited, arm in arm, their warm coats wrapped snugly 
around them, in companionable silence. 

Minutes passed and a number of cars left the lot. It shouldn’t take this 
long, Jazz thought impatiently. Suddenly she heard her father’s voice, 
shouting from a distance, raised in unmistakable anger. There was a yell 
from Casey, interrupted by gunshots. Both women, with the same in- 
stinct, raced through a mob of shoppers. 

They reached the edge of the lot where the car was parked. Red and 
Jazz plunged into the crowd, clawing, shoving, elbowing their way 
through the crowd that had gathered, each of them growing more frantic 
by the instant. At the edge of the crowd, men held back the press of 
curious people, as if to prevent them from reaching the small cleared 
space around Mike Kilkullen’s car, preventing them from seeing the 
bodies on the pavement. Jazz and Red shrieked at them with words they 
were never to remember, and the men let them through immediately. 

Casey was lying spread on top of Mike’s body, his arms flung up as if to 
shield Mike’s head, his own face flat in the dirt, blood spreading out from 
his side. 

Mike Kilkullen lay on his back, his short white hair wet in a pool of his 
own blood, his eyes open. 

Jazz looked into their calamitous emptiness, and long before Red, she 
smelled the truth. She put her fingers onto his neck, just inside his collar, 
where she had always pressed against his strong pulse when she was a 
child carried in his arms. There was still warmth, but no flicker of a pulse. 
She heard Red imploring the crowd to call the paramedics, and she heard 
people yelling for the police, but she knew already, as if she had received 
a semaphore signal from the far ragged edge of her existence, that her 
father was dead. 

She turned to Casey. He was still alive, still breathing, but uncon- 
scious. There was no way to move him off of her father’s body until the 
men came with stretchers, no way she knew to find out how he was 
wounded. All she could do was hold his limp hand and wait for the help 
she knew must eventually arrive. Even on the Saturday night before 
Christmas. 


16 


M. White is reading the will in San 


Clemente this afternoon,” Jazz informed Red, as the two of them sat on a 
bench in a deserted children’s playground overlooking the water at Lido 
Island. ‘‘Valerie and Fernanda don’t intend to stay here a minute longer 
than they have to. When Father Joseph told them that he wouldn’t hold 
the funeral on Christmas Day itself, they couldn’t decently object, but 
anybody could see on their faces that they felt righteously inconve- 
nienced. They wanted Mr. White to read the will this morning, but he 
said he wouldn't be ready until the afternoon, and he’s a law unto him- 
self, probably because he’s about a hundred and two years old. He seems 
to have been ancient ever since I first met him and I was just a kid. The 
whole lot of them are planning to go back to New York tomorrow morn- 
ing, first thing, which is the only good news I’ve heard.”’ 

Jazz listened to herself rattling on in a desolate skein of wonderment 
that she could sound so prosaic when she wanted to lose herself in end- 
less, keening lament. She found herself thrust into the position of com- 
fort-giver, although she had lost the most important person in her life, 
the father in whose love she had been secure from the day she was born. 
But Red was now so much less able to manage the most basic motions of 
life than she was. This helplessness was the only thing that kept Jazz from 
slipping into a bottomless pit of mourning the incomprehensible cruelty 
of his death. Her responsibility to Red had enabled her to survive 
through the past three bitterly demanding days without giving up, throw- 
ing herself on her bed and howling in a hideous grief that would have no 
end. 

She and Red watched the sailboats and yachts riding at anchor, regis- 
tering nothing but a gray shadow of that sunshiny, shimmering holiday 
scene on the morning of December 27. The previous day, Mike Kilkul- 
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len had been buried in the family plot in the graveyard of the Catholic 
church at San Juan Capistrano. 

Every one of his children and grandchildren had been there; all the 
vaqueros and their wives and children had attended, almost the entire 
population of the town had thronged to the churchyard; leaders of the 
Democratic party had flown in from different parts of the country; ranch- 
ers from all over the West, who’d made friends with Mike Kilkullen 
during more than forty years of convivial auction weeks at the Cow 
Palace, had made the trip to San Juan; everyone who worked with Jazz at 
Dazzle had driven down for the funeral, except for Phoebe, who had had 
a sudden attack of flu. After the funeral it seemed as if most of them had 
come to the Hacienda Valencia to pay their respects to the family, an 
endless stream of visitors repeating the same words of utter disbelief and 
sorrow. 

Only two people Mike Kilkullen loved had not been at his funeral. 
One was Casey Nelson, who was still confined to the hospital, beginning 
to mend from the massive loss of blood and the bullet through his lung 
that he had taken as he tried to shield Mike. The armed thieves had been 
surprised as they tried to steal the twenty-four-year-old Mercedes for the 
sake of its parts, which were highly valuable to professional restorers. 

The second absent mourner was Red Appleton, who was too locked in 
the shock of her incredulous heartbreak to endure the sight of the man 
she loved being buried. She wanted to remember him laughing and 
happy, the way she had seen him only minutes before his death, she 
explained in the emptied, ragged voice that remained to her, and Jazz, 
thinking of the coldness that Valerie and Fernanda would certainly dis- 
play toward Red, had agreed it was best that way. 

Since the night of the killing, Jazz had been sleeping at Red’s house on 
Lido Island. No less than Red, she could not face being alone with her 
stupefying grief, and Red needed her for survival through these first 
days. She had packed an overnight bag and shuttled the short distance up 
and down the coast highway between San Juan Capistrano and Newport 
Beach. 

“Old Mr. White,’’ Jazz repeated, when Red didn’t respond to her 
flood of information on the reading of the will, ‘‘is that retired banker, 
the Governor’s father. Dad did all his banking in Mr. White’s bank in 
San Clemente, and for some reason or other, it seems that he gave him 
the only copy of his will. I guess it’s because he never trusted lawyers.”’ 

‘Oh, Jazz, you don’t have to take care of me,” Red said. “‘I know you 
don’t feel like talking.’’ 

‘Ah, come on, Red, darling, you're taking care of me. I couldn't stand 
being in the hacienda with six teenagers who hardly knew Dad, all trying 
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to be well behaved while they’re wondering why this had to ruin their 
Christmas. Poor Susie, she can’t break down until they leave—that’s all 
that’s keeping her going.” 

“Susie was going to teach me . . . how to cook,” Red said, as thinly 
as if she were trying to remember something that had happened a hun- 
dred years ago, to somebody else. 

“That’s more than she ever did for me. That means she really ap- 
proved of you.” 

“We were planning . . . parties . . . I never gave Mike his Christ- 
mas presents .. . 

“Red, Red! Give them to me, I'll take them back. It’s not good for you 
to have them around.” 

“All right,’ Red agreed emptily. ‘“The packages are in the hall closet. 
Jazz, we opened the silver service. I knew what that box from Jensen’s 
had to be when it arrived last week, and I couldn’t wait till Christmas to 
show it to Mike. He was so . . . soproud of you. . .”’ Red burst intoa 
racking spasm of sobs that doubled her over while she beat her fists 
weakly on her knees, trying to control herself. 

Jazz wrapped her arms around her as tightly as she could. There was 
nothing she could say to help Red when one of these attacks of grief 
ambushed her, but she hoped that being held must be some tiny comfort. 

“T’ll take it all back to the store, don’t worry, darling, I'll take every- 
thing away,’’ she repeated over and over, meaninglessly, as if crooning to 
a baby, until Red finally was able to straighten up and dry her eyes. 

“God, I’m so selfish. Look at you being brave,’’ Red reproached her- 
self when she was able to speak. 

“T’m lucky, I have things to keep me busy, and you have nothing to do 
but think. In fact, I have to get started for San Clemente now. It wouldn’t 
do to keep Mr. White waiting.” 

“T didn’t know that they actually read wills anymore,” Red said, trying 
to show some interest in Jazz’s affairs. 

“Neither did I. I thought you just got a letter from the executor, or 
something like that. But Mr. White is of the old school. I'll be back as 
soon as it’s over and I’ve checked on Casey at the hospital. Tonight 
you're going to eat a decent dinner—I won't let you get up from the 
table till you do. Come on, walk me back to the house.” 

The two women walked slowly back. Jazz wondered, from a far dis- 
tance, how she was managing to put one foot in front of the other in her 
state of emptied, abandoned stupefaction, of wanting to be dead. 


306 


Mr. Henry White, in spite of his years, still kept an office in San Cle- 
mente, on the same street as the bank he ran for so long. There he read 
five newspapers every morning, looked after his investments for several 
hours every afternoon, and maintained his network of political contacts 
by telephone. The combination, in his case, had ensured a lively, con- 
tented and healthy old age that had been crowned by his son’s reelection 
as Governor of California. 

After Mr. White had led Jazz, Valerie and Fernanda to the chairs ar- 
ranged in front of his desk, he sat behind it as he addressed them. Since 
he had talked to each of them individually after their father’s funeral, he 
wasted no time in formal condolences. 

“Young ladies, I never expected this occasion to arise, I never ex- 
pected to outlive your father, but since it has, I would like to say, before I 
read this will, that I disapprove of it. I do not believe in holographic 
wills. ‘Homemade wills,’ I call them, and legal or not, I’ve never trusted 
them.”’ 

Valerie bit her lips in irritation at his pedantic, fussy manner, and 
swung her foot nervously. Fernanda’s hands were twisting in her lap, and 
she blew her hair away from her face with a quick puff. Jazz sat in frozen 
stillness. 

“T told your father many times,’’ Mr. White continued, “‘that his will 
should have been drawn up by a lawyer, and kept in a lawyer’s office, but 
he refused to listen to me. I had been entrusted with his own father’s 
holographic will, and he felt that what was good enough back then was 
good enough today. I did not agree, but that’s as may be.”’ 

Fernanda looked at Valerie and raised her eyes heavenward in a man- 
ner that indicated clearly that she was practicing the utmost in self-con- 
trol. Mr. White ignored her and kept on speaking at his own pace. 

“This will, in spite of my objections, is, I assure you, perfectly legal in 
this handwritten form, and I have had some considerable experience with 
wills. Ha! It was written three years ago, on January 15, 1987, and I was 
present the entire time. Although the law doesn’t require it, I insisted 
that it be witnessed by my secretary and the present manager of the bank. 
As far as I am aware, no other will exists.” 

He pushed his glasses down from his nose and looked from one to 
another of them, noticing the expressions of undisguised impatience on 
Valerie’s and Fernanda’s faces, and paused a moment before going on, 
speaking in the slow and distinct voice of someone who intends to make 
himself plain under any and all circumstances. 

“Now, young ladies, there are several bequests of cash, primarily to 
Susie Dominguez, who has cooked for you for many years, and to each of 
the vaqueros who have worked for your father much of their lives. These 
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are very generous, but not surprisingly so, considering their length of 
service to the Kilkullen family. However, none of these bequests are 
significant in the context of the estate, and I will read them to you later. 

‘““What you young ladies are anxious to learn, I should imagine, is the 
disposition of the residue of the estate, which consists of a savings ac- 
count in the San Clemente Bank and the sixty-four thousand acres of land 
known as the Kilkullen Ranch.” 

Henry White scrutinized all three of them from under his wrinkled 
lids. Only Jazz returned his look in a friendly way. She knew that her 
father had regarded Henry White as a most trustworthy friend, she had 
met him a number of times when her father happened to take her with 
him on his visits to the bank, and in spite of Henry White’s dry manner, 
she was fully aware of his real sadness at Mike Kilkullen’s death. Finally 
he began to read from the document he held in his hand. 

“In the absence of a male heir, I, Michael Hugh Kilkullen, leave the 
money in my savings account in the San Clemente Bank, to be put into a 
trust to pay for the upkeep of our family home, the Hacienda Valencia. 
My daughter Juanita Isabella Kilkullen is to decide how this money 
should be spent. 

““‘T leave the Hacienda Valencia, designated a California Historical 
Landmark, all of its contents, the entire area of the driveway from the 
road to the hacienda, all the gardens that surround the hacienda, the 
stables, the outbuildings, and the archives of photographs taken by my 
grandfather, Hugh Kilkullen, solely and unconditionally to my daughter 
Juanita Isabella Kilkullen. The Hacienda Valencia has always been her 
home, and I know that neither of my other daughters regards it as 
such.’ ”’ 

‘“‘That’s indecent!’ Valerie interrupted explosively. ‘‘How could he 
decide that I wouldn’t want to have a place in California? Or Fernanda? 
That couldn’t be more unfair!” 

“Valerie, could I ask you to reserve your comments till later?’’ Mr. 
White said severely. 

“It’s an absolute disgrace, and I won’t put up—” 

“Val, shut up. I want to hear the rest of the will,’ Fernanda said, 
tapping her sister sharply on her knee. 

“To continue,”” Mr. White said, looking reprovingly at the paper he 
held. 

“In the absence of a male heir, I leave all of the remaining land, 
known as the Kilkullen Ranch, in three equal parts to my three daugh- 
ters, Juanita Isabella Kilkullen, Fernanda Kilkullen and Valerie Kilkullen. 
I hope, trust and believe that my daughters will possess the ability to do 
the proper thing with this inheritance.’ ”’ 
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The old man stopped reading and put the document down on his desk. 
The three women waited for him to resume. He looked calmly from one 
to the other and finally broke his silence. 

“That's all.” 

“All?” Valerie asked suspiciously. ‘‘As simple as that?”’ 

‘‘As simple as that. Aside from the bequests I mentioned earlier,’’ Mr. 
White assured her, ‘‘you have just heard the contents of the entire will of 
your father, Michael Kilkullen. He told me, when he wrote this will, that 
he had been as fair to his children as he knew how to be, and the rest was 
up to you. Ha! I hope that you will be equal to the task. Now I will read 
you the individual bequests to his employees.” 

Valerie stood up abruptly, a victorious expression dawning on her face, 
replacing the rage that she had shown when she heard that Jazz alone 
owned the hacienda. Now that she understood that she had, at last, inher- 
ited a third of the ranch, her words rushed out imperiously. ‘““Could you 
send all that to me and my sister in a letter, Mr. White? We're both 
pressed for time, and we don’t need to know the details of these small 
bequests right now, do we?”’ Fernanda also stood up and both of them, 
without ceremony, started toward the door of the office. 

‘One minute, young ladies,’’ Henry White said sharply: ‘“‘The two of 
you come back and sit down. I’m by no means finished.” 

Valerie spun around. “Is there some law that says that we have to sit 
through the reading of all the other bequests?”’ 

“No, this has nothing to do with those bequests. There is one more 
piece of information that I should give you at this time, so that you’ll be 
able to understand the position in which you now find yourselves. In the 
case of a will like your father’s, which was made without naming execu- 
tors—which, again, was against my advice—there will have to be a spe- 
cial administrator appointed as soon as possible until a permanent admin- 
istrator is named.” 

“Why?” Fernanda demanded. 

“The Kilkullen Ranch is a going business. There must be a caretaker 
to ensure that expenses are met. For example, many dozens of people 
work on the ranch, and there isa considerable payroll to be met; various 
bills have to be taken care of on a weekly or monthly basis; there is the 
question of the citrus and truck farmers who pay rent to the estate, and 
then, of course, there is the problem of how best to dispose of the cows, 
most of whom are in calf, as well as the herd of bulls. Don’t forget, 
young ladies, I was your father’s banker for many years, and there’s 
nothing wrong with my memory.”’ 

“Who .. . who appoints this special administrator?’’ Jazz felt bewil- 
dered. Four thousand head of cattle, thousands of calves to be born, 
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hundreds of bulls—there must be a million details she had never thought 
about that were involved in running the ranch. 

“The Orange County Superior Court. Normally I would expect them 
to appoint someone from the trust department of a bank that has experi- 
ence in the ranching business, Wells Fargo, for instance.”’ 

“So some stranger from a bank . . . ?”’ Jazz asked. 

“Exactly. Unless, of course, one of you should petition the court to 
become the administrator herself, and the others agree.”’ 

Jazz glanced at Fernanda and Valerie and saw that they were as nega- 
tive about such a suggestion as she was. All three of them shook their 
heads. 

“T think you’ve made a wise decision. It’s a complicated job. Of 
course, this special administrator is not empowered to sell any of the 
assets of the estate. However, all three of you must agree on the appoint- 
ment. It should only be a matter of a few days.”’ 

Henry White sat back in his chair. ‘‘You’re all free to leave now.”’ 

“Jazz, I hope you don’t mind our taking up room in your grand old 
Historical Landmark for one more night,” Valerie said, piercingly spite- 
ful at the injustice of being cut out of the hacienda. “‘We’ll pack up 

_ourselves and the children and be out of your hair first thing tomorrow 
morning, won’t we, Fernanda?” 

“‘For God’s sake, Valerie, you're all more than welcome to stay as long 
as you like! You know that perfectly well!”’ Jazz cried. 

“T wouldn’t dream of it. We'll be a great deal more comfortable at the 
Ritz in Laguna Niguel anyway, until this administrator business is set- 
tled.”’ 

As Valerie and Fernanda clattered down the stairs, they exchanged 
rapid, short phrases uttered in low, excited voices that Jazz was glad she 
couldn’t overhear. She sat still, humiliated for them, knowing that old 
Mr. White was far too shrewd not to have noticed the instant glee, the 
greedy, grabby, almost out-of-control avariciousness that she had seen so 
clearly on their faces, replacing the conventionally sad faces that they had 
worn for several days. 

“Well, Jazz, my dear, you don’t seem to be in as much of a hurry as 
your sisters. I’m glad for that. There were a few other things I wanted to 
say before they left, meditations of the voice of experience you might call 
it, but I didn’t feel it was advisable or even possible—ha!—to detain 
them any longer.” 

“I'd be interested in listening to the voice of experience,” Jazz said 
gravely. Fernanda and Valerie had not even thanked Henry White for his 
setvices. 

“T hope you and your sisters are aware what a responsibility this inheri- 
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tance will be,’ Henry White said. “I’m sorry they felt that they had to 
leave so quickly. I knew them as children, of course, but only slightly. I 
knew their mother well. She and my son, the Governor, and my daugh- 
ter-in-law are still close friends. They might, it seems to me, have taken a 
minute to acknowledge that.’’ 

“I’m sure they didn’t mean to be so peels Jazz said. ‘‘Valerie was 
upset about the hacienda.” 

“That’s as may be. One-third of the Kilkullen Ranch is a princely 
inheritance. My own impression was that they were each in a hurry to 
broadcast the. news,’ he said with a sharp look at Jazz. 

“Or pack,’’ she said disgustedly. Trust Valerie to act as if she were 
being put out in the snow with a babe in her arms. 

“It was only due to my constant, nagging insistence that this will was 
made at all. Your father was a man who denied his own mortality. Like 
many men, even many of the very same lawyers he mistrusted, Mike 
Kilkullen had-no intention. of ever dying. He rejected the thought of 
how best to dispose of his ranch, because he couldn’t bring himself to 
consider that a day would come when he was no longer in control. This 
will is a hasty will, made by a man who wanted to get it over with as 
quickly as possible. It is a will that makes the implicit assumption that you 
and your sisters will get together and agree on how to proceed with the 
division of the estate.”’ 

“We have no practice in agreeing,’’ Jazz said. ‘‘You may have noticed 
that.” 

‘I was aware that might be the case.’’ He studied her astutely. ‘‘I was 
his banker through the period of your father’s first marriage, of his di- 
vorce and of his remarriage to your mother. I know that your sisters have 
been brought up on the East Coast, that they have made their lives on the 
East Coast, that they will have no interest in the ranch except to sell it as 
quickly as possible.” 

‘‘But—"’ Jazz started to speak out, but stay found that'she couldn’t 
collect her mind. Her. violent grief robbed her of any clarity of thought. 
She struggled to find words. 

‘““Yes?’’ Mr. White asked, sitting patiently back in his chair. 

“It’s just that—you make it sound almost as if—as if the ranch had 
already been sold—so quickly, just like that.’’ Jazz snapped her fingers with 
a sound of finality. “‘It’s everything my father lived to prevent—and now 
—going going, gone! Sold. It seems so heartless, so . . . cut-and-dried, 

as if he'd lived for nothing, as if now | . . . now that he’s not. . . here, 
nobody has anything to say. about it.’ 

She hadn’t begun to realize ais that her futher was dead, Jazz 
thought, and she hadn’t had time to mourn him, yet this wise old man 
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had already taken it for granted that her father’s ranch, a hundred square 
miles, land that had belonged to the Kilkullens, and the Valencias before 
them, for seven generations, was in the hands of unknowns. How Mike 
Kilkullen would have raged at such an idea. No wonder he fought the 
process of making a will, no wonder he couldn’t endure thinking about a 
time when he would no longer be able to protect his property. 

“Instead of a stranger, couldn’t the Cow Boss, Casey Nelson, be ap- 
pointed as special administrator?’’ Jazz asked. ‘‘Wouldn’t that be the logi- 
cal choice?”’ 

“I don’t know, Jazz. It would depend on the court. It would depend on 
your sisters’ agreement. And it would depend on his willingness to take 
on the job. In any case, we are talking about a temporary appointment. 
The real aim of the court is to find an administrator, technically called an 
‘Administrator with Will Annexed,’ who can negotiate the sale and divi- 
sion of the estate. The court will make every attempt to do this as quickly 
as possible, within six weeks to two months.” 

“Oh, why didn’t my father leave the whole ranch to the state as a park? 
Isn’t that what he should have done, damn it?’’ Jazz cried with her whole 
heart. 

Henry White cocked his head in surprise. He considered Jazz's words 
for a minute. 

“Certainly that would have solved a lot of problems. Ha! But it would 
have disinherited his children. Few men do that, unless they have a very 
good reason.” 

“But I wish he bad!” 

Henry White permitted himself a smile. ‘‘Jazz, my dear, if I may give 
you a piece of advice—?” 

“Yes?” 

“Get a lawyer, Jazz. A good one.” 


“Casey, I just can’t get my mind around it,” Jazz said in bewilderment. 
“I’m trying, but I can’t. I understood the words Mr. White used, but I 
can’t make myself accept them. I feel as if I’ve been pulled off my feet by 
a giant, turned upside down, whirled around the giant’s head, and shaken 
up and down like a rag doll until I’ve lost all sense of direction. I'm .. . 
reeling.” 

Jazz slumped in a chair by Casey’s bed in the hospital, a forlorn figure, 
her gilded surfaces all dulled and tarnished. The golden topaz glint of 
her eyes had turned the color of smoke, her skin was paler than he'd ever 
seen it, her hair fell with unusual lifelessness and docility around her 
face, its color more tortoiseshell than golden brown. She wore gray flan- 
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nel trousers and an ancient gray turtleneck sweater he’d never seen be- 
fore. 

‘These have been the worst days of your life,’ he said gently. ‘You 
can’t expect to absorb everything all at once.” 

“Casey, today I felt’. . . as if I’d lost Dad all over again. When I 
realized that the sale of the ranch was just a question of time—oh, Casey, 
I'd never faced that before. I can’t stand to think about the future any 
more than Dad did. When my mother died, I had to believe he was 
immortal, because if he weren't I would have truly been an orphan, truly 
been alone.”’ Jazz spoke in a toneless reverie of lament. 

‘When I grew up, I was still convinced that my father was immortal. 
And nothing Dad ever did made him seem less . . . eternal. He didn’t 
believe it any more than I did.’’ She shook her head and seemed to shake 
herself away from her anguished dream with an effort of will. 

“Can you imagine my father leaving his will with a man as old as Mr. 
White?” Jazz asked. ‘‘It must have been his way of making a will without 
admitting it to himself.’’ She spoke as much to herself as to Casey. 

‘Mike probably: realized, somewhere down deep, that Mr. White 
would have made arrangements to have the will transferred to safekeep- 
ing. Your Mr. White sounds like a very practical man to me.” 

“‘Oh, that he is. He told me to get a lawyer. Why do I need a lawyer?”’ 

‘You're an heiress, and every heiress needs a lawyer.”’ 

“For what?’’ Jazz seemed willfully childish to Casey. Admitting that she 
needed a lawyer was admitting that Mike was dead, he realized. But she 
had to be sensible. 

‘I’m very serious, Jazz. I'll bet that as soon as Valerie and Fernanda got 
back to the hacienda, the first phone calls they made were to lawyers.”’ 

“What kind?” 

‘Jazz, look, I know you don’t want to think about it, but you’ve just 
inherited one-third of sixty-four thousand acres of the most valuable un- 
developed land between Los Angeles and San Diego. And your two 
sisters together control the other two-thirds. Haven't you ever heard of 
something called ‘protecting your interests’? There are lawyers who spe- 
cialize in inheritance and real-estate law. One way or another, you're 
going to need lawyers. For the entire rest of your life.”’ 

“Casey! 

“Christ! I’m sorry—I guess I shouldn’t have been so blunt. But you 
can’t be allowed to be naive. Jazz, remember, I’m a hard-headed business- 
man when I’m not playing cowboy.”’ 

““Hard-hearted too?” 

“If I have to be, but only then.”’ 

“T still can’t understand how you persuaded the hospital to let you put 
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a fax in this room,”’ Jazz said, changing the subject. She didn’t want to 
hear another word about lawyers. 

‘As soon as I could talk, I convinced them I'd never get well without 
it. I found a temporary secretary who comes in at six every morning and 
faxes for me. By lunchtime the stock market in New York is closed, and I 
shut up shop for the day. My doctor wasn’t thrilled, but he says he’ll 
probably let me out of here in two or three days. I walked around this 
floor six times this morning . . . felt pretty good.” 

“Casey, there’s no right way to say this, but . . 

“Then don’t.”’ He put up his hand like a traffic cop to stop her, but Jazz 
paid no attention. 

“You almost died trying to save Dad. The doctor told me that you 
could easily have been shot through the heart, not the lung. Saying thank 
you isn’t enough. The right words don’t exist, but I can’t not thank you, 
no matter how ridiculously inadequate it is.”” 

“Tt was a reflex. I didn’t think, I just acted. I don’t get credit for that, 
Jazz, and I don’t want thanks. My only feeling is the greatest, the deepest 
—the most. . . unutterable regret that I failed.” 

“You ... loved him.”’ Her voice, as low as a whisper, answered the 
unspoken question in her words. 

“T hadn’t realized how much. I think we became closer, even in these 
last few months, than I’ve ever been able to be with any other man. 
Sometimes we talked most of the night . . . it was like being back in 
college with my best friend, if my best friend had had sixty-five years of 
experience to draw on. I'll always, always miss him, Jazz, miss him terri- 
bly.”’ 

Jazz put her hand on Casey’s shoulder and they sat in grieving silence 
for a few minutes. Finally she roused herself from the murderous sadness 
of her memories. If she started to cry now, she would never, never stop. 

“Casey, Mr. White told me that the court would appoint someone to 
run the ranch on a caretaker basis until they find a permanent administra- 
tor who will handle the sale. Would you be willing to stop being Cow 
Boss and take on that job? I know it’s an indoor job, and tedious, but it 
would mean so much.”’ 

“Of course. I'll do anything I can to help. How do I get appointed?” 

“‘Apparently I can ask the court to appoint you.” 

‘Well, go ahead and ask. And, Jazz, get a lawyer.” 

“T will. Just don’t tell me again.”’ 

There was a tap at Casey’s door. As it swung open, Jazz looked up, 
expecting to see a nurse who would, in the time-honored fashion of 
nurses, tell her not to tire the patient. Instead, a handsome, middle-aged 
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man ina well-cut New York suit looked at Jazz with instant recognition as 
he advanced toward Casey’s bed. 

‘Jazz, this is my father, Gregory Nelson,” Casey said, in introduction. 
Jazz jumped to her feet and put out her hand. 

Gregory Nelson took Jazz’s hand and held it tightly between both of 
his. ‘I’m terribly, terribly sorry, Jazz,’’ he said, and then pulled her into a 
warm hug. So this was what a lion cub would look like when he grew up, 
Jazz thought confusedly, taken off guard by his informality. Gregory Nel- 
son, whose wife had been dead for three years, was a little shorter than 
Casey, and his features were different, but he had the same look of hon- 
est concern, and to Jazz, whose emotions had been sharpened by her 
grief, he radiated fundamental goodness so strongly that he made her 
feel as if she had been taken into the circle of protection of a powerful 
ally. She had to blink back tears.at the unexpected comfort the greeting 
of this stranger had given her. 

“When did you get here?’’ she asked, taking refuge in banality in 
order to regain her equilibrium. 

‘As soon as we got the news,’ Casey’s father said. “I've been making 
sure that Casey obeys orders. He’s almost as good as new, assuming that 
he was ever any good in the first place.” 

‘“‘That’s my dad,’’ Casey said proudly. ‘“‘The old man never misses a 
chance to remind me that I used to be a little shit.” 

“Why should I treat you better than you treat me?” his father asked. 

“You give me a fresh perspective,’ Jazz said. ‘I wish I’d met you 
sooner.” 

She took her leave, wanting to stay longer and talk with Gregory 
Nelson, but knowing that she had to settle matters with Valerie and 
Fernanda. 


Jazz drove from the hospital to the ranch, turning into the avenue of 
venerable fig trees and parking in front of the Hacienda Valencia. Before 
she went inside, she stood for a moment, uncertainly, and looked around 
reflexively, squinting here and there at the scene through her thumb and 
forefinger as if she were planning how best to photograph the exterior of 
the hacienda. She tried telling herself that this belonged to her now, but 
the thought had no resonance, no faint echo of significance. The view 
was drained of three-dimensional reality, as if she were looking at facades 
of make-believe buildings and surveying cardboard trees and flowers. As 
she searched the familiar: yet suddenly meaningless surroundings, she 
vowed to guard them always as they were today, as they had been during 
her father’s lifetime, and his ancestors’ before him. 
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When Jazz finally stepped inside the house and heard the unexpected 
crackle of a fire burning in the living room, her heart contracted violently 
and she almost cried out loud. Although the scent of Mike Kilkullen’s 
pipe tobacco lingered in the air, the sound of a fire he could not have lit 
told her, finally, that he would not rise from his chair by the fire to kiss 
her when he heard the sound of her step. She walked resolutely toward 
the living room, trying to push from her mind, until her mission was 
completed, the adored image of that tall, white-haired chieftain with his 
slow, dear, loving smile. 

Fernanda was lying comfortably in Mike Kilkullen’s favorite chair, her 
high-heeled purple lizard boots up on his ottoman, a glass in her hand, 
Valerie was sitting in the brown leather chair that Jazz considered her 
own, her long, lean legs crossed under her, yoga-fashion, her flat shoes 
on the floor beside the chair, another glass balanced on the wide arm of 
the chair. 

“IT hope you don’t object, Jazz,’’ Valerie said coldly. ‘‘I didn’t think 
you'd begrudge us a few sticks of wood for the fire, and a drop of your 
scotch.” 

“Be my guest,” Jazz said equably, choosing another chair and pouring 
herself a drink. She was determined not to let Valerie provoke her. 

“You know, Jazz, no matter how much money Father left for the up- 
keep of this manse, it isn’t going to go very far. You'll be lucky if you can 
redecorate in any sort of style, even Southwestern. If I were you, I’d 
check the roof for leaks before I touched anything. Just a hint.” 

“T’m not planning to redecorate, Valerie.” 

“You have to. This place hasn’t been touched in years, not since your 
mother died. Just look at this chair—the leather’s all cracked.”’ 

“T like it that way.” 

“Well, far be it from me. . .”” Valerie shrugged. 

“What are you going to do with this big old place?”’ Fernanda asked. 
“Live in it?”’ 

“IT haven't decided anything. J didn’t know it was going to be left to 
me until you did.” 

“Father expected you to keep this white elephant going, that’s clear,” 
Valerie said. ‘‘As he said, it’s your home.” 

“Yes, Valerie, so it is. Listen, I came here so we could discuss this 
caretaker appointment.” 

“T thought the court would take care of that,’ Fernanda said. 

“Te will,” Jazz replied. ‘‘But I have a better idea. Luckily for us, Casey 
Nelson is willing to take over the administration of the ranch. I’ve just 
seen him, and he’ll be out of the hospital in a few days. He knows far 
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more about running the ranch than anyone the bank could possibly find. 
Can we agree on his being given the job?” 

“You must really think we’re a pair of fools, Jazz,” Valerie said scorn- 
fully. ‘“Casey Nelson, indeed!” 

‘‘He’s not just a Cow Boss, Valerie,’’ Jazz said patiently. ““The guy is 
much more than a plain rancher, he’s a serious, successful businessman. 
He’s involved in major investing in many different businesses. He’d only 
be doing it as a favor.” 

““A favor? To whom?” 

“To all of us, Valerie. Casey would maintain the ranch in peak operat- 
ing condition until the permanent administrator took over.”’ 

“T see three women in this room, Jazz,’’ Valerie drawled, ‘‘and only 
one of them has been fucking Casey Nelson.”’ 

“What!” 

“In my book, that gives you an unfair advantage. Doesn’t it, Fernie? 
Haven't you had enough unfair advantages for one day, Jazz? First you 
manage to cheat us of our share in our family home and the family 
savings. If you think that after that charming little caper we'd agree to let 
you put your boyfriend in as special administrator—think twice.”’ 

“What do you think he’d do?” Jazz said hotly. ‘‘Pad the feed bills? 
Rustle the cattle? Steal the silverware?” 

“All of that, and a hundred other things you haven’t mentioned. Be- 
tween the two of you, the place would be stripped clean.” 

“We saw you make your big play for Casey Nelson at the Fiesta,” 
Fernanda said with a delicately prudish sniff of her little nose. ““You must 
think we’re pretty stupid.” 

“Actually, no. I think Valerie’s incredibly stupid and you're incredibly 
jealous. And shouldn’t you both be packing?”’ 


Jazz paced back and forth in Red’s living room as she recounted the story 
of her day. 

“And then,” she said, still sputtering indignantly, ‘that chinless freak, 
Valerie, accused me of fucking Casey!”’ 

“She came right out and said that?”’ 

“I didn’t think Valerie even knew that word. Can you imagine any- 
thing so outrageous?”’ 

“It’s just shocking. I wonder how she knew?” 

“You too! Jesus!” 

*“You:mean .. 2” 
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“Never! Not that they would have believed me.”’ 
“Gee, Jazz, what’s stopping you?” 


Lydia Henry Stack Kilkullen was not even faintly surprised when Jimmy 
Rosemont invited her to have lunch alone with him. One day had passed 
since the reading of Mike Kilkullen’s will, and she knew that with his 
declared interest in buying the ranch, he would be anxious to extract as 
much news from her as possible. 

She would enjoy watching him fish ever so delicately for crumbs of 
information, she thought, as she dressed for lunch. It was always a treat to 
see someone as rich as Jimmy Rosemont working his heart out to get 
richer. 

If all the people who could live brilliantly on the most infinitesimal 
percentage of what they already owned were to stop struggling for more, 
the world would be deprived of a spectacle that never failed to entertain, 
Liddy mused, as she surveyed her New York wardrobe with the calculat- 
ing and matter-of-fact eye of a hangman looking at the neck of the next 
victim. There was nothing in it that she would bother to keep once she 
started getting the large sum she expected from the girls, she decided. 
Not that her clothes weren't still good, but she would not care to be 
reminded for an instant of the days when everything she wore had been 
bought on sale. 

Liddy pushed a number of hangers aside before she found the right 
Bill Blass suit. It had a navy skirt and blouse with a red jacket, tailored 
with a sure-handed hardness that few designers still knew how to bring 
off successfully—a suit that spoke of rich women doing their spring shop- 
ping on Fifth Avenue, so classic that only she would know that the spring 
of which it spoke was two years past and not the spring of 1991. 

Rosemont had asked her to meet him at the Stanhope Hotel on Fifth 
Avenue. Liddy approved of the choice. The restaurant of the exception- 
ally well run hotel was expensive and elegant, yet its location, opposite 
the Metropolitan Museum, was much, too far uptown to attract the fash- 
ionable, gossiping crowds that lunched together in packs some twenty 
blocks farther south. It was the most discreet place to lunch in this indis- 
creet City. 

She arrived at the restaurant a calculated fifteen minutes late, knowing 
that he would be precisely on time. It wasn’t often that one could afford 
these little pleasures of ego, but today Liddy knew that nothing was 
beyond her grasp: The phone call yesterday from Valerie and Fernanda 
had wiped away every failure, every shortfall, every regret of her life. 
She knew that the victory she felt made her look twenty years younger, 
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and she breezed through Jimmy Rosemont’s greeting without a hint of 
apology, no longer a petitioner. 

After he had admired her, after he had ordered, Liddy waited smil- 
ingly, composing herself for the small talk that must be indulged in be- 
fore he began a cautious line of questioning. In her experience, people 


rarely came to the point until the main course had been removed from | 


the table. 


“Georgina and I were so sorry to read that your daughters had lost | 


their father,” he said. 


“That's very kind of you,” Liddy replied. She couldn’t have put it | 


better herself, she thought. Not a word too much, not a word too little. 

“Now, shall you and I get down to business?”’ 

“Business?” 

“Liddy, we don’t know each other as well as we should. That’s a loss 
we'll have to recoup. But meanwhile, time is of the essence.” 

“Ts it?’’ Liddy asked, as blankly as possible. She had underestimated 
this man. 

“The Kilkullen Ranch will be sold, as we both know. The only ques- 
tion is to whom. I represent a group that is prepared to pay the highest 
price Valerie and Fernanda can get anywhere. Other groups will be inter- 
ested in the property. The more people who get involved in bidding for 
it, the longer it will take to sell. The process could take a long time. I 
want to make a preemptive bid to ensure that my people get the ranch.” 

“You don’t waste words,” she said dryly. 

“With someone less intelligent, I might have to.” 

“T didn’t inherit the ranch, Jimmy, my daughters did. More precisely, 
two-thirds of it.” 

“T know that, Liddy. Fernanda phoned Georgina yesterday.” 

“T see,” she said, frowning. 

“T also know how much influence you have on your daughters. They 
know that if it hadn’t been for you, they might well not be heiresses 
today.” 

“That’s quite true,’’ Liddy said, mollified. 

“May I be direct?” 

“Isn't this a little late to ask?’’ Liddy began to smile. She had gravely 
underestimated this man. 

“Extremely direct?”’ 

“By all means.” 

“If you use your influence with your daughters to assist my partners in 
securing the ranch, they will insist on showing you their gratitude.”’ 

‘“‘Can’t you be more direct than that?’”’ She laughed, and he laughed 
with her. 
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“There would be a finder’s fee, as soon as the deal is closed.” 

“How much of a finder’s fee?”’ 

“One-half of one percent of the selling price.” 

“And roughly what would that come to?” Liddy asked. 

“Roughly, somewhere around fifteen million dollars. Possibly more.” 

“Hmm, Interesting. Tell me, Jimmy, how much do you know about 
Orange County?” 

“Enough, Liddy.” 

“Forgive me, but I doubt it. I’ve been following the rise in land values 
in Orange County week by week for the past thirty years. Nothing has 
happened there in real estate that I don’t know about. I can foresee every 
problem your group of would-be buyers will face. First they have to 
satisfy the permanent administrator, who will be appointed by the court, 
that they are the proper buyers. Then they face problems from various 
state and local agencies.” 

““My people are aware that it won’t be easy to develop the land. They 
expect to have to be patient.” 

“Tt can be made easier. But not for one-half of one percent.”’ 

“Oh?” 

“T have one great friend in this world. A faithful friend for over thirty- 
five years. A friend who will do anything that I ask.”’ 

si © | 

“The Governor of the State of California. Deems White. He has the 
power to force through the permanent administrator of his choice. He 
has the power to make problems from state and local agencies . . . dis- 
appear.”’ 

“T had no idea.” Jimmy Rosemont spoke respectfully. ““Of course, that 
changes things. Shall we say that it doubles them?” 

“T rather think it triples them,’’ Liddy said. 

“That seems fair.”’ 

“Then we understand each other, The details can wait until the time 
comes.” 

“Tt can’t come soon enough, Liddy.” 

“T quite agree.” 

Jimmy Rosemont raised his glass to her. He had indeed underesti- 
mated this woman. But on the other hand, she had underestimated the 
value of her influence. If she had demanded a hundred million dollars to 
ensure that this deal happened, he. would have agreed happily to her 
price. It was going to be the ultimate deal of his life. One hundred 
million would have. been a most reasonable price to pay for a hundred 
square miles of the most valuable land in the United States. 
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\ ( hat kind of cooperation are the So- 


viets going to give you on the shoot in Kiev?’’ Jazz asked Sam Butler as 
they spoke on the phone. 

“Why are you so sure we'll have to go to Kiev?’ Sam asked. 

““You’re playing a Ukrainian political leader, right? Last I heard, Kiev 
was the capital of the Ukraine. Definitely Soviet.”’ 

“What the hell, locations are Milos’s problem. One of those places 
looks just like the other anyway. Grim, that’s the big point, Jazz, the 
location’s gotta be grim. I’m bloody excited.” 

“Of course you are—it’s exactly what you were looking for. I still 
don’t understand how you got out of the male-model gig.” 

“T convinced Guber and Peters that you can’t force an artist to do 
something against his will. After I shaved my head, they believed me.” 

“You didn’t!’ Jazz stifled a rising giggle. 

“You wanna bet?” 

“Have they recast the part yet?”’ 

“T wish you hadn't asked, but yeah.”’ Sam Butler’s bubble of ebullience 
was dented but not punctured. 

“Tell me,” Jazz demanded. 

“Daniel Day-Lewis,’’ Sam said in disgust. ““Would you have believed 
that Daniel Day-Lewis would agree to play a male model? After getting 
an Oscar for My Left Foot?” 

“It’s a change of pace for him, that’s all, Sam, don’t be upset. Think of 
it as a tribute to you that Milos Forman asked you first.”’ 

“Yeah, cobber, that’s right, I hadn’t thought of it that way,’’ he said, 
pleased by her opinion. 

‘Has your hair started to grow back in?” she asked, trying to sound 
concerned. 
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“Like crazy, thicker than ever, wouldn’t you know?” 

‘“‘When you were completely bald, did people treat you differently? 
Were they more friendly, less intimidated, at least while it lasted?”’ 

“Nah. It weirded them out. Face it, Jazz, I’m stuck with my instrument. 
To transcend your instrument, you've gotta have a nothing face. Oh well, 
it may be a dirty job but somebody has to do it. I guess things could be 
worse. 

“I hope the shoot goes brilliantly, Sam,” Jazz said, thinking fervently 
that Daniel Day-Lewis most certainly didn’t have a nothing face, and yet 
he transcended it with each new role. 

“T’ll miss you, cobber. A hell of a lot.’’ 

“T’ll miss you too.” 

‘See you when I get back?” 

“Of course, Sam. Have fun.” 

As she hung up the phone, Jazz knew that she would never see Sam 
Butler again except as a friend. Distance had dissipated a never-solid 
enchantment; absence, far from making the heart grow fonder, had 
proved a definitive cure of what had not been love. Now that Milos 
Forman was spiriting him away for months to Kiev or some suitably grim 
substitute, she could forget about him in good conscience. 

She glanced at the clock on the bed table of her familiar room at the 
hacienda. It had been a morning of unexpected phone calls, and she’d 
been interrupted several times as she tried to dress for an unwanted 
meeting with her sisters. 

First there had been the conference call from the Diet Pepsi people. As 
soon as Jazz had decided that she was far from ready to go back to work, 
she’d called her new friends to regretfully resign the job. 

Today, in the middle of January 1991, they’d phoned and told her that 
they had decided to wait for her, even if it meant a month or two. Their 
campaign had been tailored to her work, they told her. They considered 
her as irreplaceable as a great actress who would always surprise you; 
they never knew to what new limits she'd be able to take celebrity pho- 
tography, and her new approach was too innovative to consider having 
another photographer copy it. 

While Jazz was still thinking about ilies Pepsi call, Red had shield, 
sounding a little more like her old self than she had since the night Mike 
Kilkullen had been killed, and they’d made a dinner date. 

Casey had been out of the hospital for days, eating as much, under 
Susie’s watchful eye, as any man could be expected to. Next week he 
planned to resume his full duties as Cow Boss, using one of the Jeeps to 
get around, until he was completely mended. Casey had not been sur- 
prised when Jazz gave him a delicately expurgated version of why her 
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sisters had refused to agree to his appointment as special administrator. 
Joe Winter, of Wells Fargo, a sensible and likable man, had been ap- | 
pointed by the state to serve as special administrator. He had been de- | 
lighted that Casey had agreed to continue as Cow Boss until the Kilkul- | 
len cattle, a famous ‘“‘Reputation Herd,”’ were satisfactorily sold. 

Valerie and Fernanda had settled in at the Ritz-Carlton in nearby 
Laguna Niguel, hanging around the area as if they thought their inheri- 
tance would vanish if they weren’t in the neighborhood. What could they 
want from her today, Jazz wondered, feeling a plunge of uneasiness add 
itself to the condition of grief in which she existed. Her state of mind was 
utterly dominated by the loss of her father, to which was added her dread 
of the inevitable sale of the land and an ever-growing, painful nostalgia 
for the life of the ranch that was about to end. 

She had found herself incapable of making the only sensible move and 
returning to Los Angeles and her work at Dazzle. She was unwilling and 
unable, emotionally and physically, to separate herself for even a day 
from the ranch while it still existed as it had always existed, tranquil, 
timeless, majestically beautiful, its hundreds of rounded mesas_ un- 
changed from the days when the friendly Gabrielino Indians greeted the 
first Spanish soldiers as they arrived from the Royal Presidio of San 
Diego in 1769 on their northward exploration of the land that was to 
become California. 

Every morning she saddled up Limonada and rode the lively roan in a 
different direction, taking her last looks. Here and there, Jazz could not 
ignore a Jeep track or a windmill or a reservoir that betrayed the pres- 
ence of modern man, but once her horse mounted the hill behind the 
hacienda, the vast, glorious, downward sweep of the land was intact, as it 
curved in its roughly fanlike shape that narrowed bluntly at the top of 
Portola Peak and widened out to its longest boundary at the Pacific 
Ocean. 

When Jazz urged her horse to pick its way down into an arroyo, the 
world of 1991 disappeared entirely. Often she would slide down from 
her saddle and stretch out on a bed of dried leaves, watching the sun 
traveloverhead for hours, feeling each time as if today were the last 
chance she might ever have to be alone in each sweet-scented, humming 
pocket of shelter. 

She knew she should be praying for more rain, as Casey and Joe Win- 
ter were, but the dry days that had followed the heavy rains earlier in the 
year seemed to be giving her a reprieve from reality. When Jazz craved 
company in her sadness, she spent her time out on the open pastures 
among the vaqueros, who were busy watching over the breed herd. 

Winter was always the liveliest time of the year on the range. The 
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bulls, who spent ten idle, lonely months of the year in the purely male 
company of the “Bull Battery’’ corral, had been put in among the cows 
on the first day of December, one bull to every twenty cows. On the first 
of February they would be ‘gathered up” and sent back to bull purdah, 
but for the moment they were roaming frisky and free, as they finished 
their function of impregnating the entire herd. Every cow still had a 
nursing calf, born last fall, by her side, and some ninety percent of them 
had been ‘‘bred back’’ and were due to calve again next fall, a cycle that 
ended only if the cow failed to breed during these two winter months, 
became dry, and had to be sent to market. 

Casey and Joe Winter had quickly agreed, at their first meeting, that 
the best time to sell the herd would be at an auction held no sooner than 
late spring, after the calves were weaned and independent. The fattened 
cows would all have been tested to make sure that they were bearing 
calves. If the sale took place before the calves were weaned, the cows 
would be sold as a ‘‘three-in-one package,” the nursing calf and the 
unborn calf sold with each cow, at a much less desirable price. 

She’d never been sharply aware of these particular financial aspects of 
ranching, Jazz realized, because Mike Kilkullen had never talked about 
money. But as much as she would miss the sight of the cattle wandering 
slowly and peacefully over the immemorial curves of the mesas, it was 
the land that called to her. Each three-hundred-year-old oak, each bloom- 
ing sprig of each sage bush, each meadowlark she heard in the morning, 
each ow! that hooted at night, imprinted itself on her heart, another 
beloved reminder of her father. 


The enormous Ritz-Carlton at Laguna Niguel; between Emerald Bay and 
Three Arch Bay, is located on a particularly tall bluff, one hundred and 
fifty feet above the shore. Although Jazz knew it was described as being 
in the Mediterranean style, she saw nothing Mediterranean about its vast 
marble lobbies and gigantic public rooms, decorated in French and En- 
glish antiques. The whole place was staggering in its ostentation; every- 
thing about it was ten times too big, she decided angrily as she strode 
through one immensely long, expensively carpeted corridor after an- 
other in search of the elevator that would take her to the suite Valerie 
was occupying. 

If someone had to build such.a bloated blimp of a hotel on the coast- 
line, why couldn’t they have done it in a way that would make it seem as 
if it bore some relationship to its California location, instead of creating 
an over-scale imitation of the Crillon in Paris? Even if this hotel, like the 
Crillon, had been located on the Place de la Concorde, the. most impres- 
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sive square in France, it would still be condemned as trying too hard to 
be grand. As she rode up in the elevator, Jazz realized that she really 
didn’t hate the innocent, if pretentious, hotel; she hated having to lay 
eyes on Valerie and Fernanda. 

She had pulled herself together after her last phone call of the morn- 
ing, determined to get through this unwelcome meeting as quickly as 
possible. She’d glanced in the mirror and suddenly viewed herself 
through her half sisters’ critical eyes. Without makeup, her hair flapping 
every which way, like a flag attacked by the wind through which she rode 
all day, Jazz saw that she seemed almost waiflike, a rustic, sun-touched, 
unkempt, female Huckleberry Finn, in the worn jeans, the faded blue 
chambray shirt and the favorite sweater from her school days that had 
become her uniform during the past days on horseback. 

Almost everything she owned was still back in her closets in her Santa 
Monica apartment, but Jazz hunted around until she found the Yves Saint 
Laurent pant suit in which she’d traveled back from New York on the day 
of her final showdown with Phoebe at Dazzle. She’d driven straight out 
to the ranch after that Christmas party, only a little more than three 
weeks ago, and hadn’t returned to her apartment since. 

The pant suit was one of Yves Saint Laurent’s daytime tuxedos, a 
“‘smoking,”’ as he called it, stricter, more severe, more commanding than 
anything a man can put on short of a military uniform, a classic design 
that Saint Laurent repeated in a dozen versions every year, his signature, 
as much as the Chanel suit was her signature. Smokings, made in black 
fabrics from satin to hard-surfaced wool, play directly to a woman’s need 
to possess at least one garment that can act as an impenetrable carapace to 
cover and protect any inner insecurities she may feel. 

Jazz took out the perfectly cut authority symbol with displeasure. She 
resented having to slant anything about herself with an eye to how she 
would appear to Valerie and Fernanda, but she knew that it was necessary 
in dealing with them. 

She brushed her hair and forced it to lie flat on her head with mousse, 
binding the dark golden strands into a smooth, tight chignon, and fas- 
tened it securely with a black velvet ribbon. Then, putting on a terry 
robe, she started to work on her face. She used a light foundation on her 
apricot-hued skin and pressed white powder onto it, so that her face 
became a pale matte mask on which anything could be painted. She 
darkened to the limit the straight punctuation marks of her eyebrows; 
applied layers of mascara to her golden lashes until they were black; used 
a red lipstick she had bought but never worn because it was too dark a 
red to be flattering. By the time she finished, Jazz had added a decade to 
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the face she had seen in the mirror a half hour ago, and a hundred years 
of hardness. 

After she had put on the Saint Laurent and low-heeled, highly polished 
black boots, she inspected herself again. This elegant lady bouncer with 
the toughest shoulders in couture had never heard of Huckleberry Finn, 
she decided, as she finished off her outfit with a pair of massive jet-and- 
gold earrings and two wide, plain gold cuff bracelets, which would have 
to substitute for the brass knuckles she would have liked to wear but 
didn’t possess. 


The elevator stopped on the top floor of the hotel, where the most ex- 
pensive accommodations were located. A young woman came forward 
from behind a small desk and introduced herself as the concierge. When 
Jazz gave Valerie’s name, the concierge immediately escorted Jazz to a 
pair of double doors that, except for their newness, would not have 
looked out of place in the Petit Trianon. At the touch of a bell the doors 
swung open on the largest sitting room Jazz had seen in any hotel in the 
world. At the far end of the room, four arched windows looked out at 
the panorama of the sky and the sea in the distance, but Jazz focused on 
the group of people who sat around a table in the middle of the room: 
Valerie, Fernanda and two men she had never seen before. 

She paused, frowning, as the strange men rose. Valerie had said noth- 
ing about them, and Jazz was immediately glad she had taken the trouble 
to get herself up in an image that betrayed none of the.desperate hurting 
in her heart, or the feeling of intense vulnerability she could not shake 
off. She stood just inside the room, stubbornly immovable, aware that if 
she did not advance toward them, they would be forced to come to her. 

After a tiny pause, Valerie stood up and led the two men to Jazz to 
make the introductions. 

“Hello, Jazz,’’ she said, in as friendly a manner as she ever felt obliged 
to display to anyone. ‘‘You’re looking wonderfully well.”’ 

“Thank you,”’ Jazz said coldly. To her astonishment, Valerie leaned 
over and kissed her on the cheek in a breezy, casual way, as if she had 
totally forgotten their last encounter. 

‘This is Jimmy Rosemont,”’ Valerie said, ‘‘and this is Sir John Maddox. 
My sister, Jazz Kilkullen.”’ 

‘How do you do,”’ Jazz said, offering her hand to the men as briefly as 
was consistent with a minimum of politeness. 

‘Come on in, Jazz,”’ Valerie said, taking her arm and leading her over 
to where Fernanda was sitting with a welcoming smile in her brilliant 
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turquoise eyes. Everything about her looked, Jazz thought, as if a fairy 
godmother had been overly generous. 

‘No, thank you,” Jazz said, waving away the offer of coffee and greet- 
ing Fernanda in the same economical gesture. She sat down on the only 
chair that wasn’t deep and puffy, placing herself on the seat as precisely as 
any Victorian lady come to pay a ten-minute courtesy call, sitting stiffly 
upright, her back not touching the chair. 

A mahogany cart laden with trays of tea sandwiches, small pastries and 
pots of tea and coffee stood next to Fernanda’s chair. 

“Something to eat, Jazz? These little éclairs are awfully good,” Fer- 
nanda asked, with one of her most fetching looks. 

“Nothing, thank you.” Did her smoking make her look so masculine 
that Fernanda thought she’d had a sex change, Jazz wondered. That was 
the look she reserved for anything in pants, all right, but not a dame. 

“How is everything at the ranch?’’ Valerie asked. 

“No different from the way it was when Mr. Rosemont flew over it in 
a helicopter on an inspection tour a few months ago,” Jazz said evenly. 

“So you heard about that, did you?”’ Jimmy Rosemont didn’t sound 
surprised, but faintly amused. Jazz didn’t like his devilish, jovial, too- 
well-groomed looks any more than Mike Kilkullen had. 

As for Sir John Maddox, he had the perfect relaxation of surface that 
only the British seem able to achieve. He was a man in his late sixties 
whose thinning gray hair was just exactly the trifle too long that indicated 
that he didn’t worry about his haircut; his double-breasted, rather formal 
gray suit was immaculate, yet old enough to seem as if it were a member 
of his family; his handsome head had a dignity of prominent bone struc- 
ture that was more than sufficient to show that he was accustomed to the 
exercise of power. 

“T thought the best way to get an overview of the ranch was by air,” 
Jimmy Rosemont added, unabashed. “‘Have you ever done that? Amaz- 
ing experience, shows you things you could never dream of from the 
ground,” 

Jimmy Rosemont’s voice and manner could undoubtedly be consid- 
ered charming, Jazz thought, if you were in the market for a sharp, foxy, 
tricky charm, which she was not. She didn’t bother to answer him, but 
waited silently, her chin lifted, one trousered knee over the other, her 
arms folded across her breasts, staring into the neutral middle distance. 
Her body language was calculated. She might be outnumbered, but she 
knew that she looked as if she were reviewing her troops. Eventually, 
one of them would get around to explaining the point of this meeting. 

‘‘Jazz,’’ Valerie said, ‘‘as you’re aware, when Jimmy first came out here 
and saw Father, he was interested in buying the ranch. Since Jimmy and 
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his wife, Lady Georgina, are both good friends of Fernanda’s and mine, 
after Mr. White explained to us that the ranch had to be sold, we both 
thought of him first, before any stranger.”’ 

“Tl can understand that, Valerie. What I don’t understand is the reason 
for this rush. According to Mr. White, nothing at all can be sold until the 
court appoints a permanent administrator, and that may take months. It’s 
only been a few weeks since Father died.” 

““What you say is quite true, Miss Kilkullen.”’ Sir John Maddox entered 
the conversation smoothly, with an inclination of his head, a pause and a 
glance that managed simultaneously to convey a wordless homage to 
Mike Kilkullen, an acknowledgment of Jazz’s loss, and the need to pass 
on to matters of business. 

“However,” Sir John continued, ‘‘there is an important advantage to 
be gained if the three of you should be able to come to an agreement 
about the future of the ranch without any waste of time.” 

“Is there?” 

What was it about a certain kind of British voice that inspired confi- 
dence, Jazz asked herself. This distinguished man had the kind of aristo- 
cratic benignity radiated by Sir John Gielgud or Sir Ralph Richardson. 
Two consummate actors. 

“You see, Miss Kilkullen, during the period of the special administra- 
tor, you still control the destiny of the ranch.”’ Sir John leaned slightly 
forward and addressed himself entirely to Jazz. 

“You three sisters, acting together, can petition the court to set aside 
the special administrator. You can then decide to sell the ranch to a buyer 
whom you have personally chosen, someone in whom you all have confi- 
dence. However, once a permanent administrator is appointed, none of 
you will be able to rid yourselves of him except, as the law puts it, ‘for 
cause,’ and that would be excessively difficult and highly unlikely. In 
other words, no matter what the permanent administrator chooses to do, 
or how long it takes him to do it, you will be entirely in his hands, at his 
mercy as it were.” 

“Are you a lawyer, Sir John?” Jazz asked. 

“Yes indeed, a barrister, but I no longer appear in court.’’ He smiled a 
graceful, self-effacing smile. 

“Sir John was the governor of the Crown Colony of Hong Kong for 
many years,” Jimmy Rosemont said. ‘‘During that time he presided over 
the Executive Council of the colony and was president of the Legislative 
Council of Hong Kong. Since he resigned those responsibilities, he has 
become an internationally recognized expert on land use and develop- 
ment.”’ 
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“Is that why you’re here, Sir John? To advise us all on land use?’ Jazz 
asked. An actor killed Lincoln, she reminded herself. 


“Not entirely, Miss Kilkullen, but in part, yes. Iam also here on behalf _ 


of a group of men I have known for well over fifteen years. They form a 
consortium of the owners of the largest banks in Hong Kong.” 

“You're acting for a bunch of Hong Kong Chinese bankers?”’ 

“Precisely, Miss Kilkullen.”’ . 

“And these . .. clients . . . of yours want to buy the ranch?” 

‘Indeed they do, Miss Kilkullen. In fact, one could say without fear of 
contradiction that they want it more than any other buyers in the world. 
You see, my banker friends must get their money out of Hong Kong 
before it is returned to Communist China. Six years from this coming 
June, the agreement by which Hong Kong was leased by Britain will 
expire. My friends live in fear that the Communists may not be willing to 
wait till 1997. They’re running out of time, as you can understand, and 
that’s why they'll pay more than the market value.” 

Forgive me if I seem confused, Sir John,’’ Jazz said, ‘‘but as I under- 
stand it, only months ago Mr. Rosemont tried to buy the ranch himself. 
Now here you are, with Mr. Rosemont, only you're representing Hong 
Kong bankers who want the same piece of land. Exactly what’s going 
on?” 

“Oh, come on, Jazz,’’ Valerie said, ‘‘don’t get your fur ruffled over 
nothing. Jimmy’s been advising the Chinese from the beginning. Sir John 
is another one of their most trusted advisers. Jimmy never told Father 
about the gentlemen from Hong Kong because he couldn’t manage to 
get that far before the conversation was terminated. You know how 
abrupt Father could be when he didn’t want to listen.” 

And she knew what an excruciating pain Jazz was going to be, Valerie 
thought. She’d warned them all about her, but nobody except her 
mother had been ready to believe that such an absolutely wonderful 
opportunity could be held up temporarily by one pigheaded girl. Every 
time their mother had telephoned to discuss the situation, she’d re- 
minded them that Jazz had spent years worming her way into their fa- 
ther’s heart, and had told them not to discount the nuisance she would 
make of herself. God knew, she and Fernie had to admit that they owed 
their position in their father’s will to their mother’s insistence that they 
put in their duty time at the ranch. When their mother had told them that 
selling to the Chinese was the best thing they could do, and that they 
should put their trust in Jimmy, she was unquestionably right, as she had 
been for the last thirty years. 

Valerie lifted her chin and presented her celebrated profile to Jazz as if 
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it were a guarantee of her right to mediate between Jazz and Jimmy. 
Fernie wouldn’t be of any help. 

‘Mrs. Malvern is right,” Sir John said. ‘‘When a sophisticated group of 
bankers attempt to move their money from one country to another, they 
are forced to depend on a number of different specialists. I daresay 
Jimmy has been doing business with them almost as long as I have. We’re 
both working with our Hong Kong friends, trying to find a solution to 
their problem that will benefit you and your sisters as well.’’ 

“John,” Jimmy Rosemont spoke hastily, as he watched Jazz’s face close 
up and reject the Englishman’s words, ‘‘before we start talking details, 
why don’t you let me give Miss Kilkullen an idea of the way in which the 
ranch would be developed? Obviously she’d want to know that before 
she began to make any sort of judgment about the buyers.”’ 

“Of course, Jimmy.” 

“You see, Miss Kilkullen, your ranch isn’t just another piece of real 
estate, and it would never be treated as if it were ordinary, garden- 
variety, undeveloped land. The concept is to turn it into the most spectac- 
ular, splendid residential and recreational complex anywhere in the 
world. The name would never be changed, it would always be the 
Kilkullen Ranch, or Rancho Kilkullen, or whatever name you and your 
sisters liked best, but the idea—well, the idea is nothing short of magnifi- 
cent.” 

“Ts it?’’ How long could she endure the sulfurous smell of snake oil, 
Jazz wondered. Long enough to find out exactly what this salesman had 
in mind, she decided grimly, no matter how noncommittal or even en- 
thusiastic she had to seem to get it out of him. 

“Bear with me, Miss Kilkullen. We all know that large parts of Orange 
County have been covered with houses that are lined up side by side, one 
looking just like the other, to the point that they might just as well be 
tract houses anywhere. They’re very comfortable little places, I don’t 
deny that, but they wouldn't do justice to the Kilkullen Ranch. They are 
exactly the opposite of what we’ve been thinking about.”’ 

“T see.”’ So it was ‘“‘we,’’ was it? No one could accuse her sisters of 
being slow on the draw. While she’d been lost in her brooding around 
the ranch, taking her long, melancholy leave of it, they'd gathered to- 
gether this pair of selfless experts and brought them out to California to 
tell her what her best interests were. 

‘‘Now picture this, if you will. The entire ranch forming one single 
unified community of pure luxury, one single, flawless community, a 
jewel that would stand out in the same way that Monte Carlo stands out 
from the rest of the Céte d’Azur—except that it would be in a thousand 
ways more spacious and gracious than Monte Carlo, which, to my way of 
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thinking, is decidedly overbuilt. What I visualize is a community in which 
not one single house would be worth less than ten million dollars—most 


of them would be worth a great deal more—and each one would be | 


surrounded by such lush landscaping so that there’d be privacy for every- 
one. 

“Pure luxury, you say?” Jazz spoke with interest. She wouldn’t buy a 
pair of Lakers playoff tickets from this man, not even if they were in Row 
A at center court. 

‘Luxury beyond anything you can imagine. And, even more impor- 
tant, security, so that the residents would be free to revel in their life- 
styles. Now here I'd like to take a lead from Monte Carlo itself, because 
there would be a security system similar—only better in every way—to 
the one that makes Monte Carlo such a pleasure to spend time in. We 
would employ security police by the tens of dozens, discreet but always 
dependable. The women in Monte Carlo think nothing of wearing their 
great jewels whenever they like—they can walk down any street in the 
principality wearing jewels, because they know that they are safe in their 
own community at all times. How many places in the world can you do 
that today, Miss Kilkullen?” 

“TI have no idea, Mr. Rosemont.’’ Somehow, Jazz thought, she had the 
feeling that she could count on him to tell her. 

“None! Absolutely none. Not in Beverly Hills, not in Bel Air, cer- 
tainly not in any cosmopolitan city in the world. The Kilkullen Ranch 
would be more closely guarded than the Crown Jewels of England. No 
one could enter a single one of its gates without passing the inspection of 
several armed guards and without verbal permission from the person 
they’ve come to see. It would be the ultimate gated community, a Shan- 
gri-la, a total refuge against the ever-increasing dangers of modern life.”’ 

“Who would actually .. . live . . . there?’’ Jazz asked. 

‘“‘Ah—the most important point of all! The super-rich from all over the 
world. It’s as simple as that. Such people would flock from everywhere to 
buy homes here, not just because of the extraordinary safety factor but 
because of all the other advantages enjoyed by this area. We have the 
best weather in the world during the winter months; on the shore of the 
Kilkullen Ranch there is a natural harbor more than wide enough for a 
marina that could accommodate dozens of oceangoing yachts as well as 
smaller boats by the hundreds; there’s plenty of space to build an airport 
so that the residents could arrive in their jets; the community would 
support a fleet of small planes and helicopters so that they could whisk off 
to Costa Mesa or San Diego or L.A. whenever they wanted to go shop- 
ping or to the theater, to a restaurant or to catch a plane if they don’t 
already own one. Transportation, Miss Kilkullen—instant, easy transporta- 
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tion—is sometHing the very rich have to have, or what's the point in 
serious money?” 

“I’ve often asked myself that very question. Do these people have to 
have children as well as transportation?” 

Jimmy Rosemont laughed. ‘‘We’ve thought of that. We’d establish a 
school here just for that reason, from kindergarten through high school, 
a private school system comparable to the finest anywhere. For the resi- 
dents’ children only, of course.” 

““Wouldn’t the residents have to have servants?” 

“Indeed they would. Servants are equally as important as transporta- 
tion. There will be accommodations for servants, in the residences, if 
desired, or in a special servants’ village that we’ll build at a suitable 
distance. Of course, the servants’ backgrounds will be subject to a thor- 
ough check by the security system of the community. We’ll take no 
chances.”’ 

“Urine testing on a daily basis?’ 

“You're having a good time making fun of me, Miss Kilkullen, but let 
me tell you, that’s not at all a bad idea.” 

“Why, thank you, Mr. Rosemont.” 

“What we envision for the Kilkullen Ranch planned community is, 
quite simply, the very, very best of everything/”’ Jimmy Rosemont stood up 
and began to pace back and forth in excitement. ‘“‘Of course there would 
be several championship golf courses, created by the leading designers in 
the field, of course there would be a racetrack and equestrian facilities for 
riders, again they would be state-of-the-art in every detail; the same lav- 
ishness and style would apply to the tennis club, the country club and the 
beach club. The Sporting Club at Monte Carlo would instantly seem 
down-at-the-heels in comparison. These clubs would be the centers of 
galas and parties that would attract guests from every capital and every 
resort in the world.” 

“Guests? Friends of the homeowners? Family? Poor relations?” 

“Even poor relations.”’ Jimmy Rosemont’s pointed, graying eyebrows 
peaked in appreciation. ‘“‘But when I said guests, I was speaking of the 
international travelers who would turn the Kilkullen Ranch into a fabu- 
lous vacation resort as well as a planned community, very special, very 
fussy people who have been spoiled for anything less than the most mag- 
nificent of accommodations. And once they’ve discovered what we'll 
have to offer, they won’t want to leave.” 

“What magnificent accommodations?” Jazz picked the important 
words out of his smooth flow of words and fastened on them. 

“The hotels, Miss Kilkullen, the many splendid hotels that will be built 
along the beachfront. They’ll make this hotel look shabby, I promise you. 
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Nothing will be lacking to.attract the cream of travelers except a casino, 
but every afternoon jets will leave for Las Vegas and return whenever 
needed, so no one will notice the lack of on-site gambling.”’ 

‘How foresighted.”’ 

“Yes, I think we can honestly say that we’ve tried to think of every- 
thing. The hotels, even the largest of them, will be designed and inte- 
grated into the shoreline, so that we can use as much of the available 
beach as possible. The condominiums will be built only on Portola Peak, 
where they will rise from the base, each one high enough above the 
others so that the views will be unobstructed. Our aim here is to maxi- 
mize land use by eliminating all wasteful space, such as grazing land, and 
creating new space in areas such as Bowtie Peak, which has never been 
put to use before.”’ 

“Tell me more about the condos,’’ Jazz asked. Condos! Mike Kilkul- 
len’s least favorite word. 

“Not one of them will be under twelve rooms. Comparatively, hE}: ll 
be priced in the same range as the residences and offer less upkeep. | 
can’t be entirely certain yet, but my rough estimate is that we’ll be able to 
build perhaps two dozen condominium complexes, with the usual swim- 
ming pools, health clubs and all those essential amenities.”’ 

“This won't be cheap.’’ In her voice, a reflective note blended into a 
slight timbre of temptation. 

“Indeed not, Miss Kilkullen.’’ Sir John Maddox rejoined the discus- 
sion. ‘““No question about that. The advantage of having my Chinese 
friends behind it lies precisely in the enormous expense involved. You 
see, the Chinese take a long view, a historical overview, if you will. They 
don’t expect immediate results from their investments. They're willing to 
wait patiently for construction to take place. Once assured that they own 
the land, they will be content to wait for the returns on their investment. 
In addition, they can write checks for the purchase price without having 
to go to banks to borrow, because they are the banks. My friends have 
more than just their own money to get out of Hong Kong. They have the 
fortunes of their depositors, every one of whom is as worried about the 
future as they are. Once you make the decision, wane you choose to, 
you won ’t have to wait for your money.’ 

“Interesting,” Jazz said. ‘‘Very interesting.” 

‘Jazz, what do you think?’’ Fernanda asked eagerly. ‘‘Isn’t it the most 
exciting idea you've ever heard of? I’d want to havea place here myself, 
and I never felt that way about California before.”’ 

‘‘Jazz, you realize that the hacienda would continue to be entirely sepa- 
rate, that it would be respected, isn’t that so, Jimmy?” Valerie reminded 
him. 
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She didn’t like the fact that Jazz hadn’t moved from her Little Napo- 
leon pose since she’d sat down. She hated to admit it even to herself, but 
she almost had to admire the way Jazz had forced Jimmy to sing for his 
supper. His descriptions of his plans had gone into far more detail than 
they ever had before, and the way in which he talked about throwing 
giant sums of money around reminded her vividly of the very people she 
most disliked in New York. Yet she mustn’t get all holy-Philadelphia 
about it, she reminded herself sharply. 

“Clearly, Val,” Jimmy Rosemont answered her. ‘‘Miss Kilkullen’s own 
property would never be overlooked by another house—the condos 
would be too far away to bother her. In fact, we'd be delighted to set 
aside a belt of land for you above and beyond the land that was included 
in your father’s will, to ensure your privacy. If you couldn’t live here, 
because of your work, we’d undertake to keep up, in perpetuity, the 
Hacienda Valencia and the grounds in perfect condition as a living mu- 
seum of ranching life, so that the spirit of the great old days would never 
be forgotten.” 

“Hmm.” Jazz tapped her booted foot. 

“Come on, Jazz, don’t you think it’s the chance of a lifetime?’’ Fer- 
nanda demanded. 

“T couldn’t say that, Fernanda. No. But then how can I judge, in my 
condition? I have a violent need to throw up all over this very expensive 
carpet.” 

Jazz walked to the door quickly, turned and spoke to all of them. 
“Before we meet again, I think I'll have a word with my lawyer.” 


Two days later, Jazz found herself in the offices of Johnson, O’Hara, 
Klein, Bancroft and Johnson, in the Arco Building in downtown Los 
Angeles, the heart of the serious business district. She had come to con- 
sult with the senior partner, Stephen Johnson, who had been recom- 
mended to her by Gregory Nelson. 

“*He’s one of the best, if not the best, probate litigator in the country,” 
Mr. Nelson had assured her when he received Jazz’s panicky phone call. 
“These guys are a tight little fraternity, you know. They've all worked 
with each other a dozen times, no matter what city they’re in, and Steve 
Johnson is the man I'd choose for myself. He’ll tell it to you straight, 
whatever you want to know and a lot you don’t.” 

“It sounds perfectly legitimate to me,’’ Steve Johnson said thought- 
fully, after a pause while he considered everything Jazz had just told him 
about the meeting at the Ritz. 

“IT know Sir John, and he’s a good man, well connected and honest,” 
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Johnson assured her, his round face earnest behind his dark-rimmed 
glasses. ‘‘As for the Chinese, it would be their single largest American 
purchase, but there’s no reason to doubt that they have the money. 
They've been active in Canada for a long time—they’ve bought so much 
of the country that they’re just about wearing out their welcome in Van- 
couver, as a matter of fact.”’ 

‘Why did I feel as if I were being railroaded?”’ 


‘Because you were. The normal way to go about selling the ranch | 
would be to wait until the permanent administrator is appointed. His | 


basic job is simply to get the best price available. That means surveying 
the land, ascertaining its value, hiring brokers, putting the property on 
the open market and entertaining bids. Obviously, if they can talk you 
into making a deal now, they won’t have to go through that process.”’ 

“Why their passion for the Chinese?”’ 

‘‘Rosemont and Maddox will get a big piece of that action for putting 
the deal to bed. I’m sure Rosemont will have some of his own money 
invested in the purchase as well.” 

SOD. 

“Listen, Jazz, you’re not supposed to know all that, but I am. First of 
all, if the permanent administrator comes in, they have the Japanese to 
worry about. I have no doubt that they’d want the ranch badly. They can 
make damn near anything, but they can’t make land. Then there are huge 
American consortiums to deal with, major Swiss money, major, major 
German money, literally dozens of prospective suitors . . . but the Chi- 
nese would probably be willing to top the highest bid, pay more than 
market value, and end up with the land. They’re highly motivated, as Sir 
John explained.” 

“Then why was everyone pushing me so hard?” 

“Time. It’s a matter of time. There’s a good reason why lawyers tend to 
think that time is of the essence. Before the administrator could be satis- 
fied that he’d settled on the top price, years could go by. Just arguing 
over who would be the proper brokers could take forever. And every 
year that passes means a great deal of money permanently lost to all 
parties.”’ 

“Could you give me a concrete example?”’ Jazz said in a tight voice. 

“Sure. Let’s say your share of the ranch comes to about a billion dol- 
lars. You pay your taxes and you're left with half a billion.” 

“Right. Half a billion dollars,”’ Jazz said expressionlessly. 

“O.K. You put your money into tax-free municipals, the safest ones 
you can find, paying—and this is a deliberately low-ball figure—six per- 
cent a year. Now your unearned income becomes thirty million dollars a 
year, and you can spend every dime of it. If the ranch isn’t sold, that’s 
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how much youd be out of pocket for every year that the sale of the land 
drags on.” 

“I'd be losing thirty million a year that I hadn’t earned,” Jazz said, so 
incredulously that her voice was utterly flat. Even her eyebrows didn’t 
lift. 

“Exactly,” 

“My God.” 

“Damn right. You couldn’t spend it, unless you started collecting art, 
in which case, depending on your tastes, you might even have to go into 
principal. But normally you'd reinvest some of it and your income would 
just get bigger and bigger.” 

“So that’s how the rich get richer.”’ 

“Tt is indeed.” 

‘““Now I know why everyone said I needed a lawyer.”’ 

“Greg Nelson said you didn’t have one. Frankly, I couldn’t believe it.”’ 

“T can’t either, now that I’ve talked to you. Listen, Steve, what if, just 
for instance, I wasn’t in a hurry to have thirty million dollars a year to 
spend. What if I didn’t need it, didn’t want it. What if I really liked 
earning my own living? No, don’t look at me like that—I just said ‘for 
instance.’ What if I were like my father and I didn’t want to sell the 
ranch?” 

“You could stall and stall and stall. You could bring up a number of 
roadblocks that couldn’t be ignored. You could get injunction after in- 
junction. The permanent administrator would have to listen to all your 
arguments, you’d run up millions—and I mean millions—of dollars in 
lawyers’ fees. You’d have teams of guys like me working full time for 
you, as hard as we could, and in the end you'd still have to sell. If you 
dragged your feet long enough, the court would force you to sell in order 
to be fair to your sisters.” 

“Right. O.K., Steve, let me ask you another dumb question. What if I 
decided to be sensible and sell fast, but I didn’t want to turn the ranch 
into a state-within-a-state for the richest people in the world, an armed 
fortress bristling with police, a kind of maximum-security prison with 
everything but gunboats out in the harbor and machine guns on the roofs 
to keep. the world safe for billionaires; what if I had another idea about 
the way the land should be used?”’ 

“Whoever buys the land can do whatever they want to with it. Your 
ideas won't matter. If they decide to turn it into a parking lot or a drive- 
in movie, the law doesn’t change. It goes to the highest bidder and it 
becomes his property. No whorehouses, no casinos, but otherwise the 
sky’s the limit.” 
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‘Are you telling me to agree with Valerie and Fernanda and sell the 
land to the Chinese bankers?”’ 

“IT think you'll end up doing just that. Your sisters own two-thirds of 
the land, you own one-third. You'll be forced to come to an agreement 
with them sooner or later, no matter what, and they seem enthralled with 
the Chinese purchase. So if you hate the Monte Carlo concept, Jazz, 
unless you can come up with another panebes who'll pay more, I’m afraid 
that’s the bad news.’ 

“What's the good news?” 

“You’re going to be very rich, whether you want to be or-not.” 

“But if I don’t?” Jazz spoke with dogged persistence in spite of the 
small, sympathetic but ironic smile Steve Johnson couldn't hide. 

“You can always give it away as fast as it comes in, In my experience, 
that doesn’t often happen. Money—well, let’s just say that most people 
get used to having it faster than they think they will.” 


Resolutely, Jazz tried to put the conference she’d just had with Steve 
Johnson out of her head as she negotiated the drive out to Venice by way 
of the Harbor Freeway and the Santa Monica Freeway. It was a speedy, 
unfamiliar route that snaked cleverly from one end of the city to the 
other, complicated but not bewildering enough to keep her mind off the 
probate expert’s words. The inadmissible concept of being forced to sell 
repeated itself over and over in her mind, becoming more and more 
intolerable, drowning out everything else Steve Johnson had told her, 
and Jazz wished fervently that she'd had her car radio repaired so that she 
could tune in to one of the radio shrinks and listen to someone else’s 
problems. 

Jazz arrived at the parking lot with a huge exhalation of relief. As she 
walked up the street to Dazzle, she felt her preoccupation fading away 
for the moment, soothed by the bizarre ambience of a world that had 
remained bohemian and predictably outlandish. Here, at least, nothing 
could turn topsy-turvy in the blink of an eye; Venice had survived every 
kind of ruin, fire, and devastation, constantly rebuilt and reborn for the 
last eighty-five years, without losing its loopy holiday charm. The day of 
the ten-cent camel ride and the Big Dipper roller coaster might be gone, 
but its spirit lived on in the looks of expectation and pleasure on every- 
one’s face as they hurried past her toward the boardwalk. 

Jazz walked around Dazzle the wrong way to Pete’s studio to avoid 
being seen from inside the double glass doors. She was in no mood to 
cope with Sandy, the receptionist, or any of the other people who 
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worked at Dazzle, except Mel and Pete, whom she’d planned to meet for 
lunch today. 

Soon after Mike Kilkullen’s death, when Jazz had realized that she 
didn’t know when she’d start working again, she’d given all her studio 
staff an open-ended, fully paid leave of absence. The expense was well 
worth the security blanket of knowing that she’d still have Sis Levy, Toby 
and Melissa with her when she started shooting again. 

As Jazz peered into the car photographer’s studio, she saw Pete and 
Mel, deep in conversation while they started to set a table with the lunch 
from the Purple Tostada Grande that they’d promised to order for her. A 
sharp pang of desire for stuffed quesadilla, for burritos, for guacamole, 
made Jazz realize how long it had been since breakfast. 

“Could we eat first and talk later?’ she called from the door. Mel and 
Pete both dropped the covered cardboard cartons on the table and 
rushed toward her in an exuberance of welcome. 

“Just in time!’’ Pete exclaimed as he crushed her ribs and lifted her off 
her feet. 

“If you hadn’t come today, we’d have come down to get you,” Mel 
told her fervently as he kissed her. 

““You can tell me how much you’ve missed me later,’’ Jazz informed 
them, in a rush of deep affection for her two friends, ‘“‘but first, feed me!” 

She watched, her mouth watering, as the men slapped plates and paper 
napkins on the table and carefully opened the steaming cartons, her teeth 
so set for Mexican food that it took her a half-minute to realize that she 
was looking at a magnificent spread of hot dishes that had not been 
inspired by any place south of the border. 

“Fried rice?’ she faltered, disbelievingly. ‘“‘Lemon chicken... 
sweet-and-sour pork? Chinese’ Oh no . . . no, say it isn’t so.” 

“It was the best we could do at the last minute,”’ Mel said plaintively. 

“TI knew Phoebe was an evil, misbegotten bitch,’’ Pete exploded, ‘‘but 
how anyone could sink this low is beyond me!” 

“But you love Chinese, don’t you, Jazz?”’ Mel asked anxiously. 

“Normally, Mel darling, normally. But not today. Don’t ask why. 
What happened to the Tostada you promised me?”’ 

Both men turned and looked at her incredulously. 

“Didn’t you see?” Pete demanded. 

“How could you miss what she did?’’ Mel asked. 

“I came in from the other side . . . what happened?” 

“It’s the last fucking straw! Phoebe tore down the Tostada over the 
weekend when we weren’t here,” Pete told her furiously. 

“It’s gone, bulldozed into splinters, razed to the ground,” Mel 
mourned. 
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‘But she promised to keep it just the way it was when she bought it!”’ 


Jazz said disbelievingly. ‘‘We all depend on the Tostada takeout, and she | 


knew it.” 


“That's what I told her,’’ Pete said, enraged, ‘“‘but Phoebe reminded 
me that she’d never made any guarantees, just given us a chance to goin | 


on it with her, and none of us wanted to. And, unfortunately, she’s right. 
In fact, she even had it written in the minutes of that meeting.”’ 
‘What's she going to do with the space?” Jazz demanded fiercely. 


‘I asked her ‘that,’’ Mel said, ‘‘and she informed me that she hadn’t | 


decided yet, but: whatever kind of fine restaurant it became, it would 
never be so utterly ‘in’ that there wouldn’t be a table for me, provided I 
remembered to let her know before four in the afternoon. She’s lucky 
I’m so controlled. I almost bit her.”’ 

“After the way she screwed Jazz about Magic’s party, I’ve been at war 
with the bitch,”’ Pete said vengefully, “‘not that I ever was at peace with 
her, but the sight of no Tostada across from Dazzle—she’s finally gone 
too far.” 

“Pete, are we going to let her get away with this?’’ Mel’s normal 
quality of calm repose had entirely deserted him. His smoothly barbered 
head seemed to have grown spikes, his Buddha-like composure was laid 
aside. 

“No, Mel, we are not. We are going to fire Phoebe, give her the 
boot,’’ Pete announced, with the satisfied and decisive tone of a man who 
has seen the light and is about to act on it. ““No woman capable of such a 
heartless, selfish, hostile action can be trusted to be my rep.” 

‘IT agree entirely,’ Mel said solemnly. He and Pete shook hands over a 
carton of snow peas and mushrooms. ‘‘Pete, tell her that whatever you 
say goes double for me.” 

“Me? Why should I tell her?”’ Pete asked. ‘‘You’re firing her too,”’ 

‘T can’t stand confrontations,’’ Mel complained smugly. ‘‘Everybody 
knows that about me.” 

‘That doesn’t mean you don’t have to take some responsibility,’’ Pete 
said, outraged. 

“You can do it for the both of us.”’ 

“No, I can’t. Phoebe has ways .. . you know her ways . . . she'll 
manage to fuck my mind somehow, unless you're there to back me up.” 

“Guys,”’ Jazz interrupted. ‘““Are you both. absolutely sure you want to 
change reps? I mean, without a shadow of a doubt? And without it hav- 
ing anything to do with me and Magic? Only for ante Own reasons?” 

“Absolutely,”’ they said in unison. 
“Who would rep you instead of Phoebe?”’ she asked. 
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‘They looked at each other blankly. “‘We haven’t got that far, Jazz,” 
Pete admitted. ‘‘You have any advice?’ 

“T haven't done anything about a new rep, myself,” Jazz said. ‘‘But 
when I do, I'm calling Trish Burlingham. She’s super-smart, she’s effec- 
tive as hell, but on top of it, she’s nice, really nice. Or for a male rep, 
with a bigger organization, you couldn’t do better than Daniel Roebuck 
of Onyx.” 

“We'll call them both, check it out, right, Mel?” 

“Right. But first you have to fire Phoebe,’’ Mel reminded Pete. 

“Hold it, Mel,” Jazz said. ‘‘First we have to decide about Dazzle. 
Dazzle the studio, not Dazzle the organization. Do we want to keep on 
owning this place with Phoebe, or do we want to buy her out?”’ 

“She probably won’t sell,’’ Pete said, ‘‘but, Christ, I wish she would.”’ 

‘Me too. I’d buy her out in a second if I could,’’ Mel said. 

“Ah, but we can force her to sell,’’ Jazz said sweetly. ‘‘When we 
bought it together, one of the rules was that if any three of the partners 
unanimously wanted to buy out the fourth, it would be done at fair 
market value, to be established by three independent appraisers.”’ 

“You sound just like a lawyer,” Pete said in admiration. 

“T’ve been sitting at the feet of members of the profession, but I have a 
way:to go before I pass the bar,’’ Jazz said airily. 

‘So, it’s settled,’’ Mel said in relief. ‘‘Pete tells her she’s history, I hold 
his hand while he does it, and then we'll get the appraisers in. Now can 
we eat?”’ 

“‘No,”’ Jazz said. ‘‘Nobody eats with unfinished business'on the table.’’ 

“Ah, have a heart, Jazz. I don’t want to tell her when I’m hungry,” 
Pete pleaded. ‘‘A mission like that can’t be done on an empty stomach.” 

“Look, I know you two cuties are capable of handling this yourself,” 
Jazz said, ‘‘but if you’d like, I don’t mind being your spokesperson with 
Phoebe. Her cunning little ways don’t work with me.” 

“It wouldn't be asking too much?’’ Pete beamed. 

“T’ll hold your hand too,’’ Mel offered. 

‘Follow me, guys,’ Jazz said, and led the way to Phoebe’s office, 
where the rep was eating her favorite lunch: fake cheddar cheese made 
from tofu, and melba toast. 

“Well, well, what brings you here, Jazz?’’ Phoebe asked, looking up in 
feigned surprise. She’d known that Jazz would come crawling back as 
soon as the memory of the shots of Magic’s great party had dimmed. 
She’d made up her mind to be gracious but firm. From now on, Jazz 
would have to cut down on her editorial work and spend at least two- 
thirds of her time shooting ads. At her fee of twenty-five thousand dollars 
a day plus expenses for commercial work, Jazz couldn't continue to blow 
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her time on portraits that would only end up in yet another seventy-five- 
dollar coffee-table book. Her choice of work was costing Phoebe a for- 
tune in commissions. 

‘I’m here on business, not pleasure. I’m representing Mel and Pete,” 
Jazz said, standing in front of Phoebe’s desk and looking down at her. 
“They have empowered me to dismiss you as their representative, start- 
ing immediately. In addition, the three of us are exercising our contrac- 
tual right to buy out your share in Dazzle. Your unfeeling destruction of 
the Purple Tostada Grande has proven that you don’t have our best 
interests at heart. We will choose three independent appraisers of our 
own; you pick three others. That’s three more than the contract calls for, 
so we don’t have to haggle over which appraisers to use. When the 
appraisals come in, we’ll average them out and arrive at a fair price for 
your one-quarter share of this building. Unless you have a better way of 
establishing the proper value, I suggest that we begin the process this 
afternoon. Time is of the essence. We need your space as soon as possi- 
ble.”’ 

Jazz’s gaze was mild, her voice neutral, her manner dry and matter-of- 
fact. 

‘“‘My space!’’ Phoebe sprang up, her split ends flying. “My space?” 

“For the new Tostada,”’ Jazz said, as she turned and led the way out of 
Phoebe’s office. 

“That went fairly well,’’ Jazz said as they regained Pete’s studio and 
she had accepted the men’s dazed, delighted compliments. 

‘Jesus, Jazz! What's happened to you?”’ Pete exclaimed. ‘‘You’re be- 
ginning to scare me. Our problems are all solved and the food’s still 
hot!”’ 

“Ah, Pete, honey bun, I’ve just been hanging out with some wrongos 
. . . picked up a few moves. Listen, I forgot all about Gabe. What are 
we going to do about his space?” 

“Don’t worry, he'll be long gone. He left for Russia on a big assign- 
ment, won't be back for months. Where did he say he was going, Mel?” 

“Who knows exactly? He went rushing off with his pockets stuffed 
with ten rolls of gaffer’s tape, muttering something about covering the 
impact of a major capitalist venture on the government of the Ukraine, 
something about staying with it till the bitter end, even if it took till 
summer. I wasn’t listening to the details. Wait! Now I remember—he’s 
going to Kiev, where the chicken comes from.” 

“Was it. . . with Milos Forman?”’ Jazz asked, beginning to quiver all 
over with rising mirth, thinking of Sam and Gabe, each one with his 
unique instrument, dividing the available female filmmaking and local 
talent during the long Russian winter. 
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“Right! That's exactly what he said, come to think of it . . . hey— 
why'd you ask, if you knew already?” 
“Because ...1... wasn’t... exactly .. < sure.” 


“Jazz, stop laughing so hard—for God’s sake, you’re going to choke 
on the fried rice.” 


“How was your trip to the big city?’’ Casey asked the next day, as Jazz 
came wandering in after lunch. 

“TiHuminating. I liked Steve Johnson.” 

“Dad knew you would. Was the news good, bad or indifferent?” 

“Sort of. Ican become a major contributor to a lot of worthy causes, or 
I can spend the next two decades in litigation and make major contribu- 
tions to members of the American Bar Association. I’m considering my 
Options.” 
- “Something tells me that you don’t want to talk about it right now.” 

“T just want it all to go away and leave me alone.” 

“How about coming riding with me?” © 

“Who said you could ride yet?’’ Jazz asked suspiciously. 

“The doctor. I saw him this morning, and he said I was as good as 
new,” 

““How could he tell?” 

““Oh, knock it off, smartass, and take off those city clothes. I want to get 
out there while there’s still plenty of light.” 


As Jazz and Casey reached the rim of the natural hollow in the upland 
mesa where the Fiesta was held each year, he slowed his horse to a walk 
and finally a halt, while he looked around. 

““Remember?”’ he asked Jazz. 

“The Fiesta? Of course.” 

“Not just the Fiesta. This spot, this exact spot.” 

“What about it?” 

“This is where we met. This is where I deliberately, with malicious 
intent, threw a plate of greasy chili at you, this is where you first called 
me ‘dickhead,’ which, in some ways, I prefer to ‘fascist pig.’ ”’ 

“Hey, don’t get all sentimental, all of a sudden.” 

“I will if I want to,” Casey said stubbornly. “I'll never forget that 


night.” 
“No,” Jazz said, suddenly serious, ‘neither will I . . . I didn’t know 
it was going to be the last Fiesta . . . I’m so glad I couldn't see into the 


future.” 
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“Tl wish I could have,’’ Casey said with a fierce intensity, in a voice that 
held some strong, repressed emotion. He kicked his horse into a slow | 
canter and took off, his horse climbing steadily sideways across the bowl | 
toward its upper rim. She followed, watching him carefully, for in spite 
of his assurances that the doctor had told him he could ride, she was | 
worried that Casey might not yet be fit. He sat in the saddle easily, with 
no trace of favoring the side that the bullet had entered. However, Jazz 
decided that on this first day back on a horse, he shouldn’t ride too long 
without a break. 

‘Follow me,”’ Jazz called, as she caught up with him at the rim and led | 
the way across a wide, gentle plateau to the edge of an arroyo where she | 
had discovered a gradual track to the bottom, one on which the horses 
couldn’t possibly slip. ‘‘Down here,’’ she said, showing him the easily | 
overlooked natural trail. Leading, she let her horse pick its way into the | 
deep fold between the mesas, where a cluster of majestic oaks and syca- 
mores grew in a thicket that made a gray-green, sun-splotched parasol 
overhead. 

“‘Let’s rest for a minute,”’ Jazz suggested, and jumped down onto the 
ground, where thousands of years of drifting sycamore leaves had left a 
soft surface. Casey joined her and they both sat down, leaning against a 
tree trunk. 

““Now,”’ Jazz demanded, turning toward him, ‘I want a full explana- 
tion of that last remark. Why do you want to see into the future? What’s 
the good of it? Isn’t it better not to know?”’ 

Casey looked at her silently, as if he were trying, rebelliously but 
unable to help himself, to memorize her. The sun fell in shafts of diffuse 
brightness on her head, so that he could see even the tiniest hairs that 
separated themselves from the others, some brown-gold, some red-gold, 
some beige-gold, rippling wavelets of hair whose color he had never 
been able to name satisfactorily, even to himself. His eyes traced the 
straight, mysteriously satisfying lines of her brows, which were elevated 
in curiosity, the artless, independent impudence of her nose, the delicate, 
precise line of her upper lip that made such a fascinating contrast to the 
frank, all-but-outrageous fullness of her lower lip. Although he knew that 
skin couldn’t be gold, hers was, and her eyes were gold too, he thought, 
and she was a perfect little golden idol from some primitive past who had 
been set on earth to torment him, to punish him for crimes he would 
never dream of committing, to drive him around the bend, he who had 
always been sane and proud of it. She had been designed by the fates to 
teach him bitter lessons, to cure him of being cocky, to change the luck of 
the Irish, to let him know that he wasn’t in charge here, to inform him 
that he had never been appreciative enough of a past life in which he had 
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had the incredible luck not to become acquainted with one Juanita Isa- 
bella Kilkullen. 

“Stop looking at me like that,”’ Jazz commanded nervously. ‘‘And an- 
swer my question.”’ 

“If I could have seen into the future, I would never have written your 
father and asked him for a job,” Casey said slowly. 

“I. didn’t know it had been as bad as all that,” Jazz said, stunned and 
hurt by his words. ““You seemed content . . . or at least you gave a 
pretty good imitation . . . of a man who liked what he was doing. You 
certainly had me fooled.”’ 

“This is exactly what I mean! The perfect example! Every time I say 
something to you, it’s the wrong thing to say, I use the wrong words and 
you take everything the wrong way, every time I do anything to you it’s 
the wrong thing to do, if I dare to kiss you it’s wrong, if I try to seduce 
you it’s wrong, if I don’t try to seduce you, it’s wrong, if I even stand near 
you, I ruin your great-grandmother’s shawl! Oh, what's the use?”’ 

‘“You mean that you wish you'd never come here just because of me?”’ 

“There it is again! You're twisting my words, as usual. You listen but 
you don’t hear. Or if you hear, you don’t understand. I’m not saying that 
anything is your fault, Jazz, I'm saying I wish I'd done the right things to 

. Capture your attention. And I know you won’t believe me, but I’ve 
never had this problem before. Not with anyone, male, female or in 
between. It’s something about you—no strike that!—it’s something about 
me, 1 don’t know what, but I’m fatally clumsy around you, I make all the 
wrong moves, send out the wrong signals . . 

“Let's try to get this straight. You want to capture my attention, is that 
correct?”’ 

“*Yes,’’ Casey said miserably. 

‘You want to make the right moves?” 

“Yes again.”’ 

“You want to send the right signals?” 

“Yes, guilty as charged.” 

“Why?” 

“Don’t be so damn dense,”’ he said gruffly, hanging his dark red head 
in frustration and embarrassment at the relentless interrogation, which 
made him sound even more like an idiot as she repeated his words. 

“You're saying the wrong thing again,’’ she warned, her voice satu- 
rated with well-hidden delight as she saw the pitiful state into which she 
had reduced him. 

“T know. I’m . . . damn it, Jazz, I’m so fucking shy! You make me 
shy, it zs all your fault that you’re so totally . . . whatever it is you are 

. oh, hell, I love you, O.K.? I’m crazy about you, madly in love, 
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O.K.? I want to live with you for the rest of my life, I never want to let 
you go, I never want you to look at another man, I know I can’t have you 
but I’m stuck with it for life, loving you and needing you even though I 
know it’s hopeless, so go ahead and gloat, chalk up another victim.” 

“O.K.,” she whispered, 

“O.K.? Is that all you can say? Not even a gratified sneer?” 

“I love you too, O.K.?” Her voice shook with glad, long-deferred 
release, and Jazz fought laughter as well as tears. He had been so glori- 
ously oblivious of what any other man must surely have seen a long time 
ago. Of course, she had been as stubborn and elusive and frivolous and 
tantalizing as she knew how to be, but only because she didn’t want to 
make it too easy for him, didn’t want to fall at his feet, didn’t want to 
scare him off by premature surrender, and anyway, weren't men sup- 
posed to make the first move, didn’t the laws of human nature still hold 
true? 

While she spoke the few uncomplex words, Casey’s downcast glance 
was on her hands, and he watched them unfolding toward him as if they 
were accepting a gift or giving a gift, it didn’t matter which. She wasn’t 
making fun of him, he realized, looking up into her startled, revealing 
eyes in which a great alchemy had transformed mockery into a clear, 
unflinching declaration even he couldn't fail to understand. The world 
turned over and righted itself, time stopped and started again. 

“Will you marry me, too?’’ He spoke hastily, as if he were afraid she'd 
change her mind. 

“Tl marry you also,’ Jazz assured him as he grabbed her, not clumsily 
but triumphantly, and pulled her toward him so that her upturned face 
lay just under his chin. ““We’d better get a dictionary. Let’s not try to talk. 
Oh, darling, just kiss me. It’s the one thing we never get wrong.” 
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azz struggled reluctantly out of a deep 
sleep, completely disoriented. She didn’t know what day it was, she 
didn’t know what time it was, she didn’t even know where she was. The 
only thing she was entirely sure of was that it was finally raining, a down- 
pour that beat so heavily on the roof and windows that it had roused her 
from the most satisfying sleep, a sleep she tried vainly to reenter for a few 
seconds until she became aware of the fact that Casey Nelson was in bed 
with her, not her bed but his. Once she had registered the warm, steadily 
breathing, solid and permanent substance of Casey, everything else 
rushed back into her mind and she closed her eyes the better to savor the 
completeness of her happiness. 

It was so clear and strong, this happiness, so free of ambiguity, of 
overtones, of questions. It didn’t just ‘‘feel’’ right, it was right, an ele- 
ment of nature that must always have existed, waiting for her to stumble 
into it. Well, ic had taken them long enough to get it straight, she 
thought, months and months when it should have been hours—or min- 
utes—but of course they were too civilized for that, too blinded to the 
games people played, the disguises people wore, the suspicions people 
had, to simply look at each other and know—for they must have known 
right from the beginning—and admit to each other that they knew. 

She might be the only woman of her age group who had agreed to 
marry a man who had done nothing more than kiss her, but since yester- 
day they had more than made up for it. Casey was . . . she searched her 
mind for the right word and finally found it with a private shiver. . . a 
virtuoso. He made her wish she’d never known another man, but if she 
hadn’t, how would she know he was a virtuoso, Jazz asked herself virtu- 
ously, muffling herself under the covers so that she could inhale the smell 
of his body. Was it wrong for a man to smell so good? In so many 
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already had a lulling bath; she’d tried counting down from a hundred, 
she’d tried imagining that she was descending in an elevator while visual- 
izing the numbers of the floors, she’d tried imagining that she was on a 
giant ferris wheel going slowly backwards, but none of the familiar tricks 
worked. 

Jazz slipped out of bed, picked up Amilia’s portfolio, and crept back 
under the down quilt. She remembered the letter from her great-great- 
grandmother and decided that an attempt to use her rusty high-school 
Spanish to make a translation into English, from a document written in 
elaborate handwriting, had to be the final answer to her insomnia. Her 
brain would shut down from the sheer tediousness of the endeavor, and 
she’d slip into the unconsciousness that all her senses craved. 

Less than an hour later her eyes were half closed and her notes all but 
unintelligible. The letter had started out as a warm but conventionally 
formal welcome to the prospective new bride, Amilia Moncada y Rivera, 
from her future mother-in-law, Juanita Isabella Valencia Kilkullen. Ap- 
parently the two women were second cousins, a fact Jazz had never 
known. Jazz, her brain increasingly weary, had translated more and more 
roughly, and the next-to-last paragraph had been so difficult to translate 
that when she had it down on paper she gave up the task, rereading what 
she had just scrawled. 


Now that you are about to something something 
your family and become a Kilkullen wife, you will 
learn of something covenant(?) that my family, the 
Valencias, made at the place of (?) with the holy 
something Fathers many (?) ago. I feel something 
something that you will be as proud as I (?) to discover 
that the Kilkullens, something something not Spanish, 
are as God (?) as something Valenctas. They (?) 
agreed to the covenant when my something busband 
something my father’s ranch and they respect it with 
the same something of the Valencias. 


“Something something question mark, something something question 
mark,’’ Jazz muttered, turning out the light and pushing the yellow pad 
aside, with the letter folded into it. She was asleep before the pad slipped 
off the bed to the floor. 
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Her saleslady at Bergdorf’s was a tactful creature, Liddy Kilkullen re- 
flected, but her tact had not been equal to the task of concealing her 
surprise when a customer who had never bought anything that wasn’t on 
sale headed straight toward the new resort clothes that had just come into 
the store, and.asked to have them brought to her in the dressing room. 
The saleswoman had actually told her, warned her, no less, that these 
clothes were new and wouldn’t be marked down for months. 

Of course she’d been kind to the foolish, flustered creature, Liddy 
thought, as she stretched out on her chaise longue in Fernanda’s guest 
room and sipped a cup of tea. She’d passed over the gaffe, pretending not 
to notice, said something vague about her ship coming in, and gone on to 
buy and buy and buy. She hadn’t bothered to glance at a single price tag. 
If something was becoming, she bought it; clothes for morning and after- 
noon and evening; ten times more clothes than she’d ever bought at one 
time before; the resort clothes that were always so much more experi- 
mental than the ordinary summer line, the clothes that she’d need when 
she’ flew to California to supervise her daughters. | 

Actually, Liddy admitted to herself, she didn’t actually need these new 
clothes right now. California in winter didn’t have resort weather, but 
something in between, weather that called for a suit and blouse with a 
warm coat for the evenings. She was perfectly aware that she’d used her 
trip as an excuse for a shopping binge with the only clothes in the city 
that weren't on sale after Christmas, and she didn’t give a damn. 

It was the only way she knew to celebrate her fortune, and she had to 
celebrate or bust. If she were a chocolate-eating woman, she'd have con- 
sumed enough chocolates to bring on a liver attack; if she were a drinker, 
she’d have spent the time.in an alcoholic haze; if she were an eater, she’d 
be twenty pounds heavier than she had been when she'd struck her deal 
with Jimmy Rosemont. But the discipline of a lifetime had long ago 
caused her to lose whatever craving she might ever have had for food or 
drinks or sweets, and she wasn’t going to buy jewels yet, not until she 
had completed her new wardrobe. 

Some women chose their clothes to show off their jewels, others se- 
lected jewels to complement their clothes, and she was of neither group, 
Liddy saw in a sudden burst of pleasurable insight. She was one of the 
very few whose clothes and jewels, no matter how brilliant, would always 
form a perfect background against which she herself would be the only 
object of attention. 

So this was what real money could do. It could make her realize her 
potential in a way that had always been obscured by having to plot and 
plan how best to spend what little money she had. She'd constantly been 
fascinated by her rich friends, always wondered what it felt like, really and 
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truly felt like, to be them, but she’d always known that there was no way to 
imagine or to understand something so central to a person’s inner core of 
self unless you had it yourself, unless you controlled it yourself, in a way 
that depended on no one else in the world. 

She wondered what their money would do to Fernanda and Valerie. 
They would change, of course, but in what way? Unforeseen ways. Per- 
haps unfortunate ways, precipitate, unbecoming, unwelcome to her. It 
was that realization that had prompted her to decide to join them in 
California. The telephone wasn’t a satisfactory way to communicate with 
her daughters, and now that they had finally become the heiresses she 
had planned for them to be for so long, they needed her counsel and 
advice more than ever. For the last three decades she had watched and 
observed the kind of life they were going to lead now, and she knew the 
traps that lay thick on the ground. 

Yes, Liddy mused, if there was one thing she was an authority on, it 
was the way of life of the very rich. No one could be as objective about it 
as someone who had not been forced to be a—why not use the harshest 
word she could think of, since it no longer had the power to wound?—a 
hanger-on. True, she had been one who paid for her place in the world of 
the very rich, paid on a daily basis, with her accounts always neatly bal- 
anced, but a hanger-on nevertheless, not truly entitled. 

But just as the legendary English tailor was never supposed to dun a 
rich man for his overdue bill, she would never have to balance her ac- 
counts again. Never again the charming, prompt thank-you notes, never 
again the flowers sent the day after a party, never again the wondering if 
she owed someone an invitation—from now on people would feel as if 
they owed her. Like a great beauty, a great star, or a great talent, a very 
rich woman could live carelessly, pleasing only when and if it pleased her 
to do so. 

Startled, Liddy realized that she would never go back to Marbella. As 
if she had been making a conscious decision and had arrived at it care- 
fully, she suddenly knew where she had chosen to live: San Clemente. 

How funny, how wonderfully funny that now that she could live in 
style anywhere in the world, she would make a full circle and go back to 
a small town in California. But so long as Deems White was Governor of 
the state, so long as he and Nora kept a second home in San Clemente, 
she would be near him. 

Would she ever learn to be absolutely honest with herself, Liddy won- 
dered, smiling like a girl, as she slowly put the teacup down. Trying on 
clothes in the dressing room today, she had considered nothing but 
whether they would appeal to Deems. All those excellent reasons that 
explained how she could be essential to her daughters had very little to 
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do with them-and everything to do with Deems. They could manage 
nicely for themselves, but her love needed her, and at last she was free to 
go to him. 

Who, she wondered, was the top real-estate agent in San Clemente? 
The one who handled the very finest properties? 


“T thought I’d never find a way to lure you away from Valerie,”” Lady 
Georgina Rosemont said to Fernanda. 

“I thought you liked her,’’ Fernanda answered, as the two women 
drove back to the Ritz. Georgina had bought her way solidly through the 
intriguing collection of antiques at Gep Durenburger’s shop in San Juan 
Capistrano, leaving the charming place quite stripped of its best objects 
and furniture. 

“T do,’’ Georgina replied, ‘‘but somehow nothing’s quite as much fun 
when she’s along and when it’s just the two of us. I feel a hundred years 
younger than Val, don’t you? Thank goodness the old dear decided that 
she didn’t want to take a busman’s holiday. Wait till my precious assistants 
see that huge crate that they’re going to ship to New York from 
Durenburger’s—they'll have to start showing a tad more respect for 
me. 

““Oh, Georgie, they adore you,” Fernanda protested. She looked at the 
petite, auburn-haired Englishwoman in ever-renewed amazement. The 
casualness with which she wore her unfathomable beauty never changed, 
she didn’t have a self-conscious bone in her body, and her attitude to- 
ward herself was one of constant mild amusement. 

“T’m just being honest, Fernie. You know as well as I do that I’m not 
the genuine article, not a real decorator . . . Jimmy just wants to be 
sure I have something jolly to do. When it stops being jolly, I'll stop and 
find something else. Perhaps a perfect little flower shop. I could bring 
back nosegays single-handedly. Whatever they are.” 

“Why not a tearoom?” 

“Oh, splendid! I'll toast the muffins and split the crumpets and you can 
preside over the teapot. Would you like that? We could go into business 
together. Seriously, Fernie, it would be fun to work together, wouldn’t 
it? You’ve got to have something to do, you know, you can’t just sit 
around and count your money.” 

“T’ve never done anything. Why do I have to start now, just because 
I’m going to be filthy rich?” 

“Tt looks better if you make an effort, pitch in, show the flag, all that 
nonsense—you don’t want to have to be on all those frightful charity 
committees, do you? Selling tickets to balls, buying tickets for balls, and 
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then actually going to the balls, with never an end in sight? It'll give us 
the perfect excuse—‘Sorry, ladies, we can’t possibly come out to lunch, 
we have to bake the scones and then there’s the washing up.’ ”’ 


“I thought you liked those parties and balls . . . you do them all so | 
well.” Fernanda gave the car to a valet parker and the two women started | 


for the elevator at the Ritz, where the Rosemonts had their suite on the 
same floor as Fernanda’s and Valerie’s. 

“Oh, most of that is for Jimmy. I suppose I don’t mind, or at least I 
didn’t last year, when it was still fresh and a bit of a novelty. Now I’m 
beginning to find it all just too much—boring, useless and exhausting. I'd 
far rather just send them the money and not go. Come on in, sweet, and 
we’ll order some tea and we can see if they serve it as well here as we're 
going to serve it in our own little shop.” 

““‘Where’s Jimmy?” 

“Off to San Francisco for the day. He won’t be back till after dinner. 
Meetings and more meetings . ... you know Jimmy.” 

The two women drank their tea and ate their thin sandwiches in rela- 
tive silence. Georgina seemed plunged in contemplation of the crazy new 
tea-shop idea, Fernanda thought, and she was content just to look at her 
and admire her. Georgina was twenty-nine, ten years younger than she, 
Fernanda realized with surprise, yet they always felt so comfortable to- 
gether that it was hard to believe they weren’t the same age. Either there 
was something very grown-up about Georgina, or else, she, Fernanda, 
was childish. Probably both. 

While the tea tray was removed, Georgina went into her room. ‘‘Do 
come in and chat, Fernie. I just want to:stretch out for a minute. I think I 
overdid the antiquing.” 

“T’ll go to my room. Maybe you can take a nap.” 

“No, honestly, I’m not sleepy, just footsore. And I don’t want Valerie 
to know you're back.”’ 

Definitely childish, Fernanda thought. She felt the same way. They 
were both like kids hiding from a strict governess. Ever since Georgina 
had arrived to join her husband at the Ritz, a few days after Jimmy 
Rosemont and Sir John had held the meeting with Jazz, she and Georgina 
had been trying to find time to spend together as they did during their 
frequent lunches in New York, but Valerie had made them into a three- 
some. 

Fernanda knew that the sale of the ranch was going to take place in a 
manner organized by wiser business heads than hers. She was content to 
let Jimmy and Sir John proceed on their own. Just getting away from 
New York had lightened her heart and Georgina’s presence made her 
feel as if she were on vacation. 


} 
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She didn’t want Valerie to know they were back from their antiquing 
expedition either, Fernanda thought, she didn’t want Valerie to know in 
the worst way. She didn’t want to. . . share Georgina, she realized. 
There was a thrilling feeling of exclusivity when she was alone with 
Georgina that was ruined when Valerie, sensible, organized, capable Va- 
lerie, joined them, as she had done often in the last days. That must be 
the way girls felt about their best friends, she thought. She’d never had 
that kind of high-school best friend, the kind you whispered to about 
other girls, told secrets to, felt jealous of, as if she were a boy. She’d 
always been too occupied with her own inner cravings to look around for 
a friend, there hadn’t been any other girls like her to talk to, or if there 
had been, they were as solitary and secretive as she. 

She followed Georgina into the elaborate bedroom of the two-bed- 
room suite. Georgina had explained that she and her husband never 
shared a bedroom because he was so often up at odd hours of the late 
night and early morning, telephoning business partners all over the 
world. 

“Come over here and sit down, sweet,’’ Georgina said, patting the 
bed. “I simply must put my feet up.” 

“You don’t look tired.”’ 

“I’m not really. I feel comfy, now that we’re here. I told the maid to 
keep the curtains drawn so there’d be some refuge here that was decently 
dim. All that sunlight . . . it’s a shock to my system after yesterday's 
rain. At least, most of the time, New York is decently gray in winter.”’ 

“Do you miss London?” 

“A little. Or at least I did, until I met you. You're such great fun, 
Fernie, such a mad rascal, such a flamboyant, heartless flirt, a wild child 
all done up like the most gorgeous fraud of a cowgirl. You remind me of 
someone I adored . . . of course, she didn’t look anything like you, but 
she was even more wicked.” 

“Who was she?”’ Fernanda asked, feeling a sharp pluck of jealousy at 
the longingly reminiscent tone in Georgina’s voice. 

“A girl at boarding school . . . Claire. She was older than I was . . . 
she must have been fifteen and I was only twelve ... . but we became 
great friends in spite of the difference in ages. I'll never forget Claire.” 

“Do you still see her?” 

“I doubt if I’d recognize her today. I hear she’s turned into the perfect 
suburban hostess and the perfectly stuffy mother of four perfectly stuffy 
children . . . do promise me you'll never do that, Fernie.” 

“I couldn’t if I wanted to. I’m fundamentally imperfect.”’ 

“When Claire was at school, she was different. We were in the same 
house. I had the most agonizing crush on her . . . I used to watch her 
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during choir practice and forget to sing. I never took my eyes off her at 
meals, I spied on her whenever I had a chance, I know I’ve never been so 
blindly in love.”’ 

“In love?” 


“Of course, Fernie, in love. Pure love, first love, the most painful kind, 


the kind you never forget.”’ 
‘‘And then she graduated and you never saw her again?” 
“Oh no... that would have been too cruel. No, one night, after I 


was in bed, Claire came to my room—the big girls could do all sorts of | 


things that the little girls couldn’t do, like stay up late—and she shut the | 
door and she came over to me and sat on the bed, just the way you’re | 


sitting there, and she leaned over and kissed me on the forehead.” 
“Did she say anything?” 
‘She said she’d noticed me watching her and she wanted to know why. 
Of course she was just teasing me, she knew why perfectly well. I was too 


utterly tongue-tied to say anything, and then she kissed me on the lips _ 


. it was the first time anyone had ever kissed me on the lips . . . oh, 
she kissed: me and kissed me, over and over again . . . she knew what 
she was doing.’’ Georgina’s voice was low, lulled, as if she spoke out of a 
trance of memory. 

“She had the sweetest lips, Fernie, and after I dared to start to kiss her 
back, oh, a long time after, she pulled down my nightie and she started to 
kiss my breasts . . . I was just growing them and they were so tender 
and small, I used to feel them every morning when I woke up to see if 
they’d gotten any bigger overnight . . . and she kept on kissing my 
breasts, and playing with them until they felt as if they were swelling, and 
then she got under the covers with me and I could feel her hands reach- 
ing down between my legs and then she started to play with me there 

. . sO gently, so wonderfully, Fernie, no one had ever touched me 
there except . . . well, I did, all the time . . . but I didn’t know how 
different it would feel when it was somebody else . . . it was . . . oh, 
it’s hard to explain, but nothing had ever felt so . . . so terribly zmpor- 
tant .. . it was as if I'd never understood why I was alive, not really, 
until Claire touched me between my legs until . . . she didn’t stop, 
Fernie, not even when I started to . . . well, you know, I don’t have to 
explain. I didn’t have any idea what to do to show her how wonderful it 
was, so she showed me what to do to her, to make her happy. That was 
my first time. After that, Claire came to my room every time she had a 
chance, and I learned . . . I learned so many different things . . . I was 
a good pupil." Georgina gave a low laugh. ‘‘Her star pupil.” 

“What happened when—Claire left school?’ Fernanda’s voice 
sounded strange to her, as if it came from a distance. 
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“At first I didn’t know what to do. I thought about her all the time, I 
did it to myself, of course, but it wasn’t the same . . . I needed it so 
much by then . . . I was thirteen—it was all I thought about, I could 
barely concentrate on my books enough to get by—and then I noticed a 
girl in my own form, a girl who watched me the way I’d watched Claire 
—and one night I went to her room...” 

““Yes?’’ Fernanda asked hoarsely. 

“And I made love to her, the way Claire had shown me. There’s 
always been some girl, ever since, until I left England, but there was 
never anyone who could take the place of Claire, no one who fascinated 
me so completely, no one I wanted as much, no one J had such a fright- 
fully real crush on... until I met you.’ Georgina’s low voice trem- 
bled, but she didn’t move from her recumbent position on the bed, 
didn’t make a gesture toward Fernanda. 

“T didn’t . . . Ihad no idea... I’ve never . . .”’ Fernanda’s words 
stumbled and she didn’t dare to look at her friend. She was thrown into 
utter confusion by the surprise of what she had just learned, shock com- 
bined with an unwilling but irresistible excitement. Sitting in a chair in 
this shadowed bedroom, listening to Georgina’s dreaming, beautiful 
voice as she pictured the scene between the two girls, she had become 
frantically aroused. But how was it possible? She’d never been attracted 
to another woman .. . naturally the thought had crossed her mind, 
many times, only to be immediately supplanted by another thought that 
told her it was only intellectual curiosity, everybody had such notions all 
the time, they didn’t mean anything. 

“IT know you had ‘no idea,’ you darling goose. Why do you think I told 
you about Claire? You don’t think I’d tell anyone else but you that story, 
do you? Fernie, you’ve never found the right man, have you? People 
think that you find men, use them up and go on to the next, but I know 
that you’ve never been made love to properly. Isn’t that so?”’ 

“IT... yes... but I think it’s... me... something wrong.” 

“That’s impossible. Oh, my sweet, nothing could be wrong with you. 
See here, I know I’ve probably horrified you, telling you about how I 
feel about girls, and I know you're nervous and uptight and have all sorts 
of theories against it, but what harm could it do totry . . . with me? Just 
as an experiment . . . just once? If you don’t enjoy it, we'll never do 
anything again, we'll forget it happened and we'll still be best friends, I 
promise, because I love being with you so much. Let me just show you. 
You don’t have to do anything at all, you don’t have to move a muscle, 
and if you ask me to stop, I'll stop . . . I'll give you a beginner’s lesson 
the way I used to do, at school.”’ 

As if she could refuse, Fernanda thought, as if she could possibly get up 
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and walk out of this room, when she was having trouble with simple 
breathing. 

‘Lock the door,’’ Fernanda managed to say. While Georgina did so, 
she wondered if she should lie down on the bed, but she was too befud- 
dled to move from her chair. She didn’t know how to do this, she 
thought wildly, and then Georgina came back, stood behind the chair 
and started to stroke her hair back from her forehead with a touch so 
reassuringly tender that Fernanda gradually felt the tension in her shoul- 
ders relax. 

“Yes, yes, that’s better. Oh, I’ve wanted to touch your hair for so 
long,’” Georgina whispered, and cradled Fernanda’s head to her bosom. 
‘‘T used to look at you at lunch and wonder how it would feel—so soft, so 
fragrant, softer than I dreamed. Come over to the bed, darling, that’s 
right, just lie back and let me look at you.” 

She put one arm under Fernanda’s head and kissed her on the fore- 
head. Fernanda shuddered with anticipation, remembering how Claire 
had begun her lesson, and she leaned her head back on the pillow, closed 
her eyes and allowed her mouth to receive Georgina’s kisses. That exqui- 
site mouth, she thought, that marvelously shaped mouth that was never 
covered with lipstick, that warm mouth, that small, pointed tongue dart- 
ing in such timidly inquisitive forays between her lips, not like a man’s 
blundering tongue that was often too big or too demanding. 

She was aware that Georgina had stopped kissing her long enough to 
take off her clothes, and: she began to unbutton her own shirt when she 
felt Georgina’s hand on hers. 

“Don’t, let me do that. I want to be your slave.” 

“What?” 

“Your slave, darling. I want to wait on you, do everything for you, 
whatever you want, there’s no rush, we have all the time inthe world. 
The longer it takes to make you happy, the better it will be. Oh, I like it 
to take a long, long time. J /ike to be told what to do.” 

“Was that what Claire said to you?’’ she muttered. 

“No, I didn’t find out I wanted that until much later . . . may I be 
your slave?”’ 

SYesnmiwoh, yess mn, 

“May I unbutton your blouse?”’ 

“Yes.” . 

As Georgina slowly unbuttoned each button, Fernanda could hear her 
breathing come more quickly, but when Fernanda’s arrogantly splendid 
breasts were freed from the confinement of the silk, Georgina waited to 
touch them until Fernanda gave her permission. Only then did she caress 
them with the tips of her fingers that knew exactly how much pressure 
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brought the optimum amount of pleasure, experienced, supple fingers 
that knew exactly how to draw a line of lovely promise across Fernanda’s 
breasts, closer, ever closer to the nipples, but holding back from actually 
touching them, so that Fernanda felt her nipples aching with tightness for 
a touch that did not come and that would not come if she did not demand 
it. 

She lay tensed under the exquisite torture, arching her back and her 
neck and willing herself to wait until Georgina asked for permission. 
Georgina, her slave. But although she could feel Georgina’s warm breath 
on her breasts as she bent to her task, she asked for nothing, and Fer- 
nanda finally understood that a slave could ask only for certain things and 
that other intimacies were for Fernanda herself to demand. She licked 
one finger and briefly touched it to a nipple, in a signal of command, and 
Georgina’s open mouth immediately descended, fastening on the nipple 
with an adept but diffident suction that took infinite care not to suck her 
to the point of pain, as so many men did in their frenzy. 

“We have all the time... the longer the better . . .”’ Georgina 
murmured, and Fernanda sighed in ecstasy. She had always wanted her 
nipples sucked for much longer than any man was willing to, and sucked 
like this, the sucking an end in itself, and not merely a way to stimulate 
her so that she’d allow them to enter her. She turned on her side, so that 
her breasts would fall forward in all their fullness, and abandoned herself 
to Georgina’s swollen lips and licking tongue and barely nipping teeth, 
thinking nothing of her slave but only of herself and her pleasure, for 
here was no man with an urgent need, with a goal he had to reach, but 
only a beautiful, adoring slave she was allowing to please her. 

Much time, luxurious, concentrated, sighing time, time without a pre- 
ordained ending, went by before Fernanda motioned to the waistband of 
her trousers and Georgina obediently unfastened the one button, opened 
the zipper and tugged off Fernanda’s trousers. Fernanda was wearing 
bikini panties which she perversely left on, to test Georgina’s willpower. 
She had not touched Georgina’s naked body, but she gazed at it in won- 
der through half-closed eyes. She had never met another woman who 
had a better body than she, but petite as Georgina was, she had much 
larger, firmer breasts, a more dimpled, plump behind, a slimmer waist, 
and wider, fuller hips. No wonder she always looked too rounded in 
clothes. Naked, she was a goddess. 

Now Georgina, who had not received permission to take off Fer- 
nanda’s panties, was directed by a pointing finger to put her mouth on 
Fernanda’s silk-clad crotch. Fernanda knew that the silk was wet through, 
and she wanted Georgina to feel the moisture with her lips, to tongue 
her through the cloth, to give her that sensation she longed for, yet not 
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give it to her fully, on her naked mound. Not yet. Georgina put her 
mouth on the spot Fernanda had indicated, but just pressed her unasser- 
tive lips to the silk, the top of her smooth head bowed in submission. 
‘Use your tongue, slave,” Fernanda whispered harshly. 

Fernanda lay back, trying to hold still, as she felt the little tongue 
lapping warmly on the material that covered her lower lips, but soon she 
knew that she had to have more. She pulled off her panties in a quick 
movement and spread her legs apart, breathing shallowly, holding her- 
self open with her fingers so that Georgina had complete access to her 
clitoris. ‘More,’ Fernanda commanded, ‘‘more, don’t dare to stop... . 
put it in as far as you can.”’ She felt the small tongue push forward with 
surprising strength, entering her and circling knowingly around a few 
marvelously sensitive inches, and then draw back while Georgina re- 
leased and exposed Fernanda’s clitoris with her fingers, curling her 
tongue around the fattening flesh and sucking with her whole inner 
mouth. Over and over, with groans of ever-renewed hunger, she re- 
peated the two acts, first invading as far as she could, then withdrawing 
and sucking again, and each time she did so, Fernanda felt herself grow- 
ing bigger and bigger, as if her clitoris had turned into the swelling tip of 
a small, firm penis. She lost herself in growing passion, a passion only 
possible because there was no invasion of her body, a passion only possi- 
ble because Georgina knew so precisely what to do to her, because Geor- 
gina had a woman’s body and a woman’s mind and knew how to give 
another woman exactly what she needed. 

Slowly, from far away, she felt a climax building, but she gave no 
indication of it because she was absolutely secure in the knowledge that 
her slave would not stop until she allowed her to stop, that her slave 
wanted this act to last as long as possible, that her slave demanded noth- 
ing, that her slave could last forever. No rush, there was no rush, Fer- 
nanda thought, drowned in sensations she had never had before, how 
wonderful to know that there was no rush. 

Slowly the tugging and licking of Georgina’s mouth, the thrusting of 
Georgina’s tongue, began to become too exciting to endure in silence, 
soon Fernanda was unable to stop herself from making noises she’d never 
made with any man, sounds that didn’t make Georgina falter in her 
rhythmic plunder. Nothing would make her stop too soon, nothing 
would make her take her lovely tongue away and substitute a hard, deter- 
mined penis, an unwanted, unnecessary penis. Fernanda arched higher 
and put her hands behind Georgina’s smooth head and ground her dis- 
tended, engorged, open mound into Georgina’s greedily obedient 
mouth, urgently, madly, as the climax that had started far away came 
closer and closer until it was upon her, until it could be held back no 
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longer, until she gave herself up to it, finally feeling the power, bigger 
than she was, take her in its grip and make her scream with joy. 


“Everything . . . everything’s different now,’ Fernanda said, when she 
could finally speak. 

“T love you, Fernie.” 

“All these years . . . oh, Georgie . . . never never knowing what it 
could be . . . you were so... I can’ttell you...” 

“Don’t say anything, just let’s cuddle, just let me hold you quietly, my 
beautiful darling.’’ She took Fernanda in her arms and rocked her gently, 
holding her firmly but without any sensual intention, yet Fernanda, who 
had just had the first real orgasm of her life, now freed of her preoccupa- 
tion with her own body and its unsatisfied needs, suddenly found herself 
acutely conscious of the pungent fragrance of Georgina’s naked body. 

Her curiosity awoke, and the wonder with which she had looked at 
Georgina’s ripe nakedness quickly turned into something other than 
wonder. That lush, opulent young fullness, that white skin with its sensu- 
ous pink shadows, those light brown nipples riding those large, luxuri- 
ously heavy breasts, those delectable light red curls that hid Georgina’s 
rounded mound, were all unexplored, untasted, all tantalizingly un- 
known, and all incredibly tempting. Without thinking about what she 
was doing, she started to fondle Georgina whose eyes were filled with 
laughing submission, Georgina whose whole face was rosy and open and 
joyful, Georgina whom she loved. Fernanda felt a flame of unaccus- 
tomed, violent lust, a newborn, foreign desire that no man had ever 
caused, begin to rise from her deepest center, and without a word, with- 
out asking the slightest permission, she drew herself up on the bed and 
pinned Georgina’s arms to the mattress as she straddled the magnificent 
body that lay sprawled under her, that still-mysterious body that be- 
longed to her now. She could feel herself swelling heavily, aggressively, 
needily. Again, oh yes, again. 

“You don’t have to . . .’’ Georgina whispered. “‘It was just to make 


you happy...” 
“Be quiet and lie still. I’m going to fuck you.”’ 


“Susie, did you ever hear much about my great-grandmother Amilia?” 
Jazz asked, as she sat at the kitchen table watching the tiny cook work 
with her usual busy efficiency. 

“How could I have, Jazz? I didn’t start to work here till 1961. We’re 
not going to fight about my age again, are we?” Susie squinted at Jazz 
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give it to her fully, on her naked mound. Not yet. Georgina put her 
mouth on the spot Fernanda had indicated, but just pressed her unasser- 
tive lips to the silk, the top of her smooth head bowed in submission. 
“Use your tongue, slave,” Fernanda whispered harshly. 

Fernanda lay back, trying to hold still, as she felt the little tongue 
lapping warmly on the material that covered her lower lips, but soon she 
knew that she had to have more. She pulled off her panties in a quick 
movement and spread her legs apart, breathing shallowly, holding her- 
self open with her fingers so that Georgina had complete access to her 
clitoris. ‘‘More,’’ Fernanda commanded, “‘more, don’t dare to stop... . 
put it in as far as you can.”’ She felt the small tongue push forward with 
surprising strength, entering her and circling knowingly around a few 
marvelously sensitive inches, and then draw back while Georgina re- 
leased and exposed Fernanda’s clitoris with her fingers, curling her 
tongue atound the fattening flesh and sucking with her whole inner 
mouth. Over and over, with groans of ever-renewed hunger, she re- 
peated the two acts, first invading as far as she could, then withdrawing 
and sucking again, and each time she did so, Fernanda felt herself grow- 
ing bigger and bigger, as if her clitoris had turned into the swelling tip of 
a small, firm penis. She lost herself in growing passion, a passion only 
possible because there was no invasion of her body, a passion only possi- 
ble because Georgina knew so precisely what to do to her, because Geor- 
gina had a woman’s body and a woman’s mind and knew how to give 
another woman exactly what she needed. 

Slowly, from far away, she felt a climax building, but she gave no 
indication of it because she was absolutely secure in the knowledge that 
her slave would not ‘stop until she allowed her to stop, that her slave 
wanted this act to last as long as possible, that her slave demanded noth- 
ing, that her slave could last forever. No rush, there was no rush, Fer- 
nanda thought,‘ drowned in sensations she had never had before, how 
wonderful to know that there was no rush. 

Slowly the tugging and licking of Georgina’s mouth, the thrusting of 
Georgina’s tongue, began to become too exciting to endure in silence, 
soon Fernanda was unable to stop herself from making noises she’d never 
made with any man, sounds that didn’t make Georgina falter in her 
rhythmic plunder. Nothing would make her stop too soon, nothing 
would make her take her lovely tongue away and substitute a hard, deter- 
mined penis, an unwanted, unnecessary penis. Fernanda arched higher 
and put her hands behind Georgina’s smooth head and ground her dis- 
tended, engorged, open mound into Georgina’s greedily obedient 
mouth, urgently, madly, as the climax that had started far away came 
closer and closer until it was upon her, until it could be held back no 
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longer, until she gave herself up to it, finally feeling the power, bigger 
than she was, take her in its grip and make her scream with joy. 


“Everything . . . everything’s different now,’’ Fernanda said, when she 
could finally speak. 

“T love you, Fernie.” 

“All these years . . . oh, Georgie . . . never never knowing what it 
could be . . . you were so... I can’ttell you...” 

“Don’t say anything, just let’s cuddle, just let me hold you quietly, my 
beautiful darling.”’ She took Fernanda in her arms and rocked her gently, 
holding her firmly but without any sensual intention, yet Fernanda, who 
had just had the first real orgasm of her life, now freed of her preoccupa- 
tion with her own body and its unsatisfied needs, suddenly found herself 
acutely conscious of the pungent fragrance of Georgina’s naked body. 

Her curiosity awoke, and the wonder with which she had looked at 
Georgina’s ripe nakedness quickly turned into something other than 
wonder. That lush, opulent young fullness, that white skin with its sensu- 
ous pink shadows, those light brown nipples riding those large, luxuri- 
ously heavy breasts, those delectable light red curls that hid Georgina’s 
rounded mound, were all unexplored, untasted, all tantalizingly un- 
known, and all incredibly tempting. Without thinking about what she 
was doing, she started to fondle Georgina whose eyes were filled with 
laughing submission, Georgina whose whole face was rosy and open and 
joyful, Georgina whom she loved. Fernanda felt a flame of unaccus- 
tomed, violent lust, a newborn, foreign desire that no man had ever 
caused, begin to rise from her deepest center, and without a word, with- 
out asking the slightest permission, she drew herself up on the bed and 
pinned Georgina’s arms to the mattress as she straddled the magnificent 
body that lay sprawled under her, that still-mysterious body that be- 
longed to her now. She could feel herself swelling heavily, aggressively, 
needily. Again, oh yes, again. 

“You don’t have to. . .’’ Georgina whispered. “‘It was just to make 


you happy...” 
“Be quiet and lie still. I’m going to fuck you.”’ 


“Susie, did you ever hear much about my great-grandmother Amilia?”’ 
Jazz asked, as she sat at the kitchen table watching the tiny cook work 
with her usual busy efficiency. 

‘How could I have, Jazz? I didn’t start to work here till 1961. We’re 
not going to fight about my age again, are we?’’ Susie squinted at Jazz 
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through knowing eyes. Her girl had been up to something, that was for 
sure, and on a rainy Sunday, what else could it have been but what she’d 
been expecting for a long time now? It hadn’t made her ugly, that was 
for sure. High time too. Mike Kilkullen would have wanted Casey and 
Jazz to find out that they loved each other, no matter how miserable they 
were about him. 

‘You speak Spanish at home, don’t you, Susie?’’ Jazz asked. 

‘That depends. My boys speak both, my husband feels happier speak- 
ing Spanish, my mother only speaks Spanish, my grandchildren don’t 
know much Spanish but the swear words.” 

“Can you read traditional Spanish?” 

‘Juanita Isabella, can you read English?” Susie sniffed. ‘ ‘What do you 
think I had to study for four years in high school?” 

“Sit down, for heaven’s sake, and look at this.”’ Jazz thrust the yellow 
pad and the letter at Susie. 

“Oh, been doing homework, have you?” 

“Not exactly,”’ 

“‘That’s the way your homework used to look. What a mess! But not as 
bad as Casey’s room and the archive room. I’ve got the roofers working 
up there already, before it rains again.”’ 

“Please, Susie, give me some help. This: is a letter I found from. my 
great-great-grandmother to my great-grandmother Amilia. I can’t trans- 
late this paragraph—it doesn’t make much sense to me.”’ Jazz showed her 
the part of the letter that she had attempted to translate the night before, 
and Susie took out her glasses and puzzled over the faded brown ink of 
the elaborate baroque handwriting. 4 

“T’ve got the gist of it,’’ she said at last. ‘Do you want it word for 
word?” 

“The gist.”’ 

“Well, as far as I can : tell, it seems that when the Valencias sold the 
ranch to the Kilkullens, there was some sort of strict covenant on the 
ranch that one of the Valencias had made a very, very long time ago with 
the local Franciscan friars, the priests at the Mission probably, when they 
were still there. Anyway, the Kilkullens were just as good Catholics as 
the Valencias, and they agreed to respect this sacred covenant. Basically, 
Amilia was being reassured that the Kilkullens were as God-fearing as 
the Valencias and that she should be proud to marry into the family.”’ 

“How could that be? I’ve never heard of any covenant,” Jazz pro- 
tested. . : 

“Maybe it wasn’t called a covenant. Maybe it had something to do with 
the story about the Mission that my mother used to tell me. She heard it 
from her grandmother, who probably heard it from her mother, so it 


361 


goes back really far. They called it the story of the ‘Promise of the Moun- 
tain.’ ”’ 

“You never told it to me.” 

“While you were little enough for bedtime stories, you had your 
mother . . . and then . . . you had Rosie taking care of you, and your 
father to tell you stories—you weren’t sitting around the kitchen bother- 
ing me, and anyway I had work to do, cooking for everybody in the 
house.” 

“Tell it to me now!” 

“Oh, it’s a lovely tale about the building of the Mission in San Juan 
Capistrano. It took nine long years to build the Great Stone Church. It 
wasn't finished until 1806. The bell tower of the church was taller than 
any other building that had ever been built in California. It was the 
wonder of the land. Year after year, men and women and every child 
who was old enough, helped to build the church. Some of them carried 
stones by hand, some of them brought them in wooden carts, they found 
sycamore wood on the Trabuco mesa, sandstone and limestone were 
quarried miles away, even stones from Valencia Point were carried to the 
church. When the Great Stone Church was finished, people flocked here 
from ranchos everywhere in California, soldiers and dignitaries and hun- 
dreds of Indian converts, all the people dressed in their finest clothes, so 
proud and so happy. Afterwards there was the greatest fiesta anybody can 
remember, and the people celebrated for days on end. They prayed and 
paraded and danced and sang. To give thanks for the completion of the 
Great Stone Church, old Teodosio Valencia and a group of Franciscans 
climbed up Portola Peak—only they called it the Mountain of the Moon 
then, of course—and they say Teodosio found a holy place all the way up 
on the mountain where he made a solemn promise to the holy fathers 
who had made the pilgrimage. He took a vow that the hand of man 
would never change anything on his land, not for as far as the eye could 
see from the Mountain of the Moon.” 

“That was the ‘promise of the mountain’?”’ 

“Yes, the story always ended with those words, ‘for as far as the eye 
can see.’ Now, Jazz, you know about those old stories. There’s supposed 
to have been an old mission in San Juan too, one that’s still older than the 
Mission, but nobody’s ever been able to find out where it was—the Mis- 
sion Viejo—and there’s probably no holy place, no shrine, or whatever 
on Portola Peak either.”’ 

“But that story lasted almost two hundred years!”’ 

“All good stories do, and a lot longer than that—I could tell you 
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dozens of them, each one with a miracle in it. I’ll start with the parting of 
the Red Sea.” 
“Susie, you’re a cynic.”’ 
“I’m a realist, honey, Working for the Kilkullens has overloaded my 
sense of romance.”’ 


19 


V/.. Jazz brought herself to tell 


Casey of the discouraging discussion she had had with Steve Johnson, the 
deep vein of business acumen that underlay his other activities forced 
him to agree with the verdict of the probate litigator: Jazz might delay 
the development of the land, but she could never stop it. 

She added what she knew of Susie’s tale of the promise of the moun- 
tain and Amilia’s perplexing, unclear letter about a covenant. 

“Don’t they sound as if they must mean something important?” Jazz 
asked hopefully: 

“Look, darling, the Monte Carlo idea is appalling,” Casey replied, 
“but we can’t fight it with anything but hard facts. There’s got to be 
someone who might make a connection between the story and the letter, 
otherwise we're dealing with phantoms, clutching at straws. Who, be- 
sides Susie, is a'repository of local yarns?”’ 

“Maybe . ... maybe Mr. White, the man who read us the will, al- 
though he’s about a hundred years too young. Still, his family has done 
business with my family forever.” 

“Let’s make an appointment with him. He may not be an Indian medi- 
cine man, but he’s the only game in town.”’ 


As they climbed the flight of stairs to Henry White’s office in San Cle- 
mente, Jazz stopped halfway up. ‘Maybe it’s not even a straw I’m clutch- 
ing at, maybe I'll be wasting his time.”’ 

‘“‘Nonsense,’’ he said, propelling her up the stairs, ““how often does he 
get to enjoy looking at a girl like you?” 

Henry White received them with his usual graciousness, less startled 
by Jazz’s introduction of Casey as ‘‘my fiancé’ than was Jazz, who had 
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never used those words before, but felt that there was no other way to 
present Casey properly to such a dignified figure as the retired banker. 

After she’d shown him Amilia’s letter and told him Susie’s story, he 
leaned back in his chair and shook his head wistfully. 

‘That’s a pretty bit of a romantic jigsaw puzzle you've found, my dear 
Jazz, but I’ve never heard this particular story before, and the letter could 
mean anything or nothing.” 

“I know, but . . . Teodosio Valencia was granted the land by the 
Crown of Spain in 1788 .. .” 

‘My dear, if we’re going to get involved with Spanish land grants, 
we're going to waste our time. There were only between twenty and 
thirty original Spanish land grants made—experts disagree on the num- 
ber—and no documentation of them, to my knowledge, exists today. 
Perhaps there is an actual grant in the bottom of a trunk somewhere, but 
the odds are that they have all been lost or destroyed. Nobody I’ve heard 
of has ever seen one. The Dead Sea Scrolls aren’t as mysterious.” 

“Still, the covenant has to mean something,’’ Jazz said stubbornly, ‘‘or 
Juanita Isabella wouldn’t have written about it in a letter that was so 
important to Amilia that she put it in her portfolio with her most precious 
souvenirs, her love letters and her photographs of her husband.” 

“If there were something really important in the form of a covenant 
with the Franciscans, it would have been mentioned elsewhere than in a 
wife’s private hoard of sentimental bits of paper,’’ Henry White said. 
‘“‘No, my dear, it would have been documented and registered and had 
legal authority behind it, somewhere, somehow.”’ 

“What kind of documentation?’’ Casey asked. 

‘Ha! What kind indeed! You've jumped straight into the middle of the 
godawful morass of California history, a pitiful story of injustice piled on 
injustice, a veritable sinkhole of complications and confusion. Ha! Not 
from around here, are you, Mr. Nelson?” 

“No sir, New York.” ) 

“Well, it wouldn’t make any difference if you’d been born here. No- 
body even studies the history of the United States any more, much less 
California.’’ Mr. White smiled at them both, looking like a man who had 
been waiting for years for two fools like them to come asking him things 
he knew and they didn’t, Jazz decided through her impatience to know 
whatever he knew. 

“Mr. White,” she said, meltingly, ‘could you try to fill us in?” 

‘Ha! Fill you in, indeed! There’s no way to do it except to start at the 
beginning, in 1769, when the Spanish viceroy established a Royal Pre- 
sidio in San Diego. He sent an expedition up the coast to look for Monte- 
rey Bay, sixty-three men and two priests, led by Don Gaspar de Portola. 
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They walked their way up the coast, baptizing every child they could get 
their hands on, I wouldn't wonder. Eventually the Franciscan priest Fra 
Junipero Serra established twenty-one missions from San Diego north. 
Most of the surrounding land was claimed by those missions, but some 
land grants were made to individuals, primarily old soldiers who had 
served well.” 

Jazz ventured a tiny glance at Casey. Even if he hadn’t learned this in 
school, she most certainly had. The Junipero Serra saga was impossible 
for even a casual tourist to ignore, unless he never set foot outside of 
Disneyland. 

“Now we get to the sticky part. Ha! In 1821, Spain lost California to 
Mexico. The local settlers, the Californios, who were a mixture of Span- 
ish and Mexican, demanded that the mission lands be secularized, and 
gradually they took away the power of the Franciscans. Between 1833 
and 1840 you had a land grab of major proportions. It was every man for 
himself, believe me. If you already owned land, like the Valencias, you 
had to petition to reaffirm your right to ownership by appearing in court 
before the Mexican governor, by petitioning the governor, by proving 
that you had at least two thousand head of cattle and a house, by giving 
every possible justification for continuation of the original grant. Believe 
it or not, in each case this process took an average of thirty years. of 
hearings and testimony, and what was the result? Disgraceful! Most of 
the old owners lost their land and their money before it was over, while 
hundreds of new owners, many of them with political connections, took 
over with newly issued Mexican land grants.”’ 

‘But the Valencias held on to their land,’’ Jazz cried, ‘“‘or they couldn’t 
have sold it to. the Kilkullens.”’ 

“Quite so, my dear, they were among the lucky and persistent few. 
Their file, the expediente, would have contained the petition to the gover- 
nor, a crude topographical map called a disevio, and a copy, which they 
called the borrador. The whole expediente should have been kept in the 
Provincial Archives. All official, and as tidy as they got at that time.” 

“Where would that expediente be now?’’ Casey asked. 

“T can’t imagine, my dear young man. I haven’t got a clue,’’ he said 
blandly. “Anyway, it didn’t do much good to have that expedtente, be- 
cause no sooner did the Valencias think they finally owned. their land fair 
and square when along came the United States and declared war on 
Mexico in 1846. Not much of a war—the Californios surrendered the 
whole state in January of 1847, just before the Gold Rush in 1848— 
amazingly poor timing, I’ve always thought. Or amazingly good, depend- 
ing on your citizenship. Ha!”’ 

“If the Californios surrendered the whole state, how did the Valencias 
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hold on to their land?”’ Casey asked evenly. Mr. White showed a relish, 
as he described the horrors of the landowning process, that seemed un- 
feeling, almost as if he enjoyed dashing their naive quest. 

‘They had to go back to court again to satisfy Congressman Gwin’s Act 
of 1851, which provided three commissioners to settle land claims. 
Within two years every single grant, some eight hundred of them, had to 
be submitted to this commission—believe it or not, the claims covered 
about twelve million acres. Confusion! Total confusion, my dear Jazz. I 
can imagine it all too well.”’ 

Henry White stopped talking and sat shaking his head, as if he were 
heartily glad to have missed that episode in California history. 

“But, Mr. White, the Valencias sold to the Kilkullens in 1865,’’ Casey 
insisted. “They must have had a valid deed.” 

“Oh, I don’t question that. No, the first of the Kilkullens wouldn’t 
have paid up without a deed . . . too smart a fellow for that, I’m sure. 
To satisfy the confirmation hearing of the United States government, the 
Valencias would have had to affirm the Mexican grant with another peti- 
tion, another more complete disefo that was approved by the Surveyor 
General, as well as every bit of paper they might have supporting their 
claim. When it was approved, all the documentation would have formed 
yet another expediente. It was copied on tracing paper, and an officer of 
the Surveyor General would have authenticated the original.” 

“T have a feeling that I’m not going to like the answer to this question, 
but where would that second expediente be found?”’ Jazz asked, trying to 
read the answer in his expression. 

“T really hate to tell you this, my dear, but most of the affirmations 
would have been registered in the General Land Office in—alas—San 
Francisco.” 

“Before the earthquake.” Jazz’s voice blended recognition with incredu- 
lity. 

“Before the earthquake and, worst of all, before the fire. It would have 
been destroyed in the fire, I’m afraid.” 

“But this is like a paper chase with no paper!”’ Jazz burst out indig- 
nantly. ‘It’s so unfair!” 

“That’s probably why they don’t teach California history,” Casey said, 
taking her hands in his. “It’s too heartbreaking.” 

“Obviously, when the land changed hands,"’ Mr. White added, as an 
afterthought, ‘‘the title, the deed to the ranch, would have been depos- 
ited in the County Recorder’s office in Santa Ana.”’ 

“What!” 

“Oh, I assumed you must know that, or I would have mentioned it 
earlier. Yes, yes indeed, the purchase of the Rancho Montafia de la Luna 
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by Michael Kilkullen would have had to go to the County Recorder, to 
be enforceable, you know, to be legal. Ha! All those original documents 
we've been talking about are nonessential, irrelevant . . . quite irrele- 
Wane a" 

Then why didn’t he say so in the first place, Jazz thought furiously. 
Why did he have to put us through all the nonessentials instead of just 
sending us off to Santa Ana? But Henry White hadn’t finished talking, 
and Casey had a firm hand on her arm so that she couldn’t jump up and 
rush out to the car and drive off. 

“On the other hand,”’ Henry White mused, taking off his glasses and 
looking at the ceiling, “‘titles, deeds, maps—they’re often not the only 
pieces of the puzzle, are they? That’s why we have historians and librari- 
ans and curators, not just real-estate lawyers. Ha! Yes, you could always 
try the Bancroft Library, up at Berkeley, you know, or the Archives of 
the San Diego Historical Society, or the Department of Manuscripts at 
the Huntington in Pasadena, the Orange County Historical Society or 
even the San Juan Capistrano Historical Society . . . never know what 
you'll turn up. They have all sorts of bits and pieces . . . old papers 
. . . bits and pieces...” 

“Thank you, Mr. White,’’ Casey said firmly. ‘“You’ve been extremely 
helpful. Jazz and I are very grateful.” 

‘Anytime, Mr. Nelson, anytime. It’s always a pleasure to give young 
people a little history lesson. I can’t think when I’ve had such a pleasant 
morning.” 


“Oh, there you are, I’ve been looking all over for you two,” Valerie said 
in irritation as she discovered Fernanda and Georgina having lunch out 
by one of the two swimming pools of the Ritz. ‘You might have left a 
message for me, Fernie. I’m starving and I didn’t want to eat alone.” 

“Sorry, Val. I thought you were off to Los Angeles with Jimmy.” 

“So did I, but it turned out that he and John had a meeting about some 
other business deal. Nothing to do with us. I hate it when everyone goes 
off in different directions without telling me!” 

Valerie spoke with more indignation than the subject deserved, but she 
was still angered by her conversation with her husband earlier in the day. 
Billy simply did not seem to have factored her new position as an heiress 
into his consciousness. He treated her the way he had always treated her, 
as good old Valerie, that taken-for-granted spouse of many years, who 
happened to make a little handy money of her own. 

William Malvern Jr. had had nothing but complaints. The cook was 
leaving, a maid had quit, the fridge wasn’t working properly and the ice 
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cubes were half water, each one of their three daughters had a different 
problem she expected him to solve, he was sick and tired of being an 
extra man at parties, Valerie had been hanging about in California far too 
long, one petty bit of foolishness after another, as if Valerie were still the 
person she had been before her father’s death. 

Go live in a hotel, she’d wanted to scream at him, eat at your clubs, tell 
the girls to stop being idiots, and, for God’s sake, stop nagging! But she’d 
held her tongue and tried to smooth things over, without actually promis- 
ing to come back to New York that very day, as he had wanted her to. 

A plan had been forming in the back of Valerie’s mind, but.she wasn’t 
ready to act on it yet, and until she was, she wasn’t about to confront her 
husband, for almost twenty-two years of marriage had disciplined her to 
appreciate the high value of possessing an attractive, agreeable man, irri- 
tating or not. 

Her plan involved burning bridges, burning every God damned 
bridge that linked the disgusting, filthy, overcrowded island of Manhat- 
tan to the rest of the United States, and burning them so thoroughly that 
unless Billy Malvern decided to follow her to the far side of the bridges, 
she would never see him again. She wasn’t at all sure that she was ready; 
she didn’t know yet if she had the courage to take a step that would 
possibly end in having to leave behind her marriage and everything else 
she had thought was important. 

But, oh, how tempted she was, how deeply, almost atavistically 
tempted she was to throw away everything she had striven for, and re- 
treat—for retreat it would unquestionably seem to everyone she knew— 
to Philadelphia and a life of different pleasures, of milder habits and 
reduced reference points, a life in which it was impossible to buy status. 

Ah, but could she, who had earned her solid credentials in the 
toughest town of them all, could she, Valerie Malvern, who was counted 
as one of the most durable figures of the New York establishment, be 
content to turn into a Main Line lady? After so many years at the white- 
hot center of fashion and glamour, at the American equivalent of Ver- 
sailles at the peak of the reign of Louis XVI, would life on the sidelines 
be a terrible letdown? What if her feelings about Philadelphia were ro- 
manticized because she didn’t live there and know the reality of daily life, 
as opposed to occasional visits? Perhaps New York was more addictive 
than she realized and Philadelphia would prove as tedious, as flat, as 
country chateau life had appeared to the French aristocrats who, exiled 
from Versailles, pined away quickly. 

Once you’d abandoned New York, you were quickly forgotten. There 
were women as rich as she would soon be in other cities all over the 
United States—but no one had ever heard of them in New York, no one 
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photographed them or wrote about them except in their local society 
pages. Their one brief and unimportant moment in the sun, as far as New 
York was concerned, came when Town and Country decided to devote an 
issue to their city, and included them. If such women visited New York, 
their arrival barely made a ripple, they had to depend on New York 
friends to entertain for them, and when they left, they disappeared imme- 
diately from the New York consciousness. 

Valerie sat down at the table with Georgina and Fernanda, ordered a 
shrimp salad and began to eat it without attempting to join in their con- 
versation, which seemed, of all things, to be devoted to a discussion of 
the merits of different jams and jellies. 

Valerie tried to take stock of her new position in the city where the last 
decade had been a constant strain to seem to be as rich as people had 
assumed she was. 

Now she was about to possess endless resources. Her family back- 
ground was as good as that of any other woman’s in the city . . . no, 
better actually, now that she thought about it seriously. Her style had 
never been questioned. Money, family, style. She had everything to 
make her queen of New York without her lifting a finger to bring it 
about. 

But, Christ, how competitive tt had become! All those other people, jammed 
together in a constantly photographed pack, dressing competitively, giv- 
ing to charity competitively, buying art competitively, entertaining com- 
petitively, vacationing cerepatitivaliodtig she truly want to be queen of 
those people? 

Billy Malvern would enjoy every second of it, she couldn’t doubt that. 
He’d never see it as clearly as she did. Would Billy agree to move? Could 
he be uprooted? 

“Valerie, why so silent? Don’t you approve of our tearoom plans?”’ 
Georgina asked. 

““What tearoom?” 

“The one Fernie and I are thinking of opening,’ Georgina said, shak- 
ing her head incredulously. ‘“That’s all we’ve been talking about, ever 
since you sat down.” 

“I’m sorry, I wasn’t paying attention. I have phone calls to make.”’ 
Valerie got up hastily. She would not endure silly, silly people like Geor- 
gina with her silly decorating business, or Fernie with her silly husband 
problems, no, not for another minute. It was too much to expect her to 
listen to some utterly silly scheme for opening a tearoom. “I'll see you 
two later,”’ she said savagely. 

“Was it something I said?’’ Georgina asked Fernie. ‘‘If so, remind me 
tO say it again.” 
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“Val gets that way sometimes. Her husband phoned her this morning 
and she’s been in a snit ever since.’ 

‘Husbands . . .”” Georgina said, on a thoughtful note ik reserved 
judgment. 

““Why did you marry Jimmy?” 

“Fernie, darling, what a question!”’ 

“Well . . . I just thought that knowing how you felt about men so 
early in your life . . . you might have, oh, I don’t know, not bothered?” 

‘You mean that since I didn’t need a man for my love life, I didn’t 
need a man at all? Fernie, you’re such a child! First of all, Jimmy’s rather 
a pet, and since it’s far more convenient to marry than not, he was a good 
choice. The money was frightfully important . . . my papa is not one of 
the rich earls, rather the contrary, and there are a lot of us children to see 
settled. So my parents were terribly pleased when I accepted Jimmy. 
Nobody would ever have understood it if I hadn’t married. Worse yet, 
they might have begun to wonder about me, even, eventually, to suspect. 
A husband’s the most convincing camouflage of all. And, who knows, 
eventually I might want children, just like every other woman.” 

Georgina’s lips curved gently, tenderly at the idea of children. One 
day, why not, after all? She had the best of all possible worlds. 

“And then,” she continued, ‘‘there’s always that inescapable escort 
problem. Mobs of men always wanted to take me out, take me to parties, 
be at my beck and call as it were, but naturally each one of them thought 
that after a while he deserved more than a good-night peck on the cheek. 
So I'd have to drop him. It became too predictably dreary for words. I 
got a reputation as a heartless flirt—we couldn’t have that, could we?” 

“And Jimmy? Does he get more than a good-night peck?”’ Fernanda 
asked, deeply curious. She needed to know the answer, but she dreaded 
it. 

Georgina’s eyes dropped to the tablecloth and a curious hardness, 
fleeting but unmistakable, transformed her face, making her look far 
older than she was. She bit her lips and didn’t answer at first, as if she 
were trying to make up her mind to fend Fern off with her usual tranquil, 
self-mocking humor. Finally she shook her head in the unmistakable 
manner of someone determined to tell the truth, but she spoke with 
lowered eyelids. 

“When I said Jimmy was rather a pet, just now, I meant that he was 


unfailingly sweet to me. But bed . . . that’s the price I have to pay, and, 
oh God, how I hate it! I suppose I shouldn’t complain, any man would 
expect the same thing, but Jimmy . . . well, you can’t imagine what it’s 


like. It’s not as if he abuses me, darling—don’t think that—he’s never 
hurt me, but he’s so... voracious. So revoltingly, sickeningly 
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voracious, so avid, so tireless. Oh, I don’t know, Fernie, maybe they’re all 
that way, I’ve never slept with another man so I can’t compare, but he 
never seems to be satisfied. Do you think that’s normal?’’ Georgina 
dared to look Fernanda in the eyes as she asked the faltering question. 

“Normal? There’s no such thing as normal,’ Fernanda said violently. 
“Not where men are concerned. You’ve only been married less than two 
years; he’s certain to become less demanding sooner or later, I can prom- 
ise you that much.”’ Fernanda thought of the afternoon she'd spent with 
Jimmy Rosemont, and if she had been able to kill him on the spot, she 
would have done so with joy. 

“Oh, that’s exactly what I’m praying for! For one thing, everyone 
knows perfectly well what a cheat he is. Even on our honeymoon he had 
other women, thank heaven. The more women he goes after, the less 
pressure I’m under. And when he’s involved in the last stages of putting a 
deal together, like these last few weeks, he almost leaves me alone. Of 
course, when it’s concluded, he’ll want to . . . celebrate.’’ Georgina 
shuddered. ‘‘And, Fernie, the weird thing is that he’s convinced that I’m 
frigid, and it simply doesn’t make any difference to him. Wouldn’t you 
think it should? How can a man force himself on a woman who doesn’t 
want him? But no, if anything, he somehow /rkes the idea. If he can’t 
make me—well, you know—then no one else can either. He considers 
‘my frigidity an invisible chastity belt. An asset in a wife. Oh, let’s never 
talk about him again, promise me, my darling? He has nothing to do with 
us . he’s a necessary evil in that department.” 

eeoreina’ s smile as she looked Fernanda in the eye was devouring, 
dangerously alluring, filled with memory and worship and acceptance of 
her right to all her emotions, all her impulses. 

“God! When you say that ‘well, you know,’ like a prudish spinster, I 
almost . . . well, you know,” Fernanda said, lowering her voice. 

“Oh, my darling, let’s get the check and go back to the suite,’’ Geor- 
gina said urgently. ‘I’m so horribly jealous of you already that I can’t 
stand it.” 

‘Jealous! You don’t think I'll let another man touch me! I’m getting a 
divorce the instant I get back to New York, no matter what it costs.”’ 

“It’s not men I’m jealous of. Now that you’re . . . aware . . . now 

that you know exactly what you need . . . there'll be women every- 
‘where, women who you never dreamed preferred women, trying to get 
you to go to bed with them. And the older you get, the more of them 
there’ll be, swarming around you. Women like us don’t reach our most 
desirable age until we’re forty.” 

“Oh, that’s crazy! That’s the opposite of real life!’’ Fernanda protested. 

“Wait and see, Fernie darling. So many women are looking for mother 
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figures, and who can begin to qualify under forty? But don’t go and gain 
weight—that would make you even more irresistible.”’ 

‘Why?’ Fernanda demanded, fascinated. 

“You'd look more womanly. Women who prefer women adore the 
female body, and you're still much too slim, too pert, too much of an 
ingenue for some tastes.”’ 

‘Good Lord, how strange,’’ Fernanda said, almost indifferently. She’d 
never had so much good news in one time in her life, but she certainly 
wasn’t going to take advantage of it. Not for years and years. 


“Barbra would really appreciate this place,’’ Jazz said to Casey. 

“Who?” 

“Streisand. When I went to her place in Malibu to photograph her for 
Vogue, the security was just as good as it is here.’’ She waved around the 
reception room of the Huntington Museum’s manuscript collection. 

She didn’t have to entertain him, Casey thought, looking at her unnec- 
essarily beautiful face, in which only the rueful eyes betrayed her woebe- 
gone state of mind. When they had hightailed it off to the Santa Ana 
County Recorder’s office, and eventually located the title record of the 
sale of the Rancho Montafa de la Luna, property of Don Antonio Pablo 
Valencia, to Michael Kilkullen, they had excitedly pored over the one- 
page legal description of the land, dated 1865 and signed with the names 
of the grantee and the grantor, and found nothing, absolutely nothing, 
that related to any covenant. 

“T think it ends here, darling,’’ Casey had said. 

“It can’t end here!’’ Jazz had blazed. “‘I won’t let it!” 

Casey had told the temporary Cow Boss, a seasoned vaquero who had 
replaced him while he was in the hospital, to carry on his duties, and he 
and Jazz had spent all the next day in San Diego, at the Historical Society, 
trying to find one of Mr. White’s ‘‘bits and pieces.’’ The day after thar, 
they had turned the San Juan Historical Society upside down, with just as 
little success, and spent another fruitless, frustrating, dusty day at the 
Orange County Historical Society. Next, Jazz had become possessed of 
an idea that the Bancroft Library, up at Berkeley, should have been the 
first place for them to look, for she reasoned that during the San Fran- 
cisco fire, someone had probably had the presence of mind to save files 
from the General Land Office. They had flown to San Francisco in the 
morning and returned the same night, not just empty-handed but hun- 
gry, for in that mecca of good food they hadn’t been able to spare the 
time to go to Chez Panisse for a meal. 

They had seen more ‘“‘bits and pieces’’ of California history than Casey 
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would have imagined still existed, but nothing that related to the particu- 
lar sixty-four thousand acres between the mountain and the sea that had 
become the Kilkullen Ranch. 

Now they were down to the last destination Mr. White had men- 
tioned, the Huntington, in the San Marino section of Pasadena, known to 
most people as the museum that owned the Blue Boy. 

Of course, they could spend weeks and weeks in California, going 
through the files of minor historical societies in each and every old town, 
but the curators who had witnessed their disappointment had told them 
pointedly that they shouldn’t expect to find anything of serious interest 
outside of the larger, better-known collections. 

Nobody had used the words ‘“‘wild-goose chase,’’ but you could see 
them thinking it, Casey thought mordantly. When they had explained 
that they were looking for a covenant, the mere word sounded so im- 
probably otherworldly, as if it were a pact with the devil, that the people 
they'd talked to had probably, pigeonholed them in the nut file anyway, 
Casey decided. Not that they hadn’t been helpful, they’d been entirely 
professional, but they certainly hadn’t been surprised by the nonexis- 
tence of a covenant with the Franciscans. 

The day after their doleful, weary return from San Francisco, Jazz had 
telephoned the Huntington and made an appointment with William P. 
Frank, the Associate Curator of Western manuscripts. 

Today, after being checked out twice by uniformed men on the sweep- 
ing drive that mounted through the magnificently landscaped gardens 
and lawns that had once been the park of the Huntington Mansion, they 
had parked, located the modern building that housed the library, and 
climbed a staircase past a bewildering series of doors to this perfectly 
appointed room in which they were the only people waiting. 

Casey could wish that Jazz had never found her great-grandmother’s 
letter, wish that she had not tried to translate it, wish that Jimmy 
Rosemont had a clear-cut victory in hand, so that Jazz could turn her 
attention away from her furious obsession about the sale of the ranch and 
begin to think about their future together. 

Since the day she had agreed to marry him, they had spoken of noth- 
ing, it seemed to Casey, but that letter, that legend, that covenant. Jazz 
was a Creature utterly possessed by her need to keep the land out of the 
hands of the Hong Kong bankers and their Monte Carlo plans. All of her 
concerns in life had been put on the back burner. Love, no sooner admit- 
ted, and marriage, no sooner envisioned, had both immediately taken 
second place—a far second—to the mysterious promise of the mountain. 

Was chasing the promise of the mountain Jazz’s way of not letting 
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herself be happy with him, Casey wondered. Did she feel, on a deep 
level she wasn’t aware of, that she had no right to happiness so soon after 
her father’s murder? Deeply worried, Casey knew that the quicker this 
fantasy faded, the quicker this last chance failed to pan out, the faster 
she’d come back to the real world, and to him. 

“Darling,” Casey said, ‘““when Mr. Frank asks you what we’re looking 
for, why don’t you not say ‘a covenant,’ but call it ‘a private land agree- 
ment’? I haven’t been able to feel comfortable asking a stranger to help 
us find a covenant that’s over two hundred years old.” 

“It sounds perfectly reasonable to me,” Jazz objected. 

“Could we compromise and try it my way? This time?” 

“Compromise,” Jazz said darkly. ‘“That’s what Red told me. Marriage 
was all about compromise.”’ 

“But when we told her, she was so delighted—”’ 

“Of course she was, but later, when I was alone with her, she started 
talking about how I’d have to learn to compromise. Shit, I hate that word! 
It’s so incredibly dreary and dull, just when the most wonderful, exciting 
thing you could ever imagine happens to you, everyone jumps down 
your throat with compromise, compromise, like a bunch of bush-league 
Dear Abbys, even Susie cackled that I'd better start to expect to compro- 
mise, and she’s always on your side anyway. Why didn’t Susie ask when 
we were going to get married, why didn’t Red ask me what I was going 
to wear, why didn’t anyone get all carried away with surprise and Mum- 
sie-like?”’ 

The only satisfactory response had been Pete’s, Jazz thought. He’d 
shouted that she couldn’t possibly get married until she’d given him a 
chance to fuck her brains out and change her mind, an offer she decided 
not to pass along to Casey. 

“T’ll make a deal with you. /’// compromise,"’ Casey said. 

“T thought it took two.” 

“Only one, if he’s a mind reader, bewilderingly crafty, and a monu- 
mentally classy guy.” 

‘I’m lookin’ at him.” Jazz laughed, and for a moment they both forgot 
where they were and why. 

They jumped when Bill Frank came into the room. The curator was 
young, tall, with dark sandy hair and a friendly expression. In exaspera- 
tion, after San Francisco, Jazz had decided that all curators had friendly 
expressions in direct proportion to how little they had to show you. 
Now, in order to get practice with compromise, she let Casey do the 
talking. 

“A private land agreement between the Franciscans and the Valencias? 
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Hmmm? The Franciscans had no power after 1833, but still, who knows? 
There aren’t too many places to look. Let me go and see what I can find,” 
Bill Frank said, as he ushered them into a larger room, furnished with a 
long table and a number of chairs. He unlocked the door to the manu- 
script room with a key he fished out of his pocket, and disappeared into 
his treasure troves. Jazz looked with longing at the fortunate researchers 
who shared the room with them, all of them bent intently over old manu- 
scripts. 

It seemed forever before Bill Frank came back, carrying a brown port- 
folio that was at least two feet square. He put it down on the table and sat 
opposite them. 

“Sorry to have kept you waiting, but there was quite a lot to eliminate 
first. I didn’t find anything that looked promising except this portfolio, 
and it’s only a long shot,” he said, opening it. ‘‘Here we have sets of 
tracings of documentation relating to various land holdings, all of them 
made by the Land Commission after the Treaty of Guadalupe Hidalgo in 
1848, which ended the war between Mexico and the United States. 
There probably won’t be anything here that goes back as far as the 
Franciscans, but I thought I’d go through it with you, anyway. I’m curi- 
ous myself.”’ 

There were seven pink-jacketed files, each bound into a sort of pam- 
phlet by a ribbon. ‘These are copies of seven expedientes that were de- 
stroyed at the General Land Office in the San Francisco earthquake,”’ the 
curator said. ‘‘In other words, they’d be United States reafirmations of 
Mexican land grants, which might possibly, but only rarely, be reafirma- 
tions of Spanish land grants. Living history.”’ 

‘We've already been to San Francisco,’’ Jazz told him. ‘‘We didn’t find 
anything useful there!” 

“Documents have a strange way of getting lost and turning up else- 
where, in fact, just about anywhere except where they should be.” Bill 
Frank meticulously untied one of the pink pamphlets and carefully 
looked through pages of thin paper, bound together, crackling and brit- 
tle and yellow with age. The disevio was a separate document, a rough 
map on a folded sheet of paper, with a compass drawn at the top, place 
names written here and there, and a river clearly indicated. He showed 
them the petition and the succeeding pages that contained the Spanish 
testimony of various witnesses to the legitimacy of the Mexican land 
grant. He looked at it and shook his head. “This land is up north.”” He 
looked through several more of the pink pamphlets and found nothing 
helpful. 

The fifth pamphlet looked like all the others, but when Jazz and Casey 
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saw the fanlike shape of the land drawn on the unfolded map with the 
wavy lines that indicated the ocean they both shouted, ‘‘Wait!”’ 

“Look! Diseno del Rancho Montana dela Luna—it’s written on the top! 
That’s it!’’ Jazz was so electrified that her voice filled the room. The 
researchers looked up, startled, and Bill Frank quickly picked up the 
large folder, closed it and took all its contents into his office. He took out 
the expediente they had looked for so stubbornly and held it open, begin- 
ning to translate from the archaic Spanish into a contemporary English 
version. 

“Here, on the first page, is the petition, dated 1851. It’s from Don 
Antonio Pablo Valencia, a native-born citizen of California to the Land 
Commission.of the United States. He’s asking the commission to confirm 
the Mexican land grant that was made in 1839. He informs them that 
he’s the sole legitimate son of Don Bernardo Valencia. Don Bernardo, 
his father, was also an only son. His father—the first Valencia in Califor- 
nia—was Teodosio Maria Valencia and it was Teodosio who received the 
original Spanish land grant in 1788—apparently he had retired from the 
company of the Presidio of San Diego and received the land from the 
Spanish governor, Pedro Fages, for his honorable services to the Crown 
of Spain.” 

Bill Frank looked up at Jazz. ‘“That’s an unusually straight line of inher- 
itance for that period—the Valencias didn’t run to multiple sons, did 
they? That explains why they didn’t have to divide up the land. Now let’s 
see what else this says. Apparently Teodosio, the former soldier, lived on 
the rancho until his death in 1816 at the age of seventy-three. He built a 
large adobe house, stocked the land with cattle, about twenty-five hun- 
dred head, and two herds of horses as well as much other livestock—the 
details are all here, down to the last unbroken mule. He also planted 
vineyards and orchards, properly fenced in wood. Don Antonio claims 
that his father, Don Bernardo, improved the house and built other build- 
ings as well—a school, a buttery, a tannery and so forth. Hmmm—this is 
interesting. Don Bernardo seems to have been a highly successful man, 
he employed a large number of people, including a schoolmaster, a wine- 
maker, trained carpenters, gardeners . . . it goes on and on—a big es- 
tablishment—and he faithfully maintained the herds and oversaw the 
fruitful cultivation of the land—”’ 

Bill Frank read to himself, quickly, and put down the petition. ““These 
are far more extensive and elaborate claims than most, but basically 
they’re similar to claims made in all petitions, except for the fact that they 
go back so clearly to the original Spanish grant.” 

“Oh, keep reading!”’ Jazz begged fervently, luminescent with expecta- 
tion. Bill Frank set the map to one side. As quickly as possible he 
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skimmed the refnaining pages. ‘“‘All of this is the normal testimony from 
solid citizens of the region, establishing the fact that the Valencias had 
occupied the Rancho Montafia de la Luna as long as they or their fathers 
or grandfathers could remember.” 

Jazz's head slumped forward, her vision blurred by this final deception. 
Afraid that a tear might fall on the map, she moved it from its place on 
the desk. 

“Tl take one more look at the map, if you don’t mind,” Bill Frank 
said. ‘““There’s something unusual about the writing down here at the 
bottom. Probably it’s a more detailed description of the boundaries, the 
‘Metes and Bounds’ as we call them, although it appears to be far longer 
than any I’ve seen before.” 

He studied the old map for several minutes. ‘Hmm. Well . . . here’s 
an addition to the map unlike anything I’ve ever run across before. Just 
listen to this: 


“ In the name of the Holy Trinity, Father Son and the Holy 
Ghost, three distinct persons and one true God, Amen: I, Ber- 
nardo Valencia, say to all who may read this, that in full 
enjoyment of my reason, I wish to repeat and renew the sacred 
Promise made verbally by my beloved father, Teodosio Marta 
Valencia, on the occasion of the Completion and Dedication of 
the Mission of San Juan Capistrano, the Queen of Misstons. 
On the fifteenth day of September, in the year 1806, my father, 
in bis sixty-third year, made a pilgrimage to the beights of the 
Mountain of the Moon and there, in the presence of the six 
Holy Fathers of the Order of Saint Francis who bad under- 
taken this pilgrimage with bim, he gave his solemn oath to 
leave forever unchanged by the hand of man, all of bis land 
that can be seen from the Place of the Three Sentinel Rocks on 
the Mountain of the Moon. This land extends as far as the eye 
can see, from one extremity to the other extremity, unto the 
Sands of the Sea in the westerly direction and unto the Heights 
of the Mountain in the easterly direction, unto the Rock shaped 
like a Turtle in the northerly direction and unto the Twin 
Pointed Rock in the southerly direction. I, Bernardo Valencia, 
repeat and renew this solemn vow made by my father, Teodosio 
Maria Valencia to the Fathers of the Order of Saint Francis 
before the witnesses Ramon Martinez and Leandro Serrano 
and the two Holy Fathers, Fra José Lépez and Fra Juan 
Orozco, whose names are bereto signed.’ ”’ 


378 


Bill Frank looked up with a huge grin. “The signature is that of Ber- 
nardo Valencia and it’s dated January 9, 1820. The Franciscans were still 
in power then. If this can’t be called a private land agreement I don’t 
know what could be. The entire expediente of which this map is a part, was 
accepted and approved by the Gwin Commission and a copy of the final 
grant to Don Antonio Valencia, Don Bernardo’s son, is right here on this 
last page, signed and sealed by both the recorder of the General Land 
Office and by the then President of the United States, Millard Fillmore, 
in 1853.” 

“The promise of the mountain,” Jazz whispered in awe. 

“T think you could properly call it a covenant,’’ Casey said quietly. 
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‘““*Three rocks,’’’ Jazz gasped, three rocks,’ wouldn’t you have 
thought Bernardo could have been more specific?’’ She sat down 
abruptly on a large stone, streaming with sweat, afraid that she might 
never get up again. 

“Tt must have seemed enough at the time,’’ Casey responded, trying to 
catch his breath. ‘‘Anyway they’re ‘sentinel’ rocks, not just ‘rock’ rocks.”’ 

‘Oh, Casey, ‘rocks are rocks, trees are trees, shoot it in Griffith Park’— 
what movie producer said that?”’ 

“Either Spielberg or Lucas, I’m not sure exactly.”’ 

Jazz fought to hold tight to the leaping impression of certainty that she 
had felt in the Huntington Library, when it seemed that the last piece of 
the puzzle had fallen into place. For it had not been the last piece in the 
puzzle, but, as Bill Frank had pointed out in his precise vocabulary, the 
‘penultimate piece,’ for unless they found the Place of the Three Sentinel 
Rocks, they would have no way of knowing what part of the ranch the 
covenant covered. 

Portola Peak resisted climbing. Now, Jazz thought, as she used a damp 
bandana as a towel, now she knew exactly why the family mountain had 
never been a picnic site for the Kilkullen family, why a jug of wine or a 
shaker of martinis wasn’t occasionally carried up at sundown to be en- 
joyed with the view. The mountain that looked so deceptively climbable 
from the hacienda was, on close inspection, an ideal location for a per- 
fectly hideous Outward Bound experience, the kind of experience she 
had avoided scrupulously ever since her photojournalist days. 

Jazz and Casey had left on horseback while the morning air was still 
chill. Jazz, on a last-minute impulse, had gone to the archive room and 
supplied them with two of the sturdy walking sticks that Hugh Kilkullen 
had collected, which were still kept in an umbrella stand by the door. 
Susie had provided a package of sandwiches and a flask of water, and Jazz 
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had taken a camera in a bag she strapped around her waist. What they 
had really needed, she realized in retrospect, was an armored tank, or at 
least a couple of machetes, but it was too late to mention this to Casey. 
- It must be well over two hours since they had been forced to tie their 
horses to a small tree and take to their feet. Above the highest upland 
pastures of the ranch, the lower slopes of Portola Peak rose steeply until 
the spur of the mountain itself was reached. It was there that the vicious 
underbrush, a combination of prickly pear, mesquite and chaparral, be- 
came too tangled and dangerous for the horses. 

Ah, but human beings, Jazz thought, as she blinked the sweat out of 
her eyes, could go where horses could not. Man could spelunk and spend 
months in wet, dark, nasty caves under the surface of the earth, hanging 
out with stalactites and stalagmites; man could snorkel and frisk and flirt 
with stinging jellyfish and hungry octopi; man could reach the North and 
South Poles and talk to the animals, talk to the animals, and man could 
get to the moon and schlepp around, turning somersaults and planting 
flags; so it stood to reason that this man and this woman, protected by the 
denim they wore, could most certainly claw their way up through this 
fiendish mass, using the walking sticks, held in front of them in both 
hands, to bend the underbrush back far enough so that they could force a 
passage. 

When they’d started out, it seemed obvious that there was only one 
direction to take, for the spur of the mountain was so narrow that it was 
the only way up. But as they climbed, the spur grew wider and wider 
until the mountain offered vistas of a wilderness of dry, sage-scented, 
bloodthirsty brush rising in every direction, brush that deceptively 
masked the brutal steepness of the pitch of the land over which they had 
been struggling. 

“If you were a Franciscan friar, which way would you go?” Jazz asked 
Casey. 

“If I were a Franciscan friar, I’d be wearing a long robe and sandals 
and I wouldn’t be here, no how, no way, my lady.” 

“It’s nice that you can stay optimistic in the face of adversity,’ Jazz 
observed. 

“Oh, I’m optimistic. Those Sentinel Rocks are here somewhere. I’m 
merely glad we're wearing boots.” 

“‘Rattlesnakes?’’ Jazz asked. She could face mountain lions, but rattle- 
snakes? 

“Rattlesnakes and tarantulas. But they can’t bite through leather. Also 
coyote, quail and some very unfriendly cacti.”’ 

“I keep looking for something like a trail, a path worn by pilgrim 
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feet,” Jazz said plaintively. “Anyone would think we were the first peo- 
ple to climb Portola.” 

‘“‘We know for sure that Teodosio and six friars climbed it in 1806, but 
since then? This is not exactly what’s known as a walk in the park.” 

‘‘Ah, come on, Casey, they must have made other pilgrimages up here. 
And I remember that when I was a kid, my father told me that his 
grandfather, old Hugh, had climbed Portola . . . maybe a hundred 
years ago, now that I think of it. You’re right, that wouldn’t leave much 
of a trail.” 


“Still . . .” Casey wearily tapped something lying on the ground with 
his walking stick. “‘Look at this . . . clear evidence of recent civilized 
visitation.” 


“Tt can’t be,’’ Jazz said slowly as she focused on the can of Diet Pepsi 
that lay, all but concealed from view, under a layer of dirt. ‘‘It just cannot 
be.”’ 

“T didn’t bring it up with me,” 

*Butimhos can. /2., 

“It could only have been someone who strayed from the regular hik- 
ing trails. After all, we’re surrounded by national parks. Believe me, 
whoever left it behind strayed down, not up.” 

“T’'ve got to get a shot of that. Larry Bush will never believe this.” 

“Who's he?” 

“One of my friends at Pepsi—public-relations chief.’ Jazz got down 
very low, brushed some of the dirt off the can and took several shots of 
the Pepsi can lying in the foreground, with the majestic view of the 
dominion of ranch and ocean in the background. ‘‘He’ll get a kick out of 
this. They’ve probably got cans flying around the earth in orbit too. What 
is the universal definition of mankind? Litterbugs!”’ 

“If you have the strength to shoot film, you have the strength to keep 
looking for the rocks. Upwards!” | 

With Casey in the lead, as before, they continued to labor slowly up 
through the wilderness, stopping every once in a while to scan the sur- 
roundings. There were rocks aplenty, but none that were distinctive. 
Each time they stopped, Jazz looked backward, in the direction of the 
hacienda. It had become smaller and smaller until it was invisible in its 
cluster of trees and garden, and now its site was blocked entirely by a 
bulging bump of stone covered with strands of mesquite. 

Jazz heard Casey humming snatches of a tune as he scrambled, and 
realized that she too was hearing a melody in her head. She put words to 
it and gave a wry smile. “‘How are things in Glocca Mora?”’ were the 
words that ran endlessly in her head. Glocca Mora, the village in Briga- 
doon that appeared only once every hundred years, and then disappeared 
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again into the Irish mists. Or was Brigadoon the village in Finian’s Rain- 
bow that disappeared into the Scottish mists? Never mind. It was too hot 
to figure out. It didn’t make any sense. 

But the Sentinel Rocks were no village, they were a place specifically 
mentioned in the handwriting of Bernardo Valencia on a map. Bernardo 
Valencia had been the grandfather of Juanita Isabella Valencia Kilkullen, 
making him at least Jazz's great-great-great-grandfather, she thought fuzz- 
ily, and if you can’t trust a great-great-great-grandfather, who can you 
trust? Not only that, but Millard Fillmore had put his signature on that 
map. For some reason this fact gave Jazz a powerful feeling of hope. 
There was something about that particular name, destined by reason of 
phonetics to be the butt of jokes, that sounded decidedly presidential. 

“Casey, what are you humming?”’ 

“The theme music from The African Queen. I can’t get it out of my 
mind.” 

“Casey, can we stop for lunch?” 

“You starving?” 

“Gotta eat.” 

“O.K., but only for a few minutes. We have to find the rocks and get 
‘back down again before sunset, and it'll be dark in four hours.’ 

“What if we don’t find them?” 

““We’ll come back tomorrow. We’ll keep looking until we do.” 

““My leader, my inspiration, what did I do before I knew you?’’ Jazz 
asked as she found another rock to sit on. The air was cooler here, 
although the sun was high overhead. She took off her jacket and pulled 
her wet cotton shirt out of her jeans. Her bandana was so soaked that she 
spread it out on a small rock and allowed the breeze to dry her face and 
neck and hair. 

“I often wonder what exactly you did. Not a wasted life, I’ll bet,”’ 
Casey answered. 

‘Not wasted, definitely not wasted,’’ Jazz assured him, as she handed 
him a sandwich. ‘‘But definitely not fulfilled.”’ 

How could she be so much in love, she wondered, looking at Casey, 
sprawled on another rock. How was it possible to be so much in love 
with somebody you /iked so much? Gabe—she’d been overwhelmed by 
him, passionately in love with him, marked for life by him, but had she 
ever really liked him? No, somehow /ske was not a word she could ever 
apply to Gabe. Sam—she’d liked Sam . . . who wouldn’t . . . but his 
actor’s ego amused her too much for her ever to love him. And the 
others—not one of them had ever even come close. 

Even if they never found the rocks, climbing this bitch of a mountain 
with Casey was a profound pleasure, Jazz decided, for amid all the hot, 
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scrambling discomfort and itchy effort, they were together and she liked 
him, loved him and trusted him. She’d found the man of her life. The 
one and only. 

Jazz and Casey sipped some water from the flask, careful not to drink it 
all up, and, refreshed, continued upward. The brush became thinner 
underfoot, and easier to walk around than through, but the number of 
big pebbles multiplied, so that they often found themselves slipping and 
sliding. Jazz used Hugh Kilkullen’s indispensable walking stick in her 
right hand, and finally she had to grasp Casey’s left hand with her own 
left hand for safety’s sake, although it made progress slower. She couldn't 
see much through the sweat rolling down her forehead into her eyes. 
They should have brought a rope to tie themselves together like moun- 
tain climbers, she thought, and left their hands free. 

Blisters were forming under Jazz’s western riding boots, but she 
vowed not to think about them, using all her imagination to see herself as 
a sturdy, indestructible Englishwoman of a certain age, wearing what 
were always known as a pair of “‘stout boots,’’ an Englishwoman who 
wouldn’t break into a sweat under any circumstances, a hearty woman on 
a walking tour of the Lake District of England, strolling along easily, stick 
in hand, amid a rolling landscape of wide, mysterious lakes, abundant 
greenery, and graceful trees, with clumps of spring flowers springing up 
here and there along the gentle, well-marked track where hundreds of 
thousands had walked before, all the way back, no doubt, to the Druids. 
Or were the Druids Welsh? Well, they were witches and prophets and 
sorcerers, that she knew for sure, Jazz thought dizzily, and tripped and 
fell. 

Casey was jerked abruptly backwards and narrowly avoided falling 
himself. 

‘‘Jazz, did you hurt yourself?” he asked in concern. 

“No,” Jazz said, sitting on the ground, “I don’t think so. I was just 
going along blindly, and suddenly . . .’” Curious, and glad to remain 
sitting down, she poked around, looking for the object on which she had 
tripped. Whatever it was, it was covered by a low pile of stones that 
Casey had stepped over but she had blundered straight into. 

“Help me,” Jazz said in sudden excitement. Quickly she and Casey 
lifted a few concealing stones. Under them lay a cross made of two 
branches of wood that had once been a living tree, the pieces of wood 
tied together with a leather thong, flecked here and there with white 
paint. 

“It fell, it must have been stuck into that pile of stones and then it fell 
and got covered up by stones moving in the winter storms,”’ Jazz said in a 
stunned voice. 
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“But what’s it doing here?” 

“T don’t know.” Jazz looked at the cross in excited puzzlement. “‘The 
legend said that there had been a shrine on the mountain, but the de- 
scription on the map said nothing about a cross.’’ Casey sat down next to 
her and inspected the rough cross, as if it would yield up an answer. 

“Look around,” Jazz said, pointing with her right hand. ‘‘Does that 
rock look something like a turtle to you?” 

““Maybe—a littlke—from the ground. When I was walking, I didn’t 
notice it.” 

“What about over there?” She gestured with her other hand. 

“Twin points! At least I think so.” 

““But where are the three Sentinel Rocks?”’ Jazz beseeched him, look- 
ing behind her at a particularly steep upward slope, bare of all but small 
stones. It was impossible to see what stood above the slope. 

“Get up. We’ve got to climb higher!” 

With pounding hearts they mounted the steep slope, traversing it level 
by level as they would have traversed a dangerous ski slope, until they 
reached the top, where a small, sandy plateau spread before them. 

Toward the middle of the plateau, too far back to be seen from below, 
stood three tall, thin rocks, not one of them more than eight feet tall, 
sticking up from the sandy surface so that they formed a triangle, three 
rocks that might indeed be standing sentinel over the panorama that 
spread below the plateau. 

“Oh!” Jazz cried out, realizing only now how much she had hoped, 
how much she had doubted. The plateau was quiet, isolated, yet it 
seemed to her that it reverberated with a great thunder, she thought she 
heard a swooping of wings, she thought she felt a singing vibration that 
came from the heart of the mountain itself. She reached out and pressed 
tightly to Casey, needing the reassurance of the presence of another 
human being, in the face of the three rocks that had mounted guard over 
this land for millions of years. 

For minutes they stood silently, leaning together as they greeted the 
Sentinel Rocks and were greeted in turn, until they felt that they had 
been accepted on the plateau, that they were welcome in this place. Only 
then did they turn to look outward, standing on the edge of the plateau 
with the rocks behind them. From that vantage point the Turtle Rock 
looked clearly like a turtle and the points of the Twin Pointed Rock were 
sharply defined. 

** Unto the Sands of the Sea,’ ”’ Jazz said, looking toward the west. Far 
away, on the horizon, the sea and the sky melted together in a passion of 
blue. Closer, the natural harbor and Valencia Point were clearly visible, 
as was the untouched beach running the entire length of the boundary of 
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the ranch, forming a pure break between the seaside constructions on 
either side. 

Jazz turned and looked up‘ behind the Sentinel Rocks, where the mile- 
high bare top of Portola Peak, still distant, sparkled as sunlight glanced 
off bits of mica. Behind it, the snow-capped peaks of the Santa Ana 
Range floated off in the distance. 

“Look north—the view takes in half of Orange County—Bernardo 
may have overreached a bit there,”’ Casey said. 

‘But, Casey, he was only pledging his own land, remember? Look, 
south, after the Turtle Rock there’s a long, flat gully, and the land drops 
away steeply—you can’t see far beyond the Turtle Rock. From where 
we're standing, we can see a good two-thirds of the whole ranch. Oh, 
Casey, Casey, nobody’s ever going to be able to change it—not with the 
hand of man!”’ 

Jazz and Casey stood, hand in hand, listening to a whisper in the wind, 
a whisper of a promise made on a mountain that could never truly be the 
property of any man, not even of the man who had made the promise, for 
the nature of a mountain is to limit man to his proper size. Before them 
lay California, a marriage of land and water, westward-facing, that could 
not exist anywhere else on earth. 

Suddenly remembering her camera, Jazz started shooting, moving 
around to take in everything that lay-in a circle from where she stood. 
Then she stood just behind the Sentinel Rocks and shot in such a way that 
the photographs would reveal the rocks in the foreground and the view 
they overlooked. Then she took shots from above of the cross lying on 
the ground ‘where they-had unearthed it, the cross that had led them to 
the Promise of the Mountain. 

“We've got to start down, Jazz. It’s getting late,’ Casey warned her 
suddenly. 

“All right. I’m out of film anyway. There’s just one little favor . :. I 
wonder if...” 

Anything,” Casey promised, “anything.” 

‘Oh, darling, I knew you'd say yes!” Jazz collapsed gratefully into his 
arms. “‘Carry me down!”’ 
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‘eee hurts,’’ Jazz said joyously, as 


she lay in a tub of steaming water with her freshly shampooed hair pulled 
up into a damp topknot. ‘‘The roots of my hair ache, my toenails are 
killing me, my knees won’t work, I can’t lift my arms, my sunblock didn’t 
block, I may not live till morning.” 

“Jane Goodall you’re not,’’ Casey agreed. He’d just finished a long 
shower and sat companionably on the edge of the tub, wrapped in a terry 
cloth robe. ‘“‘But you got up there and you got back.” 

“‘No thanks to you. You said you'd do anything I asked, and then you 
reneged. Getting down was worse than climbing up.”’ 

“Would you like me to scrub your back?” he offered. 

“Te’s not that easy to worm yourself back into my good graces.’’ She 
gave him an intimate look of reversible pique. ‘“‘May I have a drop, 
please?”’ 

Jazz held out the glass for more of the vodka they’d been drinking in 
celebration of their finding the Sentinel Rocks. When they’d finally rid- 
den back to the hacienda, an hour after dark, as exhausted as they were 
excited, they’d told Susie to go home early, and now they had the place 
to themselves. After the heat of the struggle up the mountain in the sun, 
the winter temperature had plunged abruptly just as they’d reached their 
horses and they’d galloped back in a chill wind. Casey had the fore- 
thought to light the fire in the living room before they went to soak away 
the day’s fatigue. 

Neither of them felt hungry, although they had eaten nothing but 
sandwiches all day. They were too alight with the glory of their achieve- 
ment to do anything as mundane as eating, but vodka chilled in the 
freezer suited the triumphant moment. 
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“When are you getting out of that tub?”’ Casey asked. ‘You've been in 
for a half hour.” 

‘When I get the strength and not a second before.”’ Jazz was imperi- 
ous. 

“Want me to help?”’ 

“Ha, as Mr. White would say. Ha! You wouldn’t carry me down a 
mountain, but now you want to help me out of a tub. I suspect your 
motives, Casey Nelson. You want to sneak a peek. Turn your back and 
hand me that bath towel.” 

“T’ll hold it for you.” 

“I’m too modest and too ladylike to reveal myself to you without 
garments. Turn your back and hold it out.” 

“But we're going to get married,’’ Casey objected. ‘“‘Why can’t I sneak 
a peek?” 

“‘And close your eyes too. You might see me in the mirror. I intend to 
maintain my mystery. From now on we make love in the dark.” 

“Not even a candle?” 

‘“‘Not so much as a match.”’ 

Casey reached into the tub and lifted Jazz out, squeaking and giggling. 
He clasped her to his chest while she kicked indignantly. ‘‘It’s not that I 
can’t carry you,” he said. ‘‘It’s just not a good idea going downhill. From 
now on I'll carry you all night.”’ 

“Let me go!”’ 

He took a big towel and, seating her on his rashes dried her off thor- 
oughly, as he fended off her efforts to get away. When she was dry he 
bundled her in another terry robe and carried her into the warm living 
room, deposited her in front of the fire, lay down next to her, and held 
her tightly. 

“You're going nowhere,’’ he informed her. 

“That’s exactly where I want to be. More vodka?” 

“Sure. Hungry yet?” 

“No, I’m too thrilled. Oh, Casey, it’s very hard to be in love with a 
guy like you. You make me feel unworthy. I know I’m a bit of a shit, but 
you're so good to me. You take care of me, you don’t pay any attention 
to me when I’m rotten, you know what I really want before I do. How 
can I ever be a good enough person to deserve such a wonderful man?” 

“It won't be easy,’’ Casey grinned. 

“Especially when you remind me so much of . . . 

“Of who?”’ 

“It’s not exactly a person . . . but there was this Airedale once . . .” 

“A dog?” 

‘All Airedales are dogs,’’ Jazz said reasonably, drinking more vodka, 
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“such a darling ‘dog, just like you. He was without fear, he had very long 
legs, a dense coat, almost the color of yours, he had a good disposition, 
he was loyal, keen-eyed, capable, clownish, strong, and he had a mug, 
such a cute little mug with sort of drooping whiskers and his ears stood 
up so beautifully.A prize terrier, that’s what he was, a bit of a hound, but 
all dog, a real dog, the kind you used to have when you were a kid.” 

“Gee, I never had a dog like that.” 

“Neither did I. That’s why I feel so unworthy of having you. I’m not 
used to owning such a good dog.” 

“Marriage isn’t the same as owning a dog.” 

“Oh yeah? So what is it?”’ 

“T’m still not sure. Maybe you're right. My first marriage was sort of 
like owning a bad dog and my second marriage was like owning a rare 
bird, and my third marriage, come to think of it, was like owning a 
racehorse.” 

“You've been married before!”’ 

“Three times.” 

“Why didn’t you tell me!” 

“You never asked.” 

“It’s a lie!” 

““Maybe . . . maybe not.” 

“Well, I don’t care. You could have three other wives right now, this 
minute, and I'd still marry you.” 

“I can’t scare you off?” 

“Never.” 

“Jazz,” he said urgently, “when do you—”’ 

“Casey,” Jazz interrupted hastily, as she unpinned her topknot and let 
down her wet hair, ‘I haven’t got a towel. Can I rub my hair dry on your 
robe?” 

‘You're welcome to try,” he said, as he realized that she’d interrupted 
him once more, the way she invariably interrupted him whenever he 
started to make specific plans for their marriage. There was probably a 
particular note in his voice that warned her of his intention to get down 
to a serious discussion that set off Jazz’s interruptive reflex, because not 
once, not one single time since she’d agreed to marry him, had they 
discussed the future in any serious way. It was as if, having agreed to 
marry, she’d condemned him to play house indefinitely. 

Jazz was as expansive as she was elusive; she’d tell him that she’d marry 
him if he had three other wives, but she wouldn’t tell him if it would be 
this week, this year or this decade. Was it, as he’d wondered, Mike's 
death? Or was she merely afraid of taking that final step, of setting the 
date? This best of all women—or was she a child?—-had managed to stay 
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single for thirty years. Clearly she was gunshy. She still flickered out of 
his fingers, as uncapturable as a rare tropical fish in a big aquarium, and 
they had not made a single, down-to-earth plan for their future. They 
both knew—she must know—that they couldn't keep on living in the haci- 
enda forever. Maybe it was the word when that tipped Jazz off, Casey 
reflected. He’d try it another way, spring it on her without preamble. 

He waited passively as Jazz used the bottom of his robe to towel her 
hair, a ticklish business and not an easy operation for him to endure, as 
she well knew. Then he pounced, holding her head between his hands. 

“Question. Wedding. When?” 

“Ob, darling, not now! My mind’s literally whirling with ideas! I have so 
much to think about, I just can’t concentrate on the future of two people 
when I’m thinking about thousands and thousands of people,” she said 
with a laugh that promised nothing. 

‘“‘How many thousands exactly?’’ Casey turned away from her with a 
flinty look that she ignored. “‘And why?” 

““Well,”’ Jazz said, dreamily lying back against him, “I’ve been thinking 
. . . you have no idea how much I’ve been thinking, ever since we 
started to look for the Sentinel Rocks. I decided to make two plans: Plan 
A, what to do if we never found them, and Plan B, what to do if we did.”’ 

“What if we’d never found them?” Against his will, Casey found him- 
self lured into going along with her, for the potent magic of her voice 
was too compelling for him to resist. 

“T couldn’t even focus on Plan A because it was unthinkable. You 
know how sometimes you just block out something because it’s too aw- 
ful? It was like that. So I concentrated on Plan B. First I thought about 
what my father would want to do if he were alive, and I discovered 
something.” 

Jazz sat up and looked into the fire. ‘‘He was only half-right. He 
wanted to keep the land just the way it is forever, and that’s not possible 
for one family in this day and age. In his time . . . maybe . . . but not 
anymore. The Kilkullen family can’t own over sixty thousand acres of 
land all for ourselves unless it’s somewhere so remote that no one else 
wants to live there. But in California, where so many people want to live, 
it’s not fair. We should share it . . . but in the right way.” 

“T never thought I’d hear you say you wanted to share the land.”’ 

“IT never seriously imagined it before. But now . . . I think that the 
part of the land that can be developed, the part that lies to the south of 
the rock with the twin points . . . there’s about twenty-five thousand 
acres there, and you could take, oh, let’s say eight thousand or ten thou- 
sand acres of it, and build a new town where about sixty or seventy 
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thousand people could live and still be surrounded by open country on 
all sides.” 

““My sweetheart, the urban planner.”’ 

“You don’t have to be an urban planner to know that—all you have to 
do is read the papers. It’s the new ideas that count, the ideas that would 
restore what’s been left out of most developments.”’ 

‘Like what?”’ Casey was interested in Jazz’s take on a subject that had 
been in the back of his mind. 

“Community.” 

‘How do you restore community? Always assuming that you are build- 
ing a town for seventy thousand people, and it’s not that solid platinum 
parking lot for Rolls-Royces that Valerie and Fernanda want.”’ 

“Without the beach they haven’t got a chance, and the whole beach 
and the harbor were excluded by the map. Listen, Casey, this is how you 
get a community. You leave out malls and you put in main streets! In one 
stroke you've got a community again! Each neighborhood will have a 
main street, a real, honest-to-God, old-time main street, with soda foun- 
tains and Bijou movie theaters and bakeries and grocery stores with real, 
live butchers and hardware stores and bowling alleys and dance studios 
and hamburger joints and dry cleaners and delis and barbershops and 
beauty parlors and bookstores and drugstores and pool halls and lots and 
lots of cafés, outdoor sidewalk cafés, and shops of all kinds and places to 
loiter and gossip and bike racks everywhere because that’s how people 
get from the different neighborhoods to the main streets, unless they 
walk or ride a horse.” 

“What different neighborhoods?” Casey asked. 

Jazz was pacing around the living room, so carried away by her vision 
that she had left the warm spot by the fire, the warm spot where she had 
been so close to him, and Casey felt that the only way he could keep in 
touch with her was to ask her questions. 

‘People won't live in streets with houses you can’t tell apart; they’ll 
have neighborhoods, like there used to be, like some New England 
towns, or even San Juan Capistrano, places where some people have 
houses and some have apartments and some have one-room studios, and 
some pay a whole lot less rent than others, and some own their own 
houses and some are young and some are old and some are somewhere 
in between, with children of all ages . . . but, Casey, they have porches 
and verandas and window boxes and courtyards and patios and backyard 
gardens and attics—I have the feeling that attics are very important, al- 
though I don’t know why—and all the houses are near enough together 
so that people have neighbors and they can sit out on their porches and 
say hello to each other, and everything is on a human scale, a pedestrian 
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scale, and there’ll be places to picnic and play chess, and horses to rent 
everywhere, and baseball diamonds and playgrounds just for the little 
kids, and basketball hoops all over the place!”’ 

‘“‘What about the ranch, the herds?” 

“But, Casey, don’t you see? We'll still ranch, with a few less cows, but 
the idea is to have the ranch and the town coexisting, so that everyone who 
lives in the town can see cattle grazing when they look out of their 
windows. They'll be able to ride horses everywhere, right down the 
middle of Main Street, but we'll discourage them from holding their own 
roundups.” 

‘How are you going to run this town?”’ 

“With town meetings and a city government in the town hall on the 
town square—did I mention the town square?’’ Jazz waved the question 
of running the town away. ‘“There’ll be a big public library and a band- 
stand with live music on the weekends so everybody gets to know every- 
body else, and lots of fountains, so that there’s always the sound of run- 
ning water, and more cafés, and art galleries and arcades with columns so 
people can walk anywhere and be sheltered from the sun and everybody 
can walk or bike or ride down to the beach and swim or surf or sit and 
listen to the waves and look at the sunset but they can’t change it, not ever, 
or—”’ 

“Schools?”’ 

“‘Naturally,”’ Jazz said, “‘naturally schools, churches, synagogues, and 
light, clean industry and businesses so that people can work near their 
homes. City planners are thinking along these same lines all over. I kept 
reading about it, but I never paid attention till Phoebe tore down the 
Purple Tostada Grande . . ."’ She paused by the window and shook her 
head at the memory. 

“Come over here and sit down. What did that have to do with it?’’ 

‘She took away a part of Dazzle’s neighborhood. Overnight, just like 
that! Venice is a real neighborhood, one of the last, and Phoebe de- 
stroyed a piece of it, something that we all took for granted, the way 
people used to take their main streets for granted. So when I saw that we 
had the chance to build a new town, I knew that it had to have neighbor- 
hoods and main streets . . . and from there it’s easy, all you have to do 
is remember what it used to be like twenty-five years ago . . . twenty- 
five years ago . . . that’s about how long ago it was before it all started 
to change .. .” 

Jazz sounded as if she were in a trance, Casey thought. She hadn’t 
worked out any of the formidable problems of actually building such a 
town, either financially or in any other practical way, nor had she asked 
herself for one minute how she was to become appointed the master 
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planner of this new, utopian town, given the existence of her non-uto- 
pian-minded sisters. 

“‘Jazz,”’ he asked, “‘do you know what infrastructure is?” 

“Vaguely,”’ Jazz said, deep in her vision. 

But she’ll find out, Casey thought. It won’t take her long before she’s a 
mistress of infrastructure. She may be dreaming out loud and a little 
drunk, but she’s not talking about anything impossible. She makes sense. 
Damn good sense. He knew a thousand times as much as she did about 
land development, and he knew her ideas were the wave of the future. 
Oh, she’d get caught up in this new town, she was so enthralled with it 
already that she’d forgotten a life’s career as a photographer; she was so 
involved that she didn’t even know he was in the room except as a 
listener; she hadn’t wondered if he’d participate in the new town, or even 
asked if he was interested. She was no more concerned about his nonexis- 
tent three ex-wives than she was about his role in this newly born project, 
as if being Cow Boss were the limit of his ambitions. Jazz will keep not 
having time for getting married, or even talking about it, and pretty soon 
the real city planners and architects and builders will move into her life, 
and then what? Was this the moment to mention his own feelings? Was 
this the moment to bring her down to earth, when she was in such a state 
of rapture? No, he couldn’t do it. Was it the selflessness of love, or was it 
fear of what she might say? Maybe the answer to that was something so 
awful that he should block it out, the way Jazz had blocked Plan A. All he 
needed now, Casey told himself harshly, were stronger powers of denial, 
as strong as hers. 


They won't like this, Jazz gloated, as she arranged a pile of papers and 
photographs on the bare top of the desk in her father’s office. They won’t 
like it at all, but they can’t refute it. It’s official, with all the power of the 
United States government behind it, no folk-tale this, no straw grasped at 
in desperation. Nothing was missing but the photographs of the Pepsi 
can. 

In a few minutes, Jazz was expecting the visit of Jimmy Rosemont and 
Sir John Maddox. She had summoned them—no other word than sum- 
moned was equal to the manner in which she had informed them that she 
had matters to discuss with them—as soon as her documentation was 
complete, six days after finding the Sentinel Rocks. 

At first, Jazz had thought of offering them tea and showing them the 
evidence of the covenant afterwards, but she had rejected this idea al- 
most as soon as it came to her mind. No tea, no coffee, not so much as a 
glass of water unless they asked for one. This was business, as downright 
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inhospitable as any business that she could imagine, and she didn’t intend 
to give it a veneer of false feminine graciousness. 

She was dressed to do business, as much like a man as possible, like a 
rancher, a proprietor. She wore straight, dark brown leather trousers 
tucked into fine lizard Western boots and a man-tailored shirt of heavy 
white cotton with a string tie of black leather. On her head she wore an 
old Western hat that a vaquero had given her for her eighteenth birth- 
day. It had been a joke to him, but on Jazz’s head it had a terrifying 
panache, a hat like a battle flag. The simple pieces of Jazz’s clothing came 
together to form a martial look as unmistakable in its own way as a 
bullfighter’s suit of lights. 

Today, Jazz walked with none of the feminine, long-legged grace she 
normally possessed; the boots ensured a steady, authoritative tread. Her 
insouciance, that light, carefree balance of a tightrope walker, was coun- 
termanded by the unexpected severity of her hat, set straight above her 
eyebrows. She could almost have passed for a young man, for she had 
done away with her hair, braiding it and tucking the braid out of sight at 
the back of her neck. 

She had weighed the idea of asking Casey to be present at this inter- 
view, but had decided that since he had no formal connection to the land, 
it would be out of place. She hadn’t asked her sisters to come, since 
Jimmy Rosemont and Sir John clearly acted for them, and they would 
only be a distraction from what she planned to say. Jazz stood behind her 
father’s desk and tapped the heel of one of her boots impatiently. In two 
minutes they would be late. 

Jazz heard a car drive up, heard Susie open the front door, heard the 
footsteps of two men approaching the office. At last! She stood her 
ground, not advancing from behind the desk, unsmiling, letting them 
come to her to shake hands. 

“Make yourselves comfortable, gentlemen,” Jazz commanded. She sat 
down in her father’s chair and tilted it backwards so that her booted feet, 
crossed at the ankle, could rest on the desk. She looked around the room, 
at the walls hung frame-to-frame with photographs taken over the last 
hundred years, with bills of sale for prize bulls, and cherished letters 
from various Democratic leaders, and felt herself surrounded by the pres- 
ence of Mike Kilkullen. 

“When we first met,”’ she said, looking calmly from one to the other, 
“the two of you unfolded a plan for the disposition of the Kilkullen 
Ranch, or, as it was called in the early days of California, the Rancho 
Montafia de la Luna. Do you know why it was called that, Mr. 
Rosemont?”’ 

““No, Miss Kilkullen.”’ 
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“It means Mountain of the Moon. For as long as men have lived on this 
land, and it’s been a longer time than we know, they’ve seen the moon 
rise directly behind the mountain, the one we call Portola Peak, and no 
doubt some of them, in their ignorance, thought that the mountain gave 
birth to the moon. But you, Mr. Rosemont, and you, Sir John, are intelli- 
gent men, too modern to deal in such ancient fancies. When you see a 
mountain, you see an opportunity for it to give birth. To condos.” 

“Touché, Miss Kilkullen. But times change,” Jimmy Rosemont said, 
“‘and mountains change with them.” 

“Not as much as you imagine, Mr. Rosemont. I loathed your idea—”’ 

“So we noticed,” Sir John said dryly. 

“And I still do. But I didn’t know then what I could do to prevent it 
from happening. I undertook a search to find out just how much legality 
there might be in my father’s homemade will, and I discovered some- 
thing very interesting indeed. He left land to his daughters that he had 
no right to give us.” 

“You don’t say.’ Jimmy Rosemont had a small smile, a condescending, 
bantering smile. 

“Land,” Jazz continued steadily, “‘to which he did not have a clear title, 
land on which there lies a covenant that prohibits him from leaving jit to 
anyone without including the facts of the covenant.”’ 

“What sort of nonsense is this?’’ Sir John’s voice was unconcerned, 
genial. 

“Not nonsense, Sir John.”’ Jazz stood up. “‘I have a number of items to 
show you both. First, a letter from my great-great-grandmother, Juanita 
Isabella Valencia Kilkullen, to her future daughter-in-law.” 

Slowly Jazz read the translation of the letter, a translation that had been 
prepared by a professor of Spanish at UC Irvine and then notarized. 
Rapidly but precisely she took them step by step through the history of 
California land grants, and she explained the significance of the enlarged 
black-and-white reproduction of the document she and Casey had found 
at the Huntington Library, translating the vow Bernardo Valencia had 
made, and the signatures of the four witnesses. Again, it had all been 
notarized. She showed them the presidential seal that finally validated the 
claim to the land, as well as a photocopy of the title deed signed by 
Antonio Valencia and Michael Kilkullen. She displayed the photographs 
taken from the Sentinel Rocks, enlarged to ten-by-twelve. Finally, using a 
modern topographical map of the present land, she showed them the 
outline, traced in red, of the area of the land that must remain ‘‘un- 
changed by the hand of man,’’ the covenant that had been respected by 
the Kilkullens as closely as it had been by the Valencias. 

She finished her presentation and stood behind the desk, trying to 
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repress a cocky grin. Jimmy Rosemont and Sir John Maddox exchanged a 
glance, the meaning of which Jazz couldn’t read. The first person to 
break the silence was Sir John. 

“This is indeed fascinating, Miss Kilkullen, I congratulate you on your 
detective work.’’ His manner was as mellow as ever. 

“Clever and neat,”’ Jimmy Rosemont agreed. ‘““You can have a job 
working for me anytime.” 

“A most interesting curiosity of history,” Sir John added, ‘‘and a 
charming one at that, romantic, generous and certainly, one may safely 
say, deeply pious. I’m grateful to you for allowing me to hear all this.” 

“Sir John, don’t you realize yet what it means?”’ Jazz had been prepared 
for anything but complacency. She knew these men would not be good 
losers. Why weren’t they more upset? A snake of fear wriggled into Jazz’s 
heart. 

“Could mean, my dear Miss Kilkullen, could mean, if it were not for 
this.’’ Sir John Maddox leaned forward and fished out a piece of paper 
from the pile. ‘‘This title deed to the ranch, registered at the County 
Recorder’s office in Santa Ana, is the only enforceable item on this desk.”’ 

“What are you talking about?’’ Jazz’s voice rose. ‘“The Mexican land 
grant is enforceable, for God’s sake, it’s the key! It’s the culmination of 
years and years of proof that the ranch belonged to the Valencias from 
1788 until they sold it to the Kilkullens. Don’t try to tell me that it’s not 
enforceable!” 

‘““That’s exactly what we’re telling you,” Jimmy Rosemont said, his 
entire well-groomed face, from his jowls to his hairline, carelessly affable. 
“That piece of old paper has no legal validity. /t was never recorded in Santa 
Ana. Now if it had been—we'd be bound by it—but that’s speculation, 
mere speculation. Fact is, it wasn’t.” 

“You're crazy! It can’t be possible! That’s just a technicality, and I 
won't—”’ 

“Miss Kilkullen, I appreciate your distress, I sympathize fully.” Sir 
John leaned forward to emphasize his words. ‘“‘There is no way to stop 
the sale of this land because of a purely verbal agreement that may have 
been made between two men, Antonio Valencia and Michael Kilkullen, 
both long dead, to respect the wishes of Teodosio Maria Valencia, long 
dead, and reported in a letter from one woman to another, again both 
long dead. Even the seal of Millard Fillmore is utterly irrelevant.” 

“Sir John’s right,”” Jimmy Rosemont said, almost lazily. ““Your father 
had a perfect right to leave all the land, free and clear, to you and your 
sisters. Nothing in the Recorder’s Office says otherwise, and that’s the 
only thing we have to be concerned with."’ 

“That can’t be possible!’” Even as she fought them, the snake of fear 
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grew into a serpent that tightened its grip around Jazz’s heart. She felt 
cold all over as she began to comprehend the flaw, the hideously unjust 
flaw in the documents. 

“We don’t expect you to take it on faith,” Jimmy Rosemont inter- 
rupted, clearly impatient now. ‘“We’re wasting time arguing about some- 
thing only your own lawyers can convince you of. Call them and ask 
them if we’re right or not.” 

“T will, Mr. Rosemont, don’t worry about that! One thing they did tell 
me was that there are dozens of different ways I can drag my heels and 
keep this land from being sold, even if it turns out that the covenant isn’t 
enforceable, which I don’t believe for one minute.” 

“Now there you’re quite right,’’ Sir John said. ‘‘I estimate that with 
clever lawyers you could drag this thing out for twenty or thirty years. 
But you'd lose in the end, you know. You’d have wasted your life in a 
hopeless battle. And how would you pay your lawyers for such a long 
fight?”’ 

“That’s my problem!” Jazz shrugged the question off as her panic 
mounted until it felt as if her chest would explode. 

“Indeed it would be a problem, Miss Kilkullen, even for a very rich 
woman. My Hong Kong friends, however, have inexhaustible resources, 
they can litigate forever, they will never give up, for they take a long 
view of history, as I explained when we first met, but your life . . . well, 
I should hate to see such a charming young lady ruin her life.” 

“T’ll mortgage my share of the land to pay,” Jazz said defiantly. ‘God 
knows, it’s worth plenty.” 

“Then you won’t just lose the fight,”’ Jimmy Rosemont said scornfully, 
“you'll lose your inheritance too.” 

“Don’t think you only have me to deal with,’’ Jazz cried ferociously. 
“California’s full of well-organized groups who'll fight you into the 
ground; environmentalists, no-growth, slow-growth, wetlands conserva- 
tion, wildlife conservation—”’ 

“We'll deal with them,”’ Sir John said, with the serene confidence that 
came from knowing that Liddy Kilkullen had the Governor in her back 
pocket. How wise Jimmy had been to make that arrangement. “And 
when necessary, we'll give them something. A few hundred acres here, a 
few hundred acres there. You’d be amazed how they—'tree huggers,’ I 
believe you call them—will listen to reason when they get even a small 
slice of the pie.”’ 

And no help, Sir John thought smugly, from the government of a state 
that had already, in another administration, reduced the once-powerful 
Coastal Commission to relative toothlessness. 

“We'd better get back, John, I’m expecting a phone call.” The tw 
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men got up to leave. With one glance at Jazz’s face, contorted with 
intractable determination, they wordlessly agreed not to try to shake 
hands with her. They turned and walked toward the front door. 

Stunned, Jazz sagged back in the desk chair. There was a ripping in her 
heart, a feeling of things being torn apart by a force she couldn’t control, 
vital parts being severed one from the other and the juices squeezed out 
of them. Seized by a last, desperate idea, she jumped up and ran to the 
front door. 

“Sir John! When the Chinese hear about the covenant, what will they 
think? I know that they’re incredibly superstitious. It would be the worst 
possible kind of bad luck to build on the land that’s protected by that 
covenant,” 

“Nice try,’ Jimmy Rosemont said, in a voice between a laugh and a 
sneer. 

“You're right, Miss Kilkullen,”’ Sir John said courteously. ‘‘But my 
friends are more superstitious about losing their fortunes than they are 
about bad luck. They'll be willing to risk it, oh yes, more than willing— 
delighted. There’s no cure for superstitions as effective as a billion and a 
half Communists pushing in your front door.”’ 
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E the tenth time, Fernie,’’ Valerie said 


as she drove toward the Hacienda Valencia, “I don’t know why Jazz 
wants us to come today, but I didn’t see how we could refuse when she 
insisted that it was important. Jimmy said there’s no question that she’s 
going to have to sell, but he also said she could hold things up if she 
wanted to be difficult.”’ 

“T suppose you’re right,’’ Fernanda grumbled, ‘‘but why ‘couldn’t you 
have asked her to come to the hotel at our convenience, instead of agree- 
ing to go see her? Georgina and I were planning to drive up to Beverly 
Hills today and do some shopping.”’ 

“Don’t you two ever do anything but shop?” 

“What else is there to do around here?”’ Fernanda murmured. 

Thank heaven for shopping. No one would ever suspect, when two 
women set off to do some shopping, that they had a room reserved at a 
hotel where they could be together all afternoon long. And no one 
would ever be the wiser, even if they didn’t come back laden with pack- 
ages. She was so rich now that it would surprise no one if she shopped for 
weeks and never found anything that was fine enough to buy. It was 
going to be fun, being so difficult to please. that nothing would ever be 
quite good enough. 

Once they all got back to New York, after Jimmy had the sale in hand 
to his satisfaction, she and Georgina could be together as often as they 
wished. They would buy a small apartment in an impersonal, modern 
building without elevator men, midway between their two places, where 
they could meet in perfect freedom, without ever having to worry about 
servants or husbands or phone calls. 

Fernanda’s whole body shivered as she thought of how perfectly she 
and Georgina were mated. 
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“Are you catching cold?’’ Valerie asked. 

“There must be pollen in the air.”’ 

“Hmmm.” Valerie neither agreed nor disagreed nor listened to her 
sister’s answer. She felt so agreeably smoothed out inside, as if some 
chronic, low-level, irritating physical problem had disappeared. 

This enforced stay in Southern California, tedious though it was, had 
been the slow stretching and final snapping of a frayed cord. New York 
life, she thought, seen from a distance, was like riding an enormous 
carousel, a gaudy, brilliantly painted carousel with garish, larger-than-life 
horses, flaunting spangled headdresses of multi-colored plumes and 
draped in yards of glittering tinsel. The carousel spun so quickly that she 
hadn't seen the spectators except as a blur; her world had been reduced 
to the other riders, rising and falling on the poles that held their horses, 
laughing and waving to each other in savage glee. 

Then it had stopped for her, she had stepped off. Valerie felt aston- 
ished by the depth of her feeling of release. Although she still heard the 
shrieks of the riders above the cheap, intoxicating calliope music, each 
day the carousel receded further, each day the brassy music grew ee 
the riders had turned into a band of strangers. 

She had finally understood that she had only to raise the tip of one 
finger and the carousel would stop again for her. She could climb back on 
anytime she wanted to. But did she? Was it a ride worth taking? Being 
very, very rich, aside from what it could buy, allowed you not to give a 
damn about anybody else, it allowed you never to wonder what anyone 
thought, because you knew everybody was too busy envying you to 
judge you. Perhaps that was the ultimate luxury. 

“Did Mother call you today?” Fernanda asked. 

“Just to say hello. She was going out looking for a house with a real- 
estate lady and didn’t expect to be back till much later. Thank heaven 
she’s staying with the Whites in San Clemente. If she were at the hotel, 
I'd strangle her.” 

“You'd think we were absolute children,”’ Fernanda agreed, ‘‘the way 
she keeps telling us to tie up the sale of the ranch before the permanent 
administrator is appointed. Does she imagine that it’s not on our minds? 
It reminds me of nothing so much as how she used to nag me to stand up 
straight when I was a little girl. She’d appear out of the woodwork and 
catch me slumping, or reading with round shoulders, and she'd snap, 
‘Posture, Fernanda, posture.’ ”’ 

“Has she said anything to you about Father?’’ Valerie asked. 

“Not a single word. You’d think that with Father murdered and the 
beasts who did it caught and waiting for trial, Mother might at least have 
said something about it, even though she couldn’t stand him.” 
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“‘She’s still too bitter. She’ll always be too bitter,” Valerie said reflec- 
tively. “It shows you to what point she must have hated him. I’ve been 
wondering what it would have been like if they’d stayed minimally 
friendly after the divorce . . . been like for us, I mean.” 

“T think he must have loved us,” Fernanda said slowly, ‘‘in his own 
way. I always had a feeling that he just bad to, in that bossy, demanding, 
gruff manner of his. How could a man not love his children? But we'd 
have felt . . . oh, easter around him... less . . . frozen. We could 
have tried to get closer to him without being disloyal to Mother.” 

““Even when I resented him the most,”’ Valerie said, ‘I always had to 
admit that he was a. . . force. You knew he was there. It seemed he 
would always be there. But Mother made him seem so unkind, so inac- 
cessible . . . she made us afraid of him.” 

“That wasn’t fair of her.’’ Fernanda’s voice was astonished. 

“Don’t try to tell her that,”” Valerie said dryly. 

“What point would there be? It’s too late now, so why look for trou- 
ble?” 

“Precisely,” Valerie agreed, thinking that this was the first time she 
and Fernie had talked about their father since he’d been killed. There 
had been the shock of the news and the confusion of the funeral, fol- 
lowed so quickly by the news of the will and the arrival of the Rosemonts 
and Sir John, that they had rarely been alone together long enough to 
have any sort of conversation. They hadn’t had any real time to mourn. 
And how could you not mourn your father? It felt good to exchange 
opinions with Fernie again. She’d missed the familiar way in which they 
understood each other with so few words. Fernie might be dizzy, but no 
one could say she was stupid. 


Valerie turned the car into the driveway of the Hacienda Valencia and 
drove slowly through the splendid welcome of the giant trees. As she 
pulled up to the entrance to the hacienda, Jazz ran out to greet them, 
covering the awkwardness they all felt on entering the family home that 
now belonged to her. She offered them a variety of things to eat and 
drink. 

‘‘No, thanks, we've just finished lunch,’’ Valerie said. ““What is it you 
wanted to talk to us about?” She was deliberately abrupt. 

‘Actually, it’s more show-and-tell than a formal talk.”’ 

“What's that supposed to mean?’’ Fernanda was immediately suspi- 
cious. She would put nothing past Jazz, she thought, remembering how 
she had waltzed off with Casey Nelson, waltzed off with the hacienda. 
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Although Fernanda couldn’t lay claim to the man nor the house, she 
didn’t like having them snatched away from her. . 

‘‘Here’s my proposition,” Jazz said. “You both come riding with me 
and listen to what I have to tell you, and then, if it doesn’t mean anything 
to you, I'll sign everything that you want me to sign and everybody can 
go home. Your riding stuff is still here, in your old rooms.” 

“Riding! Jazz, what kind of crazy ploy is this?” Valerie asked severely. 
She was wary of Jazz when she looked reckless and brave, as she did now, 
in spite of the fatigue betrayed by her eyes. 

‘Nothing more than what I said. A ride, and a show-and-tell. Look, 
I’m in a position where I have to go along with the two of you. I have no 
real choice, you know that. Just do me this one favor and I won’t ask for 
another.” 

Valerie thought rapidly. Jimmy Rosemont had assured her that nothing 
important had been said when he and Sir John had seen Jazz a few days 
ago, a mere “‘blip on the radar screen,’’ he’d called it. But somehow she 
felt that there might be something to be gained by humoring Jazz in this 
typically off-the-wall scheme of hers. They were, after all, in this sale 
together. And she could use some exercise. It wasn’t safe to ride in 
Central Park anymore, it hadn’t been for years. 

“All right, Jazz. Come on, Fernie, let’s go change.” 

While they put on their jeans and boots, Jazz paced nervously around 
the fountain in the middle of the patio. The sky was a deep, pure tur- 
quoise, utterly clear after the downpour of the last few days; drops of rain 
that still trembled, here and there, on the vividly red Yale geraniums, 
became miniature prisms when the sun touched them; the air was electric 
in its freshness; the last roses, which she hadn’t yet had the heart to have 
pruned, scattered stray pink and white petals, and the trunks of the old 
trees on the cypress walks were almost black with moisture. 

The past week had been grim. Steve Johnson and his battery of real- 
estate lawyers had studied all the documents and come to the same con- 
clusion as Rosemont and Maddox. She could devote the best part of the 
rest of her life to struggling, but the covenant was ultimately unenforce- 
able. 

The unanswerable decisions of her own lawyers had made Jazz with- 
draw entirely into herself. She had soared so high with her triumph that 
now she felt a thousand times a dupe and a fool for having been so 
cocksure that she had won. She was profoundly angry at the outcome of 
events, and yet so unutterably sad that she found herself unable to deal 
with her tattered and tangled feelings. She refused to talk about them 
even with Casey. All during these endless, weary days of heavy rain she’d 
wandered silently around the. hacienda like a shamed and defeated pris- 
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oner while Caséy and Joe Winter had attended to the business of the 
ranch from the office they shared. 

Jazz felt profoundly alienated from Casey. He had taken the news of 
their defeat stoically, almost as if he’d expected it. He had put it behind 
him, accepted it as the luck of the draw. Naturally, she thought, naturally 
he wasn’t capable of really giving a damn, not in his heart of hearts. He’d 
just been humoring her, ever since she’d translated the letter. There was 
no reason why he should care deeply. This was just an episode in his life. 
The hacienda had never been his home, Mike Kilkullen hadn’t been his 
father, his life wasn’t intertwined with this beloved land. Why had she 
trusted him? 

There was an invisible wall between them now, a high wall, a thick 
wall, a wall of unexpressed feelings and unasked questions and unmen- 
tioned sorrows and unspoken reassurance. Jazz lacked the desire even to 
think about it now. Marriage to Casey Nelson seemed as improbable as it 
would have on the night she’d met him, but she simply didn’t have the 
emotional energy to deal with the problem now. She put him off with 
abrupt coldness whenever he tried to approach her, showing her bitter, 
unspoken resentment, her indifference. She couldn’t, in all justice, lump 
him in with her enemies, but his love—or rather what he claimed was his 
love—seemed no more than a memory. 

Yesterday, at noon, the rains had stopped and it had turned breezy and 
warm enough so that Jazz had decided to take out a sailboat, looking for 
solace from the rhythm of the sea. But each time the wind had taken her 
in the direction of land, she had been confronted by the majesty of 
Portola Peak, and her heart had shriveled as she imagined the Sentinel 
Rocks being flattened by a bulldozer as the mountain was mangled and 
reduced to rubbish, becoming a convenient rising surface that would 
provide views for two dozen condos. 

She’d returned from her sail, sunburned, tousled, but determined to 
make one last appeal to Fernanda and Valerie, face to face. She had no 
fantasy that she could make them change their minds, but at least when 
she thought about Portola Peak in the future, she wouldn’t feel that she 
hadn’t made one final effort to save it. 

Before Fernanda and Valerie arrived, Jazz had asked one of the va- 
queros to saddle up three horses on the chance that her sisters would 
agree to go riding. Now they ambled out of the house toward the stables, 
in jeans and windbreakers, walking easily in the old boots they hadn’t 
bothered to take with them when they'd packed after the funeral. 

“Where are we going?” Fernanda asked. 

“Way up beyond the bowl, to the higher land.” 
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‘That figures,”’ Valerie said, settling herself on her bay horse. ‘Playing 
the landscape card, is that it, Jazz?” 

“More or less. Follow me.” Jazz took off on Limonada, Valerie and 
Fernanda trotting after her. Once they passed the steep rim of the bowl, 
she urged the strawberry roan into a smooth canter. If she and her sisters 
shared anything at all, it was the ability to ride vaquero-style, she thought 
as the strong mare forged ahead. 

Jazz's destination was a solitary sycamore on a height about eight miles 
away, far up and to the south, from which, by reason of the topography 
of the land, there was a particularly broad view that gave an idea of the 
grandeur of the hundred square miles of the ranch. It was far enough 
away from Portola so that you could see the mountain in a way that was 
impossible when you stood too close to it. The ancient sycamore was 
probably the closest thing to a central point that you could find on the 
fan-shaped piece of land that formed the ranch on which Jazz could ride 
all day and never come to a boundary. ) 

As they rode across miles and miles of high, newly green hills, skirting 
groups of grazing cows and waving greetings to the vaqueros they 
passed, Jazz looked behind her from time to time. Her sisters were strung 
out behind her, Valerie first and Fernanda bringing up the rear, their hair 
blowing wildly, at ease in their saddles, different beings than they were 
indoors. She had never ridden with them like this before, not once in all 
these years, she realized with a pang. 

‘All right, Jazz, now what?’’ Valerie asked, once they’d arrived at the 
solitary sycamore. The fields that fell away from them on all sides were 
empty, new grass just beginning to grow on mesas that were the burnt 
copper of a lion’s mane. Above, a few wisps of clouds seemed pinned to 
the purple heights of Portola Peak. They could see the lines of waves 
beating against Valencia Point, but they were too far away to hear. In the 
silence of the vast, tranquil, blue-gold spaces of these uplands, the world 
was very far away. 

Jazz unrolled a blanket and spread it on the damp grass. ‘“‘We might as 
well sit down and get comfortable.” 

“Curiouser and curiouser,”” Fernanda muttered, but she flopped down 
on the blanket. 

“‘Just don’t ask me to take a deep, cleansing breath, Jazz, I assume that 
this isn’t a Lamaze class,”’ Valerie said, as she sat down in a dignified way. 

‘I wanted to bring you here because it’s the best place to show you 
what the covenant includes and doesn't include, without trying to climb 
up to the Sentinel Rocks.” Jazz’s statement carried the matter-of-fact 
truthfulness of someone with nothing left to lose. 

“Covenant?” inquired Valerie. 
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“What kind of rocks?” Fernanda’s question was automatic. 

“My God, you don’t know! They didn’t tell you! They had no right, no right 
—I can’t believe they kept it from you!”’ 

“Jazz, did you tell Sir John and Jimmy something they didn’t report to 
us?” Valerie’s voice was sharp. 

“Damn right I did. It’s not enforceable, not legally binding, but how 
could they dare not even mention it! You’re both just as affected as I am, 
you both have exactly the same heritage as I do!” 

“Wait a minute,’’ Fernanda spoke up suddenly. ‘“‘Maybe it was that 
thing Georgina mentioned. She said that Jimmy said you’d come up with 
some bizarre story, ‘a folkloric diversion,’ he called it, but it wasn’t im- 
portant and Jimmy wanted to be careful not to make it seem more impor- 
tant than it deserved.”’ 

“That insufferable bastard! That arrogant, dishonest scum! It’s impossi- 
ble that he took it upon himself not to tell you!”’ 

Furiously, Jazz went to get the bundle of papers she’d attached to her 
saddle earlier, just in case Valerie and Fernanda expressed enough curios- 
ity to ask to see the actual documents. Her hands were shaking with rage 
as she spread the copy of the dise7io on the blanket and started to arrange 
the other papers and photographs around it. 

“Jesus Christ, he didn’t even tell you about the letter from our great- 
great-grandmother! ‘Folkloric diversion,’ my ass!”’ 

Valerie’s ancestor interest was immediately aroused, particularly since 
Jazz had already said that nothing was legally binding. 

‘Jazz, start from the beginning. Stop shuffling all those papers around 
and tell us what this is all about,” she commanded. 

“Only if you promise not to interrupt.’’ Suddenly Jazz saw a patch of 
hope appear on the gray screen of her mind. Her father had told her the 
history of the Valencias little by little when they sat keeping each other 
company in the archive room, but there was no reason to assume her 
sisters had necessarily heard anything more than just a sketchy account. 
Mike Kilkullen had never been one to glory in tales of old families, even 
his own. 

She began to relate the story of her search, starting at the very begin- 
ning and taking them through the discovery of the map at the Hunting- 
ton Manuscript collection and the translation of the covenant made by 
Bernardo Valencia, in which he had renewed the promise made by Te- 
odosio Valencia in 1808. 

‘Michael Kilkullen,” Jazz said as she showed them the tracing of the 
map, ‘‘our great-great-grandfather, respected this covenant and his son 
respected the covenant. The letter’s proof of that. There’s a powerful 
reason why the ranch has never been sold, why it’s been handed intact 
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from one head of the family to the other. Father used to say that even 
when he was a child, his grandfather made him promise never to sell 
even an acre of land.” 

“Tl remember him saying that . . . but it isn’t anything more than an 
outmoded point of view,” Valerie insisted. . 

“Oh, Val, don’t be so literal, it’s family history,’ Fernanda protested. 

“You're both interrupting,’’ Jazz said, and proceeded to tell them 
about the search for the Sentinel Rocks, right up to the day she had 
confronted Rosemont and Sir John with her evidence and learned that it 
was worthless in a court of law. 

“Since you believed that we’d been told about this already, Jazz, why 
did you bring us here today?”’ Valerie asked, wariness clear in her voice. 
““What’s your point? To make us feel that we’re doing something wrong? 
Breaking faith with the past? My God, that old covenant was made practi- 
cally two hundred years ago—at a time when it cost Bernardo Valencia 
absolutely nothing to make such a promise—you know as well as I do 
that no one would ever do it today, not in the modern world.”’ 

‘Val, I never had a plan to accuse you of guilt. I wanted you to fee/ 
something and I knew that the only place you could feel it was here, right 
here, with the ranch spread around us, not in a hotel suite. Valerie! 
Fernanda!"’ Jazz’s voice rose in intensity. ‘‘Has it ever really sunk into 
your heads that once this land is sold it can never be replaced? One of the 
most precious real properties on the planet will disappear forever under 
millions of square feet of concrete and stone and marble. Think of all the 
people who buy expensive objects: antiques, old masters, Chinese Import 
dinner services and Aubusson carpets. Then they stuff their new houses 
with them to show everyone how rich they are. They buy castles, they 
buy islands, they buy vineyards. But not one of them, not one of those 
men in the Forbes list of the richest men in America, could buy our ranch 
without putting up his entire fortune and more. Look around you! This 
land is our birthright, and once it’s gone, no power on earth can replace 
it. If we don’t sell it, we'll be rich beyond imagination.” 

“You can’t spend imagination,”’ Valerie said flatly. 

“Jazz, this land is worth too much money to keep. We can’t afford to 
hold on to it.”” Fernanda was almost plaintive, but positive. 

“Wait a minute! Don’t get me wrong. I’m not suggesting that we keep 
every last acre of the land for ourselves. Of course that’s out of the 
question. But I am asking you to consider an alternative.” 

Jazz pointed south, beyond the area protected by the Twin Pointed 
Rock, where miles of mesas lay. ‘‘Way over there, near the ocean, but not 
on it, the three of us could develop an entirely new town, a sort of urban 
village, planned for tens of thousands of inhabitants. Eventually as many 
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as eighty thousand people could live together surrounded on all sides by 
unchanged countryside. It would generate a vast income in the future, it 
could only become more valuable every year, and you could be proud of 
it in a way you could never be of the development plan that Jimmy 
Rosemont told me about that day at the Ritz.” 

“Just what is wrong with that plan, may I ask?” Valerie asked defen- 
sively. 

“Oh, Valerie, Valerie, I may not know you as well as Fernanda does, 
but I’m absolutely sure of one thing—you wouldn’t be caught dead in 
that place! You wouldn’t even be sick there.”’ 

“It’s clearly not designed to appeal to me.” Valerie tossed her head in 
vexation. ‘What does that have to do with its commercial value?”’ 

“The houses and condos would sell, I don’t doubt that. The kind of 
high-tech security it would offer would appeal to every international arms 
dealer, every major junk-bond salesman—the ones who are still out of 
jail—every big-time money launderer, every oil-rich foreign billionaire 
—it would turn into an enclave of frightened rich people from all over 
the world, huddled together, busily outspending each other. Can you 
even begin to imagine what Father would have thought of turning the 
ranch he loved so much into a place like that? You can’t deny it, Valerie, 
the plan calls for the creation of a citadel to protect people with nothing 
in common but the most pretentious and ostentatious way of life—it’s 
simply not you, Valerie.” 

“T never said I wanted to have a place there,”’ Valerie snapped, biting 
her lips. ‘My individual preferences have nothing to do with it.” 

“Ah! But our name would be on it. ‘Rancho Kilkullen,’ as that bastard 
Rosemont called it. And even if we gave it another name, do you think 
everyone won't know that the Kilkullen sisters have sold out their 
family’s Spanish land grant, a piece of American history that goes back 
eight generations, to Hong Kong bankers? It would be a hell of a story all 
over the world. One thing we’d have to face would be publicity—all of it 
vile, you can count on that—which would follow us for the rest of our 
lives, and follow your children too. You must know it would spoil them 
rotten. As for us, we'd be sitting ducks for the press, three present-day, 
ready-made little Barbara Huttons or Christina Onassises. The three sis- 
ters who got a billion dollars each for their land. The media will cover 
every step we take, for God’s sake! That’s one reason why the old rich in 
this country—in every civilized country, for that matter—stay so carefully 
out of the public eye. How much publicity do you see about the Mellons 
or the Goelets or Betsy Whitney or the Browns of Providence or the 
Biddles or the Mathers or the Pennocks?”’ 

“Oh shit,” Valerie said, flinching at the validity of Jazz’s words. 
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‘‘Jazz, you’re so horrible!’’ Fernanda wailed. 

“Oh, I know, Fern, there’s something almost . . . almost irresistible 
about so much money. It’s hideously tempting. It’s practically impossible 
to turn away from it. Or rather from the idea of having it. The reality 
would make freaks out of us. Father loved us all too much to allow that to 


happen to us . . . but he made an absolutely awful will, his love didn’t 
protect him from that.”’ 

“But I thought that . . . more... would mean something wonder- 
ful!’’ Fernanda wailed. 

“Like what?”’ 


“Oh, damn it, Jazz, I haven’t been sitting around nhs how to 
spend it. I just think it’s so thrilling and glamorous to finally really be an 
heiress, and now you’re trying to take that all away from me.”’ 

‘No, no! I’m not. We are heiresses . . . we’re the only Kilkullens left. 
Nothing can change that, Fernie. In his will, Father said he believed that 
we'd know what to do with our inheritance. He must have had faith in 
our wisdom—even though that will certainly didn’t make it easy for us.” 

Jazz looked from one of her sisters to the other, forcing them to make 
eye contact with her, to hear her words and know the truth of them. 

‘When I think of how anxious he always was to tempt you to come out 
here to visit, when I think of how much he missed both of you while you 
were growing up, so far away, and how sad he was when you had to 
leave each time, it breaks my heart. The only time he ever felt justified in 
insisting that you come out was for the Fiesta. Otherwise he could never 
beg; he was too proud to show you how he really felt, and it was exactly 
that same stubbornness that made him refuse to sell a single acre. Be- 
cause of Dad’s particular character, difficult as he could be at times, we’ve 
inherited a big, beautiful stretch of California . . . a part of the country 
that has become valuable beyond belief, simply because of its location. 
What matters . . . desperately . . . is how we decide to use it, what we 
do with it.”’ 

‘Jazz, you're making a speech,”’ Valerie said, almost sighing, ‘‘and I 
hate having speeches made at me.”’ 

“T can’t help that, Val. I have to say my piece now because there'll 
never be another chance. Listen to me a little bit longer: Remember, I 
said that if it didn’t mean anything to you, I'd sign any papers you 
wanted. O.K.?”’ 

“IT don’t seem to have a choice.” 

‘““We can be greedy and selfish and act without any respect for our 
heritage and what we know Dad would have wanted, and sell out to the 
highest bidder,’’ Jazz continued. ‘‘In a few months the bulldozers will get 
to work and we'll be three unnecessarily rich women. Each one of us will 
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have so much miore money than we can ever find ways of spending that 
we'll be ruled by it—an ultimately meaningless glut of money making 
more money until it ceases to have the slightest relation to any human life 
or any human desire. That’s one option.”’ 

Jazz stood up and threw her arms wide as if she were trying to gather 
in the sky and the ocean and the mountain and the newly green mesas in 
one enveloping sweep and present them to her sisters in all their prime- 
val beauty. 

““We can tell the world that our heritage isn’t for sale,’’ she cried. ‘‘We 
can decide that we don’t have to exploit it to the maximum to have 
enough. We don’t have to sell to anybody, we can exercise the power we 
possess right now to protect this land that has protected seven genera- 
tions of our family. We can use it wisely and well. Don’t you both see it? 
Can’t you both feel it?”’ 

“Look, Jazz,”’ Valerie said reluctantly, ‘I can’t maintain that when you 
get on your soapbox you don’t make a certain amount of sense—but we 
don’t know anything concrete about those things you mentioned, new 
towns or urban villages. You’re no city planner, we aren’t either, none of 
us has experience in these areas. You’re just an idealistic dreamer who 
talks a good game.”’ 

“Valerie, Fernanda, both of you, stand up and tell me if you can see 
that huge boulder way off to the south?’’ Jazz pointed to an enormous 
rock that a glacier had left behind, too large to be removed by man, 
clearly visible five miles to the south, a rock that lay much closer to the 
ocean than the sycamore under which they sat. 

Fernanda and Valerie both stood, peered toward the rock and nodded. 

‘From that rock,”’ Jazz said, “‘there are mesas out of your field of vision 
that are exceptionally large and well wooded. They roll toward the ocean 
and form a generous, gentle slope, perhaps ten thousand acres all told. 
That’s where the new town could be built, from the big rock down and 
out in every direction except north.”’ 

“But, Jazz, that’s way off in the middle of nowhere!’’ Fernanda ex- 
claimed. ‘You'd never even know it was there.” 

“It just seems that way, Fernie. At the far end of the slope, you’re 
almost on the Pacific Coast Highway, and yet it’s protected from the road 
by a wide band of oaks and brush. I’ve been riding this ranch for years, 
and I haven't gone that far more than a few dozen times. Even if it was all 
built up, we’d still conserve over fifty thousand acres for ranching.”’ 

“What kind of income would we get from a town down there?” 
Valerie’s question was unvarnishedly practical. 

“Right away, nothing. But eventually, many, many millions a year. As 
more housing is built, as more commercial buildings go up, our income 
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will grow steadily. The people who live there won't have to spend hours 
every day on the highway getting to work—there’d be enough jobs for 
everybody who wants one.”’ 

“It sounds sort of . . . ordinary, if you ask me,’’ Fernanda said in 
disappointment: “‘You said something about an urban village, and you 
come up with something typically Orange County; suburbs and business 
buildings.”’ 

“It’s Orange County, unquestionably,” Jazz said. ‘But typical—no, 
Fern, not typical at-all.”’ 

“Not typical in what way?’’ Valerie inquired, unable to restrain herself. 

“I’m glad you asked. Even if you hadn’t, I was going to tell you.” 
Jazz’s laughter rang exultantly. It had been harder to get that question 
out of Valerie than it had been to get a belly laugh out of Woody Allen, 
but now that she’d opened that door . . . 

Jazz spoke rapidly, the words crisp and positive. She talked with the 
bold strokes of a master draftsman, with a concise grasp of the essentials, 
and a choice of the precisely vivid detail. After Jazz had finished telling 
her sisters about her ideas for the new town, they fell into an obdurate 
silence that seemed to hum with the working of their minds. They were 
lost in the rush of images she had conjured up, bewildered by an utterly 
unexpected excitement; they didn’t even exchange glances. At last, Vale- 
rie spoke. 

“T can tell you one thing, Jazz, you haven’t thought this thing through 
the way I would. For instance, it’s impossible not to plan gift shops, with 
so many people living there—any decent gift shop would be a gold mine, 
particularly with all the babies that will be born sooner or later. And you 
need a few good cheese stores and gourmet stores and some decent 
florists, for heaven’s sake. People like to celebrate, you know, and enter- 
tain. And did you ever stop to think that not everybody wears tennis 
shoes? If you don’t have a reliable shoe-repair place, you’re going to 
have people walking around with run-down heels and flapping soles.”’ 

“Oh, Valerie, you're absolutely right!”’ Jazz threw her arms around her 
sister and hugged her tightly. ““We could never do it without you!” 

“You didn’t mention a single tea shop, just all those cafés and espresso 
bars,” Fernanda sniffed. Jazz was smart, but she certainly hadn’t thought 
of everything. ‘“There’s nothing like a good cup of tea when you need it. 
And I insist that there absolutely has to be a marina, for all the people 
who love to get away from the land. I don’t care what you say about 
leaving the beach untouched . . . we simply can’t build homes with a 
gorgeous view of the ocean and not expect everybody to want to get out 
there and sail.” 

“No, Fernie, we couldn't possibly do that, could we?”’ Jazz hugged the 
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two of them, squeezing them to her and jumping up and down in joy, 
and all three of them laughed and laughed and then wept a little to- 
gether, partly in excitement and partly because, for the first time in their 
lives, they felt like sisters. 


“Who's going to break the news to Mother?’’ Fernanda asked, as they 
drove out of the gates of the hacienda. 

“IT nominate you,” Valerie said, laughing. ‘““You’re always in trouble 
with her anyway. A little more won’t make any difference.” 

“The hell I will! You’re older. You should take the responsibility.” 

“We'd better do it together. Or we could just write her a little note 
and leave the country for a month,”’ Valerie said, giddy with an interest- 
ing combination of fizzing emotions she hadn’t begun to analyze. 

“Or a year.” 

“Shit, I’m not afraid of Mother, even if you are. I'll do it,”” Valerie 
announced. 

“T’m not either! I’m going to do it.”” Fernanda blew the hair out of her 
eyes defiantly. 

“Good. I'll watch.” 

“Oh, you bitch. You trapped me.”’ Fernanda leaned over and kissed 
Valerie on the cheek. ‘‘I should have remembered how you always used 
to do that.” 

“It’s my secret and you’ll never figure it out. But listen, Fernie, seri- 
ously, we’re going to have to give her some kind of allowance. We 
always knew she expected it when we inherited.” 

“But we’re not going to turn a penny’s profit for years and years,”’ 
Fernanda objected. 

“Still, we'll have to do something for her now. A little something.” 

“A very, very tiny something. A token. Anyway, she loves Marbella 
and she’s had that villa forever, it’s not as if she needs a lot of money. 
The notion of moving to San Clemente must have been some sort of 
aberration.” 

“You're right,’ Valerie agreed. ‘“‘Of course, it means that she'll still 
have to come to New York to shop at the sales. Only she’ll be forced to 
stay with you.” 

“What do you mean, ‘forced to’?”’ 

“T won't be there. I'll be in Philadelphia.” 

“Valerie! That’s a dream right out of never-never land, a fantasy you 
like to trot out whenever you get fed up with New York. You can’t 
possibly mean it!” 

“Ob, but I do. 1 do, Fernie, with all my heart. I finally realized that I 
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truly wanted to go when I knew I could move to Philadelphia without— _ 
oh, without . . . losing face in New York, I guess you'd have to call it, 
disgusting as that sounds. But that fear of losing face has vanished along 
with the Hong Kong billions. It was something I imposed on myself. It’s 
sort of a contagion. You get it out of the air in New York. Or maybe it’s 
in the water.”’ 

“You know who else said ‘I’d rather be in Philly,’ don’t you?” 

“No, but whoever it was, I agree totally.” 

“W. C. Fields. On his tombstone,” Fernanda giggled. 

“Fernie, the poor man probably didn’t have family and. nice friends 
there,” Valerie said with a serene and happy smile that transformed her 
into a lovely woman. 

“But I'll miss you, damn it! What’ll I do without you?” 

‘We can telephone all the time, just as often as ever, and you can come 
to visit, and I can come to spend a few days . . . it’s only an hour and a 
half away, remember.” 

“Tt’s a million miles in attitude.”’ 

“That’s exactly why I’m moving. Oh, it’s going to be heaven to relax 
in Philadelphia. It’s so divinely cozy. As soon as the apartment in New 
York is sold, I'll take the money, find a perfect house—I know just what I 
want it to look like—put my feet up, let down my hair, and see all my old 
friends again, before I even start to redecorate. Or maybe I'll never 
redecorate, just re-slipcover. That would be more Philadelphia. Bliss!’’ 

““Aren’t you forgetting about Billy?” 

‘‘He’s just going to have to accept it. I’ve done it his way long enough. 
He can change if he has to, and if Billy wants to stay married to me, he 
does, If he doesn’t—I’ll live without him and manage very well. Who 
needs a man who won’t move out of that sinister, toxic city?” 

“Right on!” 

“Actually, Billy’s been telephoning twice a day. The poor creature is 
helpless without me, and he knows it. I don’t think he’ll give me a 
problem once he realizes that I’m totally serious. I’m feeling very sure of 
myself, Fernie. Isn’t it amazing how the fact that we’re going to be so 
much richer someday, even though it’s way down the road, makes it 
seem as if we’re rich now? Rich and powerful?”’ 

‘Attitude again. It’s all in your attitude,”’ Fernanda said thoughtfully. 

She realized, listening to Valerie, that there was nothing in the world 
she wanted that she didn’t have already. She’d been desperate to be 
immensely rich only because she’d been terrified of growing older with- 
out capturing an elusive satisfaction. How could she ever have believed 
that a young man could provide it? Or any kind of man? Georgina. Her 
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Georgina . . . she wished she could tell Val, but she knew she couldn’t. 
At least not yet, not for years, possibly never. 

“T’'ll announce the news to Jimmy and Sir John,’’ Fernanda volun- 
teered, out of her sudden silence. 

“Ah, no—I’m not going to miss out on that! We’re going to tell them 
together. I can’t wait to confront Jimmy with his lies and deceptions. I 
wonder how big his cut of the pie must have been to make him so 
anxious about this deal? The worst part is that he almost got away with it. 
When I think about his plan—Fernie, I’ll admit it to you, and no one else, 
I always disapproved of his version of Monte Carlo, but I let him talk me 
into it. We were so gullible—it’s unforgivable.” 

“Of him or of us?”’ 

‘‘Both,”’ Valerie answered wholeheartedly. 

“Hmmm.” Fernanda’s mischief-loving, pussycat smile appeared at the 
corners of her mouth. Jimmy Rosemont was so infinitely, incurably de- 
testable! She couldn’t wait to see his face when they told him that they'd 
all decided not to sell, that they'd agreed to petition the court immedi- 
ately to dismiss the temporary administrator and turn the ranch over to 
the three of them. Georgina had always hinted that she thought Jimmy’s 
plan was .. . vulgar . . . at best. She’d be thrilled that they’d decided 
against it, and the massive disappointment of their news should dull even 
Jimmy’s libido for a few months. 


“Val, would you think I was crazy if I told you that . . . oh, never 
mind.” 

“What, since you’re going to tell me anyway.” 

“T’ve changed the way I used to feel about Jazz. I . . . I like her. I like 
her a lot.” 


“So do I. You have to like someone who can persuade you that you 
should turn your back on a quick billion and make you feel good about 
doing it,” Valerie said, tartness mixed with an amused warmth. 

“Not a whole billion,’ Fernanda said comfortingly, ‘‘not after taxes.”’ 

“Why quibble? I intend to get all the credit for having the taste and 
wisdom to turn down a billion, not a penny less.”’ 

‘Valerie Kilkullen Malvern, Our Lady of Ecological Balance, Preserva- 
tion of Traditional Values and Slow Growth; Blue-Blooded Queen of 
Conservationism, New Heroine of Land Use.”’ 


“Bravo, Fernie. I couldn’t put it better myself. About Jazz... I 
never honestly knew her before today. I’m proud that she’s my sister, I’m 
thrilled that we’ll all be building a new urban village together . . . you 


and I have been acting like children, still thinking about her as an enemy, 
a rival—thanks to Mother again. Don’t you feel bad about how we used 
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to tease her? God, we were mean. Remember calling her an ‘orphink’? 
. . . What a pair of little bitches we were.” 

“You're only saying that because now we're orphinks too,’’ Fernanda 
said sadly. 

“TIsn’t that enough of a reason?” 

“Shouldn’t we tell her—let her know exactly how we feel? Tell her 
we're sorry or something?” 

“Oh, Fernie, couldn’t you see? I mean, for heaven’s sake, didn’t you 
realize? Jazz knows it already.” 

“Oh, you’re right, but still . . . well, someday I want to say some- 
thing. I’ll find the right moment. Oh, Val, isn’t it wonderful news about 
Jazz and Casey? I knew it all along, of course—you could tell, right from 
the beginning, that she’d never let him get away. But you know what it © 
means, don’t you? We’re going to have to turn around and fly back here 
for the wedding just a few weeks after we finally get home.” . 

“Fernie, for heaven’s sake, stop complaining. It’ll be wonderful. I have © 
a weird sentimental thing about weddings, and after all, don’t forget, — 
we're the only family she has.” 


PFs 


A. soon as Valerie’s car left the haci- 


enda, Jazz went looking for Casey. Joe Winter told her that he’d driven 
up to Los Angeles on business while she was out riding, and wasn’t 
expected back until after dinner. 

“Don’t you know where I could try to reach him?’ Jazz pleaded, 
bursting with her miraculous news. 

“Not a clue. He could be anywhere.” 

Ferociously frustrated, not wanting to say anything to Joe before she 
told Casey, Jazz returned to the hacienda and telephoned Red. She’d 
neglected her friend as badly as she’d neglected everyone else in her life, 
but Red let Jazz talk her into meeting her for an early dinner in Newport 
Beach. 

Jazz poured out the whole story, so exultant that all Red could do was 
sit back and eat while she listened, nodding and gasping, gasping and 
nodding at all the appropriate places. As they reached the end of dinner, 
Jazz's talking jag ground slowly to a halt. 

“‘Tell me what you’ve been up to, Red,”’ she asked, at last. 

“Who, me? Little old me?” 

‘You must have been doing something while I was busy ignoring my 
best friend.” 

“I’ve been reading books I’ve always meant to read, thinking more or 
less noble thoughts, taking long walks, going religiously to exercise class, 
listening to music, potting up pansies, putting up pickles—”’ 

“T don’t believe you.” 

“Tt’s all true except the pickles. I’ve been slowly getting used to being 
without Mike. It’s not as if I have a choice, is it? Life has to go on. I’ve 
been all right, Jazz, not great, but not helplessly miserable, and it’s get- 
ting a little bit easier week by week. Sometimes I go out for dinner with 
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friends, sometimes I invite them over—I had a nice lunch with Gregory 
this week when he was here .. .” 

“Gregory who?” 

“Oh, Jazz, you’re certifiable. Gregory Nelson, your future father-in- 
law.” 

“Casey's father was out here this week?” 

‘Jazz, where have you been?”’ 

“I. ..I1... honestly don’t know. On a quest, I guess. I feel like 
one of those medieval knights who goes tearing off after some Grail or 
other, and when he comes home at last, a hundred years later, everybody 
he ever knew has disappeared, and nobody even remembers him or why 
he went away.” 

“It’s only been a month or so. And believe me, you haven’t been 
forgotten,” Red said teasingly. 

“But I never even knew Casey’s father was here!”’ 

‘He flew out on business for a day or so, and he happened to call.” 

“Just exactly how did he know your number?”’ 

“IT assume Casey must have told him. Jazz, it was merely a friendly 
lunch. We have you and Casey in common, after all.’ 

“Lunch. Why is it that lunch sounds so much more meaningful than 
dinner?” Jazz was deeply interested. 

“Just don’t start,"” Red warned her. 

‘Forget what I said! It’s much too soon to even be thinking that way.” 

‘““Much,”’ Red agreed severely. 

“T don’t know what came over me.”’ 

“T accept your apology.” 

“Where'd he take you? What'd you talk about? Is he as nice as I think? 
Are you going to see him again?”’ 

“Jazz!” 

“Just curious—I don’t know him yet, I’ve only met him once. Anyway, 
Red, why would there be anything wrong in your making a new friend? 
You said it yourself, life goeson .. .” 

‘Go home before I give you a good pinch.” 

“Right. Right! I’m on my way.” 


Jazz returned to the hacienda at nine in the evening. She darted immedi- 
ately into the kitchen, to find only one light on over the stove, and a pot 
of chili with a brief, pointed note from Susie saying that she'd left it 
there, just in case, before leaving for the night, although no one seemed 
to eat at home anymore. There was no message from Casey, no sound of 
life came from any room of the great, rambling adobe; no vases of flow- 
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ers, no fire brightened the dark living room, where the massive Spanish 
furniture brooded in the gloom. She opened a door to the veranda, and 
even the night with its secret sounds, the sighing of leaves, the cathedral 
of the starry sky, seemed remote, not unfriendly, but as if it had no 
connection to her. 

Jazz sat down in a kitchen chair and considered a constellation of sud- 
denly ominous facts. Casey’s father had been here, right here in Califor- 
nia, and Casey hadn’t said a word to her about it. Casey had been away all 
day on business in Los Angeles several times in the last week, and she 
hadn’t noticed it until now. Today he had disappeared without leaving 
any explanation, without saying good-bye. He’d been sleeping in one of 
the guest rooms for a number of nights, how many she wasn’t sure. She 
hadn’t cared. 

Casey. He’d been with her every step of the way in the search for the 
map and the Sentinel Rocks. His reward was that she’d trampled all over 
him, She’d taken out her impotent fury at her lawyers’ verdict on Casey. 
She’d behaved toward him as if, in some obscure but unmistakable way, 
it was his fault that she didn’t have a case. She hadn’t shared her defeat 
with him, only her triumph. Casey must have known that you can cele- 
brate a victory with anyone, even a stranger, but when you lose, you turn 
only to someone who loves you. 

Why had she cut Casey out of her life when she needed him the most? 
Jazz sat in the dim kitchen, abrupt tears running down her face, and tried 
to understand herself. Slowly, with much hesitation, with much denial, 
with much unwillingness and pain, she realized that she was, in spite of 
being grown up, still terrified of letting herself go and trusting anyone as 
much as she needed to trust Casey. He hadn’t' disappointed her—not yet 
—but what if she was wrong? What if Casey ultimately abandoned her? 
Others had. Wouldn’t it be safer to drive him away before it happened? 

But, Jazz asked herself, could she survive if she withheld her complete 
trust from everyone, now that her father was gone? Wasn’t it better to 
take a chance—even if she lost—than to face a life in which she dared to 
count only on herself? Was she going to allow the possibility of abandon- 
ment to rule her future as it had shadowed her past? 

Jazz stood up resolutely. She’d asked herself a lot of questions and 
she'd glimpsed some necessary answers, but she was finished with soul- 
searching for tonight. There was only one immediate answer available to 
one vitally important matter. Where was Casey’s fax? 
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An hour later, when Casey finally walked in the front door, the only light 
in the hacienda came from the bright kitchen. He went in and found Jazz 
at the stove, stirring a pot. 

“What do you think you’re doing?”’ he asked, startled. 

‘Heating up this chili. I thought you might want some when you got 
in. 

“T had dinner hours ago,’ he replied automatically. 

‘“‘Aren’t you always hungry before you go to bed? I am.” 

Jazz whirled quickly away from the stove, a maddening figure of con- 
centrated, bewitchingly distilled romance in her finely pleated, long, 
white dress. Dozens of yards of chiffon swirled swiftly about her as if she 
were dancing; one bare, polished shoulder gleamed, and from the other 
a wide panel of the airborne fabric fluttered like the wing of a hovering 
angel. 

“What the hell... 2” 

Jazz’s golden eyes widened at his surprise, and she shook the tawny 
treasure of her hair so reprovingly that it rippled from her scalp to its 
burnished tips. 

“It’s my dress from Madame Grés, can’t you tell? The one you almost 
ruined. It’s perfect again. I had to send it to Paris after the Fiesta, because 
there are only four people left alive in the world who know how to clean 
a dress like this, and they all live there. It took them months of careful 
work, not on a par with restoring the Mona Lisa, but still . . .” 

‘“‘Am I supposed to understand why you’re wearing it for cooking?” 

“You could hazard a guess. No? Oh, all right, then I'll have to tell you. 
When you spill chili all over it again, as you will, as you won’t be able to 
avoid doing, \'m going to smile graciously, the way a lady should, and I’m 
going to say, ‘Oh, it’s nothing at all, darling, don’t give it another 
thought, it’s not as if it were a new dress.’ ’”’ She turned back to the pot 
and busily continued stirring. 

Casey moved in a streak across the kitchen, and grabbed her shoulders 
in his big hands, 

“Put... down... that... spoon,” he commanded, ‘‘and do it 
very carefully.” 

As soon as Jazz had obeyed, he turned her around and walked back- 
wards, never relaxing his firm grip until they stood far from the stove. 

“All right, what’s this all about?’’ he asked gently. She’d cracked under 
the strain, he thought wildly, he should never have left her alone, how 
had he not seen this coming? 

“T decided that the only way to get things straight with you was to start 
out all over again, from the very beginning,” Jazz said in a perfectly 
rational tone of voice, although her eyes betrayed her nervousness. ‘“‘And 
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there was all that good chili going to waste, and a priceless dress I hardly 
ever wear, so 1 thought, ‘Why not show Casey that I’m truly a better 
person than he thinks I am?’ Actions speak louder than words, I said to 
myself, and when he spills the chili, or even throws it at me, the way he 
did the first time we met, to capture my attention, I'll rise above it—and 
you don’t have to look at me as if I’ve gone mad, I’m perfectly sane.”’ 

“T didn’t throw it at you!”’ 

“Oh, I believe you. Rather I believe that you believe it, which amounts 
to the same thing. Let’s just say that there will always be two versions of 
that one particular episode, both of which are true.”’ 

“Please, God, don’t let this woman drive me out of my mind,” Casey 
pleaded, addressing the ceiling. 

“But, darling, I have to do something special to make you believe that 
I'm a better person,” Jazz insisted stubbornly. 

“T don’t want a better person, a better person would be different, I 
want the old, unimproved version, the impossible one.” 

“But you do want me, you’re absolutely sure? I haven’t made you 
wonder if it wouldn’t be wiser to change your mind, the way I’ve been 
acting? Oh, Casey, I know how horrible I’ve been to you, how cold, how 
unfair, how indifferent—I was terrified that I might have driven you 
away. If I hadn’t found your fax still plugged in, I would have been sure 
that you'd had enough of all my blowing hot and blowing cold, and had 
gone away.” All of Jazz’s fears were in her voice. 

Casey shook his head in bewilderment. She really was a fruitcake. He 
hoped it wasn’t catching. One in a family was enough. 

“Jazz, remember back to when we got engaged?”’ he said, as patiently 
as someone talking to a small child. “That wasn’t so long ago, now was 
it? Say ‘No, Casey, it wasn’t.’”’ 

~“No, Casey, it wasn’t,”’ Jazz repeated with a sense of overwhelming 
relief that made her voice tremble. 

“Good girl. Now, didn’t I tell you I wanted to live with you for the 
rest of my life? Didn’t I say that I never wanted to let you go? If you 
think that when you get abstracted and distant it’s going to make:a differ- 
ence to how much I love you, well, think again and again. It never will.” 
It never will.’ ’’ Jazz clutched him around the neck, heedless of hun- 
dreds of crumpled chiffon pleats that no one in California knew how to 
press. She could stay this way for hours, she thought, with all of her 
weight completely entrusted to the support of his body. So safe . . . so 
safe. 

‘“‘That’s even better,’” he said. 

“That’s even better.” 

“You can stop doing that now.” 
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“What if I don’t want to?’ She spoke with delight, seeing new ways to 
torment him. 

“Don’t even consider it.” There was a resolute undertone of serious 
warning in his voice. 

‘You're the boss,” Jazz assured him hastily, and pulled herself away, 
remembering the fire under the pot of chili. He really did love her, she 
reflected as she turned off the burner, but she was getting the distinct 
impression that he had her number. 

“I’m going to get a fire going in this dark house, and you’re coming 
with me,’’ Casey said, ‘‘and you’re not getting away until you demon- 
strate whatever complicated system releases you from that dress.”’ Gin- 
gerly he propelled her into the living room, placed her firmly on a chair, 
and bent to light the fire. 

“First tell me where you were all day,” Jazz demanded. 

‘Jesus! You’re such a pain in the neck that I forgot the most important 
thing! There’s only one way left to keep from selling the ranch, and that’s 
to buy out your sisters, remove the threat of the Hong Kong deal. I’ve 
been working on a plan all week. My father came out from New York, 
we've been in nonstop communication with our bankers here and back 
East, and it’s definitely feasible.” 

“Buy out my sisters,’’ Jazz said blankly. 

“Sure, and build the new town. Dad and I and one of our business 
partners would put up a third in cash, the banks are ready to lend us 
another third, and the last third is yours anyway—”’ 

“But your father’s in the tugboat business,”’ Jazz said numbly, trying to 
deal with the astonishing development one step at a time. 

“The tugboats are only a small part of what he does. He’s ready for a 
change. He likes the long-range potential out here, and anyway, he’s 
lonely in New York—he’s even thinking of moving to California.’’ Casey 
adjusted a large log so that the fire burned more brightly. 

“But, Casey, what about you? You’ve always wanted to own a huge 
ranch,’’ Jazz said in confusion. “In serious ranching terms, this is just a 
small one.” 

“T’ve always wanted to be in ranching, but now, after being Cow Boss, 
I’ve lived it thoroughly enough to see I’d never make a full-time rancher 
—I’m not happy without a fax on my saddle.’’ Casey turned around and 
grinned, satisfied with the jangled flames of his firemaking. “And there’s 
something else . . . something very important. I love this land, this par- 
ticular piece of land. It’s all connected with how much I love you and 
how I feel about your father, how we used to talk together about its 
history, and how you and I went off to try to rescue it together. I can’t 
imagine ever leaving it now for someplace else.”’ 
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“But, darling, Casey, I—’’ , 

“Jazz, remember that night when you were dreaming out loud about a 
new town, the night we found the Sentinel Rocks? That idea of yours 
came to life in my mind the way nothing else ever has! I’m invested in a 
dozen different big businesses, but this is the only one I’ve ever wanted 
to get involved in personally. Listen, Jazz, don’t think I could possibly do 
this to make you happy. No businessman would commit that kind of 
money—and that much of his own time—to a project unless he had great 
faith in its future.” 

“And you and your father have that kind of money—to buy out a 
third?” 

“With a little assistance from another guy who wants to get in on it 
2. scyeah.”’ 

“T never knew . . . I mean, you never said . . . that rich?” 

“Sort of—we’ve done pretty well.” 

“What if you didn’t have to buy out anybody? What if you could just 
go ahead and build the new town without buying the land?” 


‘“‘As an investment it would be the best of all possible worlds. . . the 
less you have to borrow . . . but why torture yourself with questions 
like that?” 

“Well . . .” Jazz’s eyes brimmed over with fun, “Well . . .” 

***Well’? I've never heard you say it in quite that tone .. . like a 
chicken the size of an elephant about to lay a diamond egg . . .” He 


scrutinized her ravishingly victorious face suspiciously. 

“T had a nice little chat with Val and Fernie today. They're not going to 
sell to anyone. They want to build the new town too.”’ 

“Say that again!”’ 

“You heard me the first time.” 

“But how . . . bow on earth?” 

“It’s complicated. I sort of explained it to them better. It went some- 
thing like, ‘Hey, kids, let’s put on a show.’ ” 

“Witchcraft!”’ 

“That’s as good a word as any,”’ Jazz said, delighted with herself. 

“But what did you say when they asked about the financial partners in 
joint-venture agreements, about building a pipeline thirty-five miles from 
Yorba Linda for the water supply, about the ratio of office space to free- 
standing industrial buildings, about an internal transportation corri- 
dor. ..¥ 

“Details,” Jazz said airily, waving them aside. ‘‘We discussed concepts, 
not details.”’ 

“None of you three know fuck-all about building a town!” 

“Of course not,” Jazz said majestically. ‘‘It may be my idea, more or 
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less, but that doesn’t mean I ever had an intention of getting bogged 
down in the problem of cubic feet of sewer construction. Infrastructure— 
if that’s the right word—is what men are for. You’re so good at it. Not 
that women couldn’t be, if we chose to be, but some of us have more 
interesting things to do. In fact, I may even have given Val and Fernie the 
impression that you were going to be in charge of infrastructure.” 

‘Don’t you mean, ‘in fact,’ that’s exactly what you told them?” 

‘They were reassured to know that they'd be in your safe hands.” 

“Wait.a minute, Jazz. You told them that before I told you I didn’t 
intend to buy a big ranch.” 

“I guess it must have been an attack of wishful thinking,”’ she said 
plaintively, but respectfully. Goodness, she thought, Casey had a scary 
way of keeping track of every last little word she said. She’d have to 
remember that. 

“It was a con, an out-and-out con.” 

“Not in retrospect,” Jazz cried indignantly. 

‘And then you would have talked me out of buying a ranch and per- 
suaded me to stay here,’’ he said thoughtfully, ignoring her words. 

“T would have tried—after all, my own work is basically here, not in 
Montana or Texas or wherever the big ranches are—but if you’d still had 
your heart set on buying a big ranch, of course I’d have gone along, 
kicking and screaming a little, but I’d never have let you go without me. I 
can work as a photographer whenever I want to, wherever I want to. 
That’s why they invented airplanes.”’ 

‘‘Hmmm.” Casey considered everything he knew of Jazz, that staunch, 
tricky, complex, determined, earthy, ariel, impetuous, bewilderingly self- 
confident and bewilderingly insecure creature he’d captured when he’d 
all but given up hope. 

“Don’t you believe that I'd have gone anywhere with you?” 

“As a matter of fact—I do.”’ 

“Like Marlene Dietrich,”’ Jazz murmured dreamily, as she unfastened 
row upon row of tiny, hidden hooks that Casey’s fingers would be too 
large to handle. 

“Dietrich?” he asked, watching her closely. 

“In Morocco, when she leaves behind a dozen men who adore her in 
spite of her wicked, wicked ways, and falls in love with Gary Cooper. He 
marches away with the Foreign Legion, so she kicks off her high heels 
and follows him, barefoot across the hot sands . . . you know.” 

“Every time I saw it, I used to get one tiny tear in my eye,” Casey said, 
“but don’t tell anybody.” 

Jazz sighed with the felicity of boundless harmony. ‘‘It’s so wonderful 
—you’re as big a sap as I am,”’ she murmured. 
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Her eyelids were almost closed when she saw Casey abruptly leave the 
room without an explanation. Astonished, she waited, with her dress still 
clinging to her in a dozen tiny, cunning, hard-to-discover ways, until he 
came back, carrying a pile of blankets. He threw them on the floor in 
front of the fire. 

“Now,” he ordered, ‘‘get undressed and be quick about it. When 
you're stark naked, not one stitch on, I want you to wrap yourself in one 
of those blankets and sit right here and wait patiently, no moving, no 
complaining, and absolutely vo backtalk.”’ 

“Yes, sir.” 

“T just remembered that chili. I’m hungry, after all. I’m going into the 
kitchen to help myself to a heaping plateful, and I’m going to bring it 
right here and eat it, and if anything unforeseen happens, the only thing 
that will be ruined will be an old blanket. Do I make myself clear?” 

““Yes, sir. Please sir, may I have some chili too?’’ Jazz asked patheti- 
cally. No, decidedly, she could never have married an unromantic man, 
she thought. She wondered if she should remind Casey to make sure the 
chili was still hot, but decided against it. He’d said no backtalk. And she 
had the strangest, most unexpectedly rewarding certainty that he meant 
exactly what he said. 
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(CONTINUED FROM FRONT FLAP) 
glorious spread encompassing a hundred square 
miles, making Mike Kilkullen, Jazz’s father and 
a seventh-generation Californian, the single 
largest landowner in California. The Kilkullen 
Ranch is a heritage now worth three billion 
dollars. Developers all over the world will not 
rest until one of them can claim it. 


SAVO l the dynamics of the Kilkullen fami- 


ly’s internal strife; the hatred Mike Kilkullen’s 
first wife still feels toward him from her exile in 
Marbella; the tragedy of Jazz’s exquisite, stub- 
born mother, a Swedish actress who changed 
the history of American film; the machina- 
tions of Jazz’s two half sisters, one a worldly 
New York interior decorator, the other a five- 
times-married socialite who lives for sexual 
experimentation. 


IN DAZZLE Judith Krantz is writing at 


the top of her game. 
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